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Poets,  in  tricking  Times,  Satyrick  grown,  ~> 

Seldom  excujing  Faults  their  Plays  have  pewn,  V 

Oft  with  foarp  Prologues  lap  the  foolijh  Town.  J 

So  Bayes,  his  Lyrick  Opera  brings  to  view,  "\ 

And  what  fome  Actors  in  blunt  Satyr  do,  vj 

7 he  Prologue  and  the  Epilogue  will  pew,  j 
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VERSES  Epiftolary, 

Humbly  Dedicated  with  this  Book, 
to  the  mcfi  Noble,  his  Grace] 
PHILIP,  Duke,  Marquis] 
and  Earl  of  Wharton,  Mar- 
quis o/WiNCHENDON,andLord 
tf Ear leigh,  Lord  High 
Steward  of  Malmsborough, 
Marquis  of  Caterlough,  Earl 
of Caterhaven,  Baron  of 
Trim,  and  one  of  the  Lords  of 
the  Privy  Council  of  Ireland. 

Efcend,  great  Peer,  t'  accept  my  Mufes 
strains, 

TTZ.  nnd  nobJy  grTace  mY  Lyrical  Remains; 
Let  my  Dramanck  Whimfies  entertain, 
My  Comick  Talcs  too,  pleafe  your  fprightly  Vein ; 
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And  then  my  Vcrfc  (hall  make  me  brisk  and  young 
As  Metro's  once,  who  to  Auguftus  fung. 

In  Verfe,  I  then  your  artful  Genius  treat  $ 
Verfe,  that  I  know,  you  can  fo  well  repeat, 
With  Skill  fuperior,  and  with  Cadence  fweet 
That  could  from  Tegafus  a  Pen  be  gain'd, 
And  from  that  (baring  Plume  yourPraife  extend, 
I  fliould  your  Fame  in  glorious  Heights  expofe, 
The  Subjed  being  much  too  great  for  Profe. 

Sing  then,  Apollo,  touch  thy  rapting  Lyre,  ^ 
And  with  thy  Rays  my  mounting  Thoughts  infpire, 
That  Wharton 's  Worth  may  foar  beyond  the  Sun, 
Then  be  my  Theme  feraphick  *  Winchendon  % 
Where  if  my  happy  Leaves  are  once  tum'd  o'er 
To  pleafe  my  Patron  with  their  Comick  Store : 
The  Rural  Gods  that  in  that  Garden  rove, 
Where  beauteous  Flora  and  her  Syh)£  move  5 
The  Walks,  the  Trees  and  Flowers  can  ne'er  enjoy 
With  half  the  Deified  Content  as  I 

Oh!  great  Vertumnus,  God  of  Woods  and" 
Bowers,  1 
Where  Hero's  and  fweet  Beauty  waft  their  Hours,! 
And  Wine  do's  often  relifli  bleft  Amours ; 
That  bringft  the  Hortans  to  their  Gard'ning  Skill, 
Who  Wmchendons  rare  Banks  with  Odours  fill, 
Sound  Wharton  s  Name,  who  do's  thy  Palace  raife, 
A  Dome  for  Gods  alone  to  found  his  Praife ! 


*  Hkfine  Country  Seat, 
I 
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Faitfd  *  {Brimmer- Hall)  for  Beauty,  Mufick, 
Wit, 

New  form 'd,  and  only  for  thy  Godhead  fit  ; 
Command  but  the  rare  Tube  which  once  I  found, 
Cxleftial  Spheres  ne'er  gave  fo  fweet  a  Sound. 

Tis  thus,  my  Lord,  you  revel  in  the  Grace 
Of  Art  and  Nature,  in  that  glorious  Place  5 
Nature,  the  Maft'ry  of  your  "Garden  She  ws, 
And  Art,  your  Books  of  Poetry  expofe  5 
When  Latian  Virgil  gilds  your  Latin  Stile, 
And  Britain's  Shake/pear,  who  adorns  our  Iflc. 

So  thoughtful  Atticus  Rome's  Court  revcr'd, 
But  Politicks  incumbent  feldom  heard ; 
His  Tongue  ne'er  us'd  a  flattering  fond  Debate, 
His  curious  Garden  was  his  Room  of  State  5 
And  whiift  dear  Nature  did  gay  Scenes  exprefs, 
All  Beans  and  Belles  were  flighted  like  his  Drcfs. 
So  you,  great  Sir,  neglcft  that  gaudy  Train, 
Your  Wit  is  fparkling,  but  your  Garb  is  plain. 

And  as  in  Roman  T>ramma's  of  paft  Age, 
When  Rofcius  and  Efopus  trod  the  Stage  i 
Tomponius  well  could  weigh  each  °poinant-\ 
Thought,  / 
And  they  were  by  his  judging  A&ion  taught :  f 
Or  as  when  Tlatitus,  or  fmart  Terence  wrote,  J 
That  artful  Bard  would  pierce  each  Difdch  thro', 
And  tell  if  Cadence,  or  the  Wit  was  true  3 
But  yet  with  Order,  and  fuch  Calmncfs  mov'd, 
No  Author  e'er  could  feel  he  was  rcprov'd  ; 

*  A  fine  Banquet  ting  Hottfi  in  hU  Garden. 
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So  you,  my  Lord,  with  Judgment  right  afllgn'd, 
In  our  beft  Aftors  Grace  and  Error  find  ; 
Can  tell  where  Shake fpear  do's  like  Jove  appear, 
And  where  he  tumbles  from  his  lofty  Sphere. 
In  Poems  too,  what  droop,  and  what  excel, 
And  the  Didinclion  with  fuch  Candor  tell, 
That  /^/r^i/v/ould  not  be  afllam'd  to  foar, 
Nor  would  Bathillus  mean  his  Vcrfe  give  o'er. 

To  reach  fuch  Merit,  God-like  Verfe  ftiould- 
fliine,  ( 
But  pardon  Failings  in  that  vafl  Dcfign,  ( 
And  take  (with  Nobicnefs  of  Temper)  mine. 


PREFACE. 

HIS  "Preface  is  only  intended  to  give 
the  Reader  a  prefnt  T>ifcovery  of  the 
particular  Tajfages  in  the  Book  which 
are  related  to  him,  or  her,  as  follows, 
Firfi  then,  the  Mufical  Farce,  or  Comical 
Opera,  is  a  piece  of  Humour  and  Grotefque  Wit, 
and  is  defignd  as  the  fecond  Tart  of  the  former 
Rehearfal,  wrote  by  the  late  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham, and  others;  but  not  defignd  fo  Satyrical 
upon  Toetry  as  that  was  againft  Mr.  Dryden,  but 
intended  rather  againft  the  Criticks ,  the  Toet 
Baycs \  giving  it  all  along  a  caft  of  Banter,  and 
at  loft  makes  himfelf  open  in  the  Rank  of  a  de- 
ferring Author.    It  was  once  very  near  being 
acted,  as  being  Rehear syd  upon  the  Stage,  but 
afterwards  was  laid  by,  fome  Accidents  happen- 
ng  mthe  Tlayhoufe.    The  Reader  will,  I  hope, 
find  Ttiverfion  in  the  Humour  and  Tlot  of  it 
and  particularly  in  the  variety  of  Dialogues  and 
bongs,  which  I  have  been  told,  by  good  Jud^e* 
are  not  indifferent.    The  Prologue  and  Epiltgue 

belonging 
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belonging  to  it  being  fomewhat  Satyr  ical ,  the 
Town  ought  to  relijh  as  a  Whim  of  Humour,  and 
make  no  more  of  *em  than  the  Subje£l  will  give 
Occajion  to  bear  $  for  if  the  Grandees  or  great 
Wits  of  the  Court,  by  hoping  to  be  Giants  in  their 
Wealth  and  Tower,  are  become  Pigmies  by  a  City 
Joke,  or  Trick,  they  mufl  bear  with  the  Matter, 
and  if  they  can,  make  a  Jejl  of  it  as  well  as  they 
are  able. 

The  next  Tiece  is  a  Tragedy ,  written  fome 
Tears  ago,  the  T>i/lrefs  of  the  Tlot  that  is  in  it, 
the  Characters  ^Timoleon  and  Belizaria  being 
doite  for  Mr.  Bctterton  and  Mrs.  Barry  $  and  the 
Management  of  the  whole,  I  hope,  will  fpeak  for 
it  felf  without  any  other  Affiftance. 

The  third  Tiece  is  an  entire  Opera ,  exaBly 
done  to  Recitative  and  Air,  with  Verfes  proper 
for  the  Occajion.  I  hope  our  Englifli  Judges  will 
give  it  a  Judgment  equal  with  the  buzzing  and 
fqueaking  Trilladoes  of  the  Italian  s  orelfe  I  pall 
condemn  my  own,  and  any  Skill  in  Mujick  as  long 
as  I  live. 

The  next  that  comes  on  is  a  fet  of  Stories, 
two  of  which,  viz.  The  Intriguing  Cullies,  and 
The  Barber  a  Fury,  for  their  Turns,  Characters, 
and  comical  Incidents,  are  likely  to  give  the 
Mirth  that  I  intend.  The  loft  two  being  the 
Love  of  the  great  Socrates,  and  a  Rarity  which 
I  never  found  but  once  in  the  Trofe  of  an  obfo- 
lete  Author ,  may  engage  particularly  in  the 
Speeches  of  the  Sage,  and  of  Akibiadcs  and Ti- 
niandra,  which  are  all  in  their  kind  uncommon. 
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The  laft  Tart  of  the  Book  are  Elegies  and 
'Poems  ,  of  fever al  kinds ,  fome  on  Royal  Sub- 
jects ,  and  the  reft  on  the  Nobility  and  Gentry, 
and  fome  particular  Friends,  the  Memory  of 
whom  I  could  not  leave  out  in  thefe  Remains* 
which  I  hopr  will  entertain  and  give  you  Sa~ 
tisfaSlion 

The  Reader  will  be  apt  to  find  fome  Miftakes 
andErmz's  in  the  following  Pages,  but  not  any 
thing  material,  (I  being\in  the  Country  when  a 
great  part  of  it  was  printed)  which  I  defire  he 
will  pafs  by  with  Patience,  and  pleafe  to  mend  m 
he  finds  occafion. 
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MUSICAL  FARCE, 

O  R 

COMICAL  OPERA. 

BEING 

The  Sequel  of  the  Famous  Rehearsal 
written  by  the  late  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

WtthaComical  Prologue  and  Epilogue. 
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Dramatis  Perfonz. 

MEN. 

Smith,  JTwo  Witty  Gentlemen 

Chanter,  {    of  the  Town. 

Johnson,  A  Severe  Critical  Satyrift. 

Two  Kings  of  Brent-  {  KinS  Usher 
ford,  ~y  and 

(King  Phiz. 

Prince  Prettvman  0^-^^ 
Vr\nr,       TTYMAN'  )    and  fiding  with  the 
Pnnce  Vo  e  c  i  u  s,     <   Phi2giggs  againft  the 

C  Kings. 

irA  Publilhcr  of  News, 
r-  _  '     and  a  knavifli  Incendi- 

Firebrand  Beerope^    aty,  invetcrate  £X 

Ushers  againft  the 
I  Phizgiggs. 

pECRETARY  tO  a  Noblc- 

Tokay,  J    man.    A  Foreign  Spy, 

j     who  furniflics  Bel- 
l    Rope  with  News. 

fAnother  News-monger, 
Discipline,        }    011  thc  Party  of  die 

J     Phizgiggs,  but  fccret- 
(    iy  a  Popift  Pricft. 

A  Boy  with  Coffee  and  Chocolate. 

B  -  WO- 


WOMEN. 

Two  Queens  of  Brentford, 

Armorius,  (The  two  Princes 
Parthenope,      I  Miftrefies. 

"An  old  Miftrefs  of  P. 

PRETTYMAN'S,and  for- 

Th.imblessa,      <^    merly  his  sempftrefs, 

very  violent  andjealous, 

7  Attendant  and  Favourite 
Fleabitten,      £   tothe  Queers. 

Singers,  Dancers,  Guards  and  Attendants. 
Scene.    The  infide  of  the  Playhoufe, 
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Two  QUEENS 

O  F 

BRENTFORD.' 

O  R > 

Bayes  no  Poetaster. 
ACT  I 

ScENfe  %    The  outfide  of  the  Tlayhoufel 

Enter  SMITH,  JOHNSON  and  C.HANT?^ 

S  he  there,  think  ye  ? 

Chant.  I  tell  ye  he  is.  As  we  were 
drinking  our  Coffee,  I  faW  him  go  by, 
and  turn  down  Vinegar-Tar d,  to  get  by 
the  Narrow  Paflage  )  I  have  fent  one 
to  him,  you  fliall  fee  him  boh  imme- 
diately. 

B3  John, 


6       The  two  Queens  of  Brentford  :  Or, 

John.  Prithee  Jack  Smith  vlcvSa  me,  I  (hall  ne'er  have  Pa- 
tience, I  fhall  rail  again.  .  , 

Smith.  Nay,  nay,  a  pox  on  thee,  haft  not  thou  promts  d 
to  make  me  amends  by  Patience  this  Morning  ?  for  as  IV til 
Chanter,  has  made  it  out,  by  thy  hurrying  me  away,  we  loll 
the  beft  part  of  our  Diverfion  yefterday. 

John.  A  Plague  on  him,  he  has  given  me  the  Spleen  fo, 
with  the  confounded  Dialogue  between  the  Eclipfcs,  the 
Sun,  the  Moon,  and  his  Terra  firma,  with  the  terrible  noife 
of  the  Hobbyhorfe  Battel,  that  I  fhall  only  increafe  it ;  for  I 
cxpeft  no  other  Diverfion,  but  fuch  Fooleries,  therefore 
prithee  excufe  me.  . 

Smith.  Faith,  Sir,  I  fhall  not,  you  have  folcmnly  ingaged 
to  keep  me  Company  this  Morning ;  and  I  as  folcmnly 
expe&  it :  Befides,  Chanter  tells  me,  that  the  laft  part  of  the 
Rehearfal  is  more  divertive  than  all  the  reft. 

Chant.  Oh,  'tis  moft  certain  the  mulical  part  of  it  is 
mod  entertaining;  'tis  a  kind  of  Comical  Opera-,  and  the  di- 
verfity  of  Humours,  as  well  as  other  folemn  Parts  you  11 
find,  will  be  very  pleafant. 

Smith.  D'ye  hear,  Supercillium,  d'ye  hear?  egad  we  lhall  be 

fo  merry  I  warrant  thou'lt  laugh  till  thy  Stomach  akes. 

John,  1  fear  I  fhall  rather  be  apt  to  eafe  my  Stomach  ano- 
ther way.  T 

Chant.  No,  no,  there's  fomething  in't  will  pleafe,  I  war- 
rant ye,  if  you  can  have  Patience;  I  have  got  one  of  the 
Songs  in't  ready  fet;  I  think  I  have  it  about  me, — you  fliali 

hear  it,  *  od'slife  I'm  prevented  here  he  comes. 

[  *  Searches  for  it. 

Enter  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Aqy  body  here  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Chant.  Your  Servant,  Mr.  Bayes;  yes,  Sir,  'twas  I  that  rent 
in  t'ye. 

Bayes.  For  what,  Pray  Sir?  ►  #. 

Chant.  Why,Sir,  Mr.  Smith,  here  and  his  Country  Friend, 
defir'd  me  to  introduce  'em  once  more,  to  beg  your  Pardon. 

Smith.  Which  we  do  with  all  our  Heaits,faith,Mr.I%^ ; 
look  fneakingly  and  be  hang'd.  *  D'sdeath  that  damn'd 
ique'amifli  Phiz  will  fpoil  all  again.         [*  Afide.to  Johnfon. 

*  Bayes.  Oh   your  humble' — -  Gentlemen,  .your  Ser- 
vant Mr. a  Pardon;  what  they  are  come  to  fpoil  another 

Rehearfal,  arc  they?  Yefterday's  laft  Aft,  and  the  Mufick 
were  quite  loft ;  I  endea.your'd  by  running,  to  call  ye  back 


Bayes  no  Poetaster;  j 

to  retrieve  your  Senfes  that  were  gone  Poft  before  ye ;  ha  ! 
ha  !  ha- —  but  'twas  in  vain,  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

Chant.  Ah-— Sir!  they  are  nowextreamly  fenfible  of  it. 

Bayes.  Look'e,  Sir,  I  fliall  require  at  leaft  a  Week's  time 
to  believe  that;  in  the  mean  time,  to  my  Knowledge,  they 
have  loft  the  Town  confiderable  Diverfion,  for  this  Day; 
for  the  Play  was  to  have  been  acted,  and  the  Places  all 
taken —  Pray,  Sir,  what  amends  can  your  Country  Wor- 
(hip  *  make  'em  for  that  ?  [  *  To  Johnfon. 

Smith.  Ah  —  No,  no,  Sir,  'tis  impoffible ;  A  plague  of 
all  Bufinefs ;  why  you  muft  know,  Sir,  that  he's  involv'd 
in  an  impertinent  Suit  of  Law,  and  was  yefterday  (which  he 
had  forgot )  to  have  a  Tryal  at  Bar,  for  the  Recovery  of 
4000  /.  Was  not  it,  Johnfon,  tell  Mr.  Bayes  >  Pox  oil  ye, 
fpeak  fomething.  [_Afide. 

John.  What  a  Devil  fhould  I  fpeak  ?        Tell  your  Lies 

your  felf,  fince  y'are  fo  good  at  it  You  have  begun 

rarely.  [AJide* 

Smith.  Chanter,  help  out ; — * 

Chant.  His  feeing  the  Law  Tongue-pads  has  fo  doz'd 
him,  that  on  my  Confcience  he  has  forgot  his  own  Caufe, 
which  might  have  been  carry'd,  no  doubt,  as  well  without 

him  but  he  would  now  fain  recover  the  Reputation  of 

being  counted  a  Wit,  by  a  freih  Judgment  of  your  Piece, 
here,  Sir. 

Smith.  He  has  been  begging  us  all  this  Morning  to  bring 
him,tho'  he's  afharri'd  to  fpeak  himfelf ;  has  not  he,  Chanter  ? 

Chant.  Yes,  Sir,  he  has  been  teizing  us  horribly  —  to  be 
admitted. 

John.  So,  thefe  Rakes  have  given  admirable  Proofs,  that 
lying  will  choak  no  body  that  I'll  fay  for  'em.  [Afide. 

Bayes.  Counted  a  Wit,  did  you  fay,  Mr.  a  ha,  ha,  ha;  No, 
no,let  him  defpond,  lethimdefpair  of  that  Ifaith ;  for  he  that  to 
follow  the  Trifle  of  four  thoufand  Pounds,  could  leave 
fuch  an  invaluable  Enjoyment  as  this  was,  take  it  from 
me,  on  the  Word  of  a  Poet,  will  never  arrive  at  that  Title : 
But  odfo,  I  ftand  prating  here,  and  the  Players  ftay  for  me 
to  begin  :  Your  Servant,  Gentlemen,  I  fhall  want  no  Judg- 
ments, no  Criticks  this  Morning. 

Smith.  Nay,  prithee  Bayes,  I  know  thou  art  good  na- 
tur'd. 

Chant.  Mr.  Smith  admires  the  Account  I  gave  him  of  the 
Mufick  that  is  to  be :  And  then  the  Comical  Soilgs  come 
prelently,  'tis  a  Mufical  Ledure  to  our  Countrymen,  we'll 

B  4  have 
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have  one*  of  'em  that  thou  gav'ft  me,  Pm  fure  that  will  put 
thee  in  Humour.  [  Song  here. 

Bayes.  Well,  as  the  worthy  and  famous  Sir  Bernard  Gaf- 
€oin  laid,  who  on  his  Death-bed  dehVd  one  to  fing ;  If  a 

Man  were  dying  he  would  be  pleas'd  with  this  Well, 

let's  go  then.  Come,  Critical  Sir,  for  your  Friend's  Sake, 
once  more  I'll  venture  a  Lafh  from  your  Country  Satyr- — 
tholl,  loll,  loll,  loll,  loll.  [Sings, 
[Exeunt  Smith  and  Johnfon,  Bayes  and  Chanter 

ftay  behind  a  little* 

Chant.  So,  fo,  I  told  ye  I  would  bring  'em. 

Bayes.  'Tis  well  i  And  now  prithee,  Friend,  humour  the 
Matter  as  we  have  agreed  on,  and  as  I  for  my  Pan  will 
comically  give  occafion;  which  ended,  the  Jeft  fhall  be  on 
our  fide,  I  warrant  thee. 

Chant.  Never  doubt  me:  Pm  inftructed.  [  Exeunt. 


\     S c ene  II.    The  injide  of  the  Tlayhoufe. 

Enter  Be  LROPE  and  Tok  AY.     Their  Parts  in 
their  Hands. 

Bel.  A  News-monger  is  a  modern  Character,  that  we  are 
fure  of ;  and  mice  'tis  fo,  I  like  it  well  enough  for  Variety. 

Tok.  My  French-man  too,  may  prove  a  Jeft,  if  'tis  right- 
ly taken  ;  but  whether  'tis  or  no,  I'm  gone  fo  far,  I  muft  do 
it  now :  Oh  !  here  the  Author  comes. 

Enter  Bayes,  Smith,  Johnson  and  Chanter. 

Bayes.  So,  Gentlemen,  good  morrow  t'ye--« — Hey !  Scene- 
keeper,  fome  Chairs   here.    [  Chairs  brought  in. }  Come, 

Mr.  a  but  Confideration.  D'ye  hear — -This  Morning's 

Work  will  admit  of  no  trifling  Queftions.      [  To  Johnfon. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  he'll  confider,  Mr.  Bayes. 

John.  Faith,  I  find  my  Conlideration  at  this  time  will  be 
very  much  inclin'd  to  repofe  it  felf,  I  flept  ill  laft  Night: 
[They  Jit. J  And  a  Morning's  Nap  maybe  very  convenient. 

Chant.  Nay,  prithee. 

John.  I  have  done,  Sir — 

Bayes.  Come,  my  Friends,  then  fince  you  have  promis'd 
fo  fairly,  you  fhall  once  more  be  diverted  :  And  firft,  you 

ihallhear  a  Comical  and  Satyrical  Prologue  -not  that 

of 
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of  the  Thunder  and  Lightning  that  I  rehearfed  and  manag'd 
before,  but  another,  which  is  yet  in  Sufpenfe,  and  forbid  to 

befpoke-  A  devilifh  lhy  Thing,  fo  tickling,  and  yet  fo 

/harp,  hat  ha !  ha !  but  I  have  one  Court  Friend,  faithful  as  a 
Cherubim,  that  has  promis'd  me  to  get  an  Order  of  Coun- 
cil to  have  it  fpoke ;  he  fays  ,  the  Town  iha'n't  lofe  fo 
much  Wit,  let  the  Stockjobbers  manage  the  Senate  as  thev 
pleafe.  1 

Smith,  Is'tagainftthem?  that  mult  pleafe  without  doubt. 

John.  Ay,  and  fome  of  the  Senate  will  be  even  with  this 
Fool,  that's  without  doubt,  too.  [Afide. 

Chant.  Has  it  any  Name,  Mr.  Bayes  ?  let*s  hear,  prithee! 


Prologue's  INTRODUCTION 


Bayes.  No,  Sir,  we  never  give  thefe  Prologue  Rari- 
ties Name  — —  And  yet  I  have  one  that  would  fit  it 

m?!?*™*1^^  l0Gk'e'  IcQiild-cairit,  The  Sham- 
Mtfiffiw  i  Or,  The  Exchange-Alley-Sharpers,  ha,  ha,  ha- 
but  tis  flinging  at  firft,  but  igad  they  grow  fo  powerful,  that 
I  dare  not  venture. 

makTfpaTfy7^  ^  *  ^  City  W*y'  y°U  mufl 

Bayes  Egad,  fo  lfliould;  a  good  Body  of  undone  Trades- 
men, if  they  would  ftickle  hard,  would  do  my  Buiinefs- 
but  I  confider'd  after  I  begun,  and  fo  tum'd  it  into  Com- 
plement. 

Cham.  Well,  prithee  Friend  let's  hear  it,  there  maft  be 
good  Humour  in't. 

Bayes.  Humour!  ay,  and  pleafant  Humour  too:  cutting: 
ana  u  lTr'.f°r  al1  its  Infi™atK>ns,  Gentlemen;  and  fhaves 
ail  the  Nation  together  :  The  Lords  lhake  Hands  with  the 
Brokers,  and  are  brotherly  familiar;  the  Ladies  finite  when 
5tock  goes  well;  and  when  they  are  difappointed — *-Ye 
fhall  hear,  ye  lhall  hear,  Gentlemen;  if  this  do's  not  cret 
me  Stock,  and  a  Million  or  two,  when  the  Lines  are 
confider  d,  there  is  no  Confideration  in  the  City,  egad 

-0Cg-     *  0h      no  doubt  on'r>  no  doui*  m%  come 
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Bayes  reads  in  a  Paper.  \ 
From  Callidonian  Senfe,  and  artful  Pains, 
In  which  th*  Oxonian  Statefman  fhew'd  his  Brains* 
I,  that  for  Murder  fled,  have  had  the  Chance 
By  Mijfiffippi,  to  redeem  all  France. 

John.  How,  Sir!  how,  Sir!  Callidonian  Senfe,  Murder 
and  MiJJiJfippi :  Ounx  !  had  it  not  been  much  better  to  have 
brought  in  a  Scotch  Pedlar,  who  knock'd  his  Hoftefs  on 
the  Head,  for  demanding  her  Reckoning  of  nine  Pence 
three  Farthings  ?  Would  not  that  have  been  jocofe  ? 

Chant.  Nay,  now  the  Devil's  in  thee,  Johnfon,  to  interrupt 
him  ;  he  begins  very  well,  faith  ;  pray  go  on,  Sir. 

Bayes.  Nay,  nay,  Sir,  if  you  won't  be  quiet,  the  Satyr 

fhall  fleep  ;  'twill  grow  refty,  'twill  bear  no  purrings  

I  tell  ye  that,  Sir. 

Smith.  Oh,  prithee  don't  mind  him. 

Bayes  reads  again.    In  fpite  of  want,  their  Janglings  and 
their  Frets, 

'Tis  we  have  crown'd  their  K— g  and  paid  his  Debts. 
Of  Bullion,  tho'  no  Plenty  did  excel, 
We've  conjur'd  Paper,  that  has  don't  as  well. 

John.  We !  We  !  What  we,  Mr.  Bayes  >  Who  are  the 
We  ? 

Bayes.  Egad,  I  won't  tell  ye  cudgel  your  Brains  for't, 

and  if  you  can't  find  it  out,  then — —  prefto  I  fay. 
Chant.  Oh,  he's  a  Madman. 

Bayes  reads  again.    And  now  from  fulfom  Rake,  by  tra- 
ding Plots, 

My  nafty  Maggots,  all  turn'd  ferious  Th6ughts, 

1^  and  great  Partner,  have  in  England  fped,  -  } 

The  grand  South  Sea  we've  politickly  bred, 

Enrich'd  the  Peerage,  and  confounded  Trade.  J 

Hum  Mr.  Smith,  what  think  ye? 

Smith.  Strong,  ftrong,  Mr.  Bayes,  very  home  that. 

Bayes,  It  mult  be  fo,  Sir,  it  can't  be  help'd,  egad  I  write 
for  a  Place,  I  tell  ye ;  I  have  that  in  my  Head  — -  But  to 
go  on  

Reads  again.  Yet  thoufands  (till  are  got,  the  Gainer's  glad ; 
The  Commons  are  amaz'd,  the  Lords  are  mad ; 
A  glorious  Peer,  of  wondrous  Wealth  I  know, 
A  Million  Plumb,  all  got,  the  Lord  knows  how, 

Yet 
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Yet  him  the  South  Sea  has  fo  cram'd  with  Heaps, 
A  Days  he  never  dines,  a  Nights  he  never  fleeps. 
Sly  Brokers  at  all  Hours  his  Senfe  controul : 
Change-Alley  fhares  his  Body  and  his  Soul. 
'Smith.  Good  again  

Bayes  reads  again.   The  Ladies  too  in  Coach  to  Bro- 
kers run, 

The  Fair*  the  Brown,  the  freckPd,  and  the  Dun ; 
Fat  Widows  fmile  when  dear  Stock  rifes  high ; 

But  if  the  Vote  comes  that  it  falls,  they  cry 

This  is  the  South  Sea  Fate,  no  Bilk,  no  Par ; 
It  cannot  prove  a  Trick,  'tis  gone  fo  far. 

John.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  enough,  enough  prithee,  no  more 

on't  a  Trick,  why  is  not  all  the  World  there  ?  All  De- 
grees of  People,  and  all  their  Stock  >  How  can  it  be  a 
Trick  > 

Bayes.  Ay,  but  the  Satyr,  the  Satyr,  Mr.  Smithy  ha  !  ha! 
ha!  Oonz  he  does  not  underftand. 

Smith*  No,  no  but  proceed,  proceed,  prithee,  we'll 

have  it  all,  faith- — 

Reads  again.  Yet 'tis  a  Farce,  and  by  Stock-jobbers  plaid. 
Shopkeepers  mourn,  no  Debts  are  to  be  paid  ; 
Garters  and  Lords  of  Rank  won't  pay  their  Dues ; 
They  can't  be  trufted  for  a  Pair  of  Shoes  ; 

If  Dun  crys  out  my  Lord,  I  fhall  be  broke; 

No  help,  crys  he,  my  Money's  all  i'th'  Stock  ; 

I've  fcarce  enough  at  this  next  Bubble-meeting 

To  pay  my  Friends,  the  Brokers,  for  their  Sweating ; 

Oonz  what  a  Game  is  here  ?  Cit  crys,  with  Oaths, 

No  Money  for  your  Meat,  nor  for  your  Cloaths : 
Why  then,  tho'  Bubbles  fpread,  and  Fifh  excels, 
The  Ace  of  Hearts  doll'd  off  at  Tunbridge  Wells : 
The  Koyal-Oaky  Hazard  and  Lotteries  paft 
Were  ne'er  fuch  Bites  as  this  will  be  at  laft. 

There,  Tar  d  comes  proud  and  morofely  grave, 

Who  a  fuperiour  Wit  believes  to  have ; 
Prates  all  the  Day,  then  topes  till  he  gets  drunk, 
And  from  Change-Alley  meets  Rofe-Alley  Punk. 

Then  Aub  G  to,  with  Aflurances 

Can  bubble  every  Cully  as  they  pleafe, 
Tho'  now  the  proclamation  gives  us  Eafe. 
Twas  fuch  propos'd  to  th'  Commons,  and  the  Lords, 
Shavings  and  Sawduft  caft  to  make  deal  Boards. 

Smith.  Well  laid,  Mr.  Bayesy  that  was  a  Rub,  egad. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

Chant.. 
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Chant.  Proceed,  dear  Poet,  go  on. 
Reads  again.  Yet  tho'  thefe  Bubbles  fome  nice  Shams 
produce, 

The  Tracts  are  carried  beft  amongft  the  Jews, 

Who  work  by  underhand,  and  fend  their  Boys, 

Not  twelve  Years  old,  who  fpreading  plaguy  Lies, 

Fill  up  the  Road  to  Garraway's  — —and  flare 

With  Cole-black  Eyes,  no  Emblem  of  the  Fair ; 

And  bufie  to  buy  Stock,  that  common  Evil, 

With  Garlick-breath  the  Fragrance  of  the  Devil, 

Converfe  with  Filhing-Bubbles,  and  appear 

As  if  they  all  had  feen  the  fiftieth  Year.  pi 

But  now  'mongft  Bubbles  rare,  let  me  not  pafs 
The  Quaker  quaint,  that  buftling  Babe  of  Grace, 
That  buys  and  fells,  andfpread.s  each  odious  thing 
With  fuch  a  Sound,  he  makes  Change-Alley  ring. 

The  Clumfie  Broad-hat,  that  from  Norwich  was 
Politely  fent  to  ftate  the  Weaver's  Cafe, 
And  prove  flower'd  Callicoes,  that  fill  our  ShOars,  y 
And  worn  by  Dames  of  Rep'  as  well  as  Whores, 
Were  us'd  fo  much,  it  turn'd  'em  out  of  Doors.  3  j 

Nor  that  Eajl-India  Plain-man  that  durft  try 
The  t'other  Spittle  Notions  to  deny, 
'Mongft  th'  Commons,  did  not  half  that  Clangor  raife* 
As  he  at  Jonathan's  and  Garraway*%. 
No  Fifh-wife  ever  could  fo  loudly  bawl, 
Our  Quaker's  horrid  Din  furpafs'd  'em  all. 

Chant.  Ha!  ha!  ha  !  faith,  Mr.  Bayes,  that's  very  humo- 
rous too. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  but  now  a  little  touch  upon  the  Bank. 
Reads  again.  The  Bank,  that  does  with  fep'rate  Intereft 
grow 

Imagines  our  South  Sea  their  wily  Foe 

Laughs  at  the  thriving  Game  they're  playing  there, 
And  wifely  does  not  their  Conclufion  fear. 
No  Bubbles,  Plots,  do  from  their  Pains  arife, 
The  Piece  they  act  is  folid  Merchandize ; 
And  fmile  with  the  Dutch  Fifhery,  who  all  join 
To  buy  the  Bubbles  off,  with  their  own  Coin. 

But  if  to  th'  African  you  turn  your  Eyes, 
You'll  view  their  Motions,  juftly  known  to  rife, 
There's  fomething  ftaneh,  Gold-duft  will  pleafe  your  Sight, 
With  Teeth  of  Elephants,  large,  found  and  white. 
The  South  Sea.  has.  no  Mint  fqx  railing  Sums, 
'Tis  a  rare  Whim  they  lhew,  but  Bullion  comes^ 


Join. 
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John.  Very  well,  Mr.  Poet,  and  what  Place  when  the 
South  Sea  has  prefer'd  ye,  do  you  aim  at  Court  by  this,  pray? 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  muft  know,  I  think  to  be  Poet 
JLaureat. 

,  John.  What  —        and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  not  your 

Friend,  and  ignorant  of  your  Poetry?-— Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
Smith.  Phoo,  pox,  prithee  don't  mind,  but  read  on. 
Reads  again.    Strange  Frolicks  may  at  kift  Confufion 
bring, 

But  the  York-buildings  is  a  ferious  Thing, 
Firm,  ftanch,  and  muft  not  be  a  Bubble  call'd, 
But  by  the  Wife  be  honour'd  and  extoll'd  : 


When  South  Sea  with  AfTurances  meet  Shame,  L 
Tho*  now  we  find  it  gets  the  greater  Name.  J 

No  Proje&  rnanag'd,  e'er  hadfuch  Report, 
Thofe  out — -altho'  they  rail- — are  forry  for't: 
When  Bubbles  fell,  they  gen'rally  were  glad, 
But  yet,  Stock-getting  thoufands,  makes  'em  mad  : 
The  Senate  is  not  wife  enough  to  flight  • 
No  Member  rails,  when  he  gets  fomething  by't. 

But  for  the  W— <~s,  they  now  tun  down  the  Wind, 
The  T-^— s  ftart  the  Hare,  and  all  are  join'd  5 
Directors,  when  a  Stock  does  new  begin, 
Who  govern  all,. won't  let  a  W— -g  come  in. 
The  Bullion  gain'd  is  always  too  apply'd 
T'  indulge  the  Parties  of  their  own  dear  Side  : 
So  they'll  have  all  the  Money  in  the  Land, 
Whilft  L— w-C — h  fnarls,  at  what  the  H — h-C — h gain'd. 
Smith.  Good,  good,  rarely  good,  Mr.  Bayes,  by  my  Soul! 
Reads  again.  Affairs  to,  you  fhall  fee  will  turn  their  Way; 
Money  muft  rule,  the  Devil  will  have  his  Day. 
And  when  a  Million's  by  the  South  Sea  got, 
You'll  find  'tis  the  Directors  T — -y  Plot. 
And  now  foar  on,  my  Mufe,  and  Prologue  Vein, 
Let  my  Conclufion  prove  a  lofty  Strain. 
A  Million's  nam'd,  but  I  have  found  out  one, 
A  South  Sea  Patron^  that  fo  far  has  gone, 
Five  Millions  to  his  bulk  of  Gain  does  tend, 
Which  muft  be  clear,  at  the  fam'd  Dividend ;  h[ 
If  great  Change-Alley  can  Ihew  more  fuch  Men, 
The  Governour  muft  his  CommifTion  end. 
Rich  England  will  have  forty  Millions  Store, 
A  Sum,  egad,  1  ne'er  knew  in't  before, 


And 
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And  all  this  got  the  MiJJiJJippi  way, 
For  nothing  now  gets  fomething  every  Day ; 
And  folid  Sums  give  the  whole  Town  Content, 
As  being  confirmed  by  Act  of  Parliament. 

Smith.  Gad  a  merry  Friend,  'faith,  thou  haft  ended  nobly. 

Chant.  Bold,  and  to  the  Purpofe,  and,  as  thou  fay'ft,  with 
a  Whim  too. 

John.  Oh  the  Devil,  if  all  this  Stuff  be  a  Prologue,  what 
will  the  Play  be?  Oh  

Bayes.  Stuff!  prithee  pray  for  a  help  to  thy  Underftanding  : 
now,  Friend  Smith,  how  the  Town  will  be  amaz'd,  when 
they  confult  whether  this  Prologue  be  a  Satyr  or  a  Comple- 
ment, ha !  ha !  ha !  there  will  be  the  Jeft  of  all,  ha  !  ha ! 
ha !  ha  !  And  now  pray  fee  if  the  Kings  are  drefs'd  [  To 
the  A Siors  who  go  out']  and  begin.  This  Aa,  you  mult  know, 
Gentlemen,  opens  with  fome  other  new  Characters,  which 
by  the  way,  let  me  tell  ye,  is  one  of  the  chiefeft  Embelifh- 
ments  a  good  Play  can  have ;  for  as  nothing  is  more  divertive 

than  Variety ;  fo  to  bring  in  often  fine  new  Characters  - 

Mr.  Smith  hum  

Smith.  Muft  infallibly,  infallibly  pleafe,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Chant.  Oh,  moft  certainly. 

John.  Yes,  yes,  a  good  Character  will  doubtlefs  pleafe  ; 
but  

Bayes.  But,  pray,  Sir,  no  Buts,  no  Boundings,  I  be- 
feech  ye ;  if  thefe  are  not  divertive  Characters,  why  look'e 
then  I  have  no  Skill  in  Dramaticks,  which  the  infenfible  part 
of  Mankind  will  hardly  allow,  I  fuppofe — Come,  Mr.  Smith, 
you  are  a  Man  of  Candor,  you  fhall  judge ;  for  your  part, 
you  will  do  well  to  hear  Reafon,  Sir   [To  Johnfon. 

John.  Yes,  Sir  

Chant.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Bayes.  Why  then,  Mr.  Smith,  to  let  ye  fairly  into  trie  Se- 
cret of  thefe  new  Characters ;  if  you  remember  Yefterday 
in  the  fourth  Act,  juft  before  the  pleafant  Omen  of  the  E- 
clipfes,  and  the  horrible  bloody  Battel,  which  egad  were  two 
excellent  Decorations,  as  ever  adorn'd  a  Tragedy,  there  was 
a  notable  bluftring  Scene  between  Prince  Volcius  and  Prince 
Prettiman. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bayes,  I  remember  the  Scene  very 
well. 

Chant.  And  I,  the  Rant  was  about  a  Miftrefs. 

Bayes.  A  Miftrefs,  ah!  y'are  both  weak  righted  Infpectors, 

'faith  No,  no,  'twas  evident  there  was  a  deeper  Defign 

than  a  Miftrefs  a  foot. 

John. 
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John.  Ay,  and  which  confidering  thefc  are  two  Conjurers, 
they  might  eafily  enough  have  found  out. 

Bayes.  For  'twas  as  plain  as  the  Sun,  that  thofe  ambi- 
tious Princes  had  plotted  the  depoiing  the  Ufurpers,  King 
Ufeer,  and  King  Phiz,  to  fet  up  themlelves ;  and  were  then 
myftically  arguing  in  Heat,  though  they  talk'd  of  Miftrefles 
of  their  Methods  in  Stratagem. 

Smith.  Say  ye  fo,  I  confefs  that  was  beyond  my  Reach, 
indeed. 

Bayes.  Ay,  like  enough  'tis  not  every  one  has  this 

Head. 

John.  No,  no,  one  that  has  fo  little  in't,  'tis  fuppos'd. 

[  Ajide. 

Bayes.  Now  this  Confpiracy,  like  the  reft  of  the  World, 
has  not  proved  very  lucky  you  muft  know,  for  it  was  foon 

after  difcovered  to  the  two  Kings  but  by  who,  think  ye? 

ha  !  ha !  ha !  why  by  their  fubtle  and  ftiarp-witted  Queens — 
which  faid  Queens — a  a  

Smith,  Hold,  hold,  pray,  Mr.  Bayes  the  Queens  

I  don't  remember  through  the  whole  courfe  of  your  Play, 
that  the  two  Kings  were  ever  married. 

Bayes.  Why,  no  Sir,  it  may  be  fo,  there's  a  Surprize  for 
ye  then,  to  chew  upon  flrft,  for  perhaps  I  did  not  defign 
you  fhould  know  — - —  But  married  they  are  ;  and  have 
Children  too,  a  Son,  and  a  Daughter. 

John.  Ay,  ay,  and  one  of  the  Queens  big  again. 

Bayes.  Nay,  pray,  Sir;  the  Son  a  very  hopeful  young 
Prince,  the  Daughter  marveloufly  fair  too,  but  fomewhat 
unfortunate  in  her  Shape. 

John.  What  hump,  crooked,  or  fo  ? 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir  her  Mother  long'd  to  be  grubling  in  a 

Molehill,  and  fhe  was  born  with  one  upon  her  Back — 

Smith.  This  is  furprifing  truly,  did  you  expea  any  Queens, 
Chanter  ? 

Chant.  Not  I,  faith,  I  took  the  Kings  for  a  couple  of  good 
honeft  toping  Fellows,  that  I  rather  thought  inclin'd  to  keep 
two  Miftrefles. 

Bayes.  Oh  !  did  you  fo,  Sir  ;  but  you  muft  know  that 
Virtue  in  Poetry  is  my  conftant  Standard ;  I  build  and  up- 
bold  Legitimate  Royalty,  I  am  ever  againft  all  fpurious 
Pretenders, 

John.  A  devilifh  Polititian,  this  Poet,  'twas  fuch  as  he  I 
believe  that  Plato  haniuYd  the  Commonwealth 

Bayes.  Befides,  I  call  my  Play  here  by  their  very  Titles, 
The  two  Queens  of  Brentford ;  that's  enough,  I  think,  to  in- 
troduce 
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troduce  'em- — And  now,  Sir,  to  explain  the  Cataftrophe 
and  to  come  to  my  Characters,  the  UJhers  and  the  Phizes 
two  ftrong  Parties,  though  no  body  knows  yet  who  they 
will  declare  for,  (whether  the  right  Kings,  the  Ufurpers  or 
the  Princes)  grow  popular,  and  want  a  Mouth  to  vent 
themfelves  by,  or  elfe  to  write  for  'em,  which  Mouth  or 
a  knavifli  Scribe,  is  this  firft  new  Chora&er,  *and  he  tfaat'ean 
fay  'tis  a  bad  one  

Chant.  Oh—a  bad  one,  the  Devil's  in  any  one  that  cm. 

John.  Oh—  -confounded—  -moll,  loll,  loll. 

n  _  [Sings  a  Piece  of a  tune. 

Bayes.  In  fliort  my  Defign,  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha !  is  Satyr  up- 
on the  News-mongers ;  befides,  there's  like  to  be  a  good 
Plot  into  the  Bargain. 

Smith.  Ay,  Sir,  that's  as  plain  as  the  Sun,  as  you  fay. 

Chant.  And  that's  a  very  material  Thing. 

Bayes.  Right,  Mr.  Chanter,  'tis  fo  Oh  !  here  they  arc 

come;  pray  begin  the  Scene;  [Enter  Firebrand  Belrope,  and 
Monfieur  Tokay,  with  Papers  in  their  Hands.']  Look'e,  you 
may  chance  to  find,  Gentlemen,  efpecially  if  I  give  a  little 
hint,  that  this  Firebrand  Belrope,  has  fomething  Enigmatical 

in  his  very  Name.  Come  1  won't  pump  for  a  Quem'on, 

for  I'm  fure  you  have  it  by  your  fmiling. 

John.  The  Devil  take  me  if  ever  I  looked  graver  in  my 
Life. 

Bayes.  As  to  his  Character,  he  formerly  was  a  Bookworm, 
but  is  now  a  Merchant  in  Politicks,  beneficially  ipreading 
'em  weekly  abroad  in  Penny  Papers  ;  a^amn'd  Ihrewd  Fel- 
low you'll  find  him^— .and  privately  in  the  Intereft  of  the 
two  Princes. 

Smith.  Very  well,  Sir. 

John.  Oh  —  —  -  [Groans. 

Bayes.  The  t'other  there  with  black  Whiskers,  is  a  Fo- 
reign Spy,  Secretary  here  to  a  Nobleman,  and  feeds  Bel* 
rope  there  with  Foreign  Intelligence,  to  furniih  the  cox- 
combly  part  of  the  Town  with  News ;  a  devilifli  Fellqw 
in  his  Way  too,  and  pumps  the  Wager-layers  and  Stock- 
jobbers in  the  City  confoundedly;  ha!  ha!  ha!*-*— but  now 
let  'emfiiew  themfelves— come,  fpeak. 

Bel.  Why  there's  nothing  in  this  at  all,  Monfieur,  we  fhaU 
be  duller  than  the  worfl  of  Libels,  the  Flying  Po/?— -Sure 
Politicks  from  the  Baltick  dwindle  mightily. 

Bayes.  D'ye  hear— obferve  that,  the  Baltic^ 
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Tok.  Look  you,  Sire,  de  grand  Politique  Iika  de  Sec— 

have  de  Ebb,,  and  de  Flow  Dere  is  no  Mifcheife  dat  nave 

ftirr  from  mon  Maitre  de  Erhbaflador  here,  nor  our  Party  all 
de  laft  Week;  Patiance,  Moniieur,  we  muft  have  de'pa- 
tiance. 

Bayes.  We  mufl  have  de  Patiance—_very  well,  Mr. 

Hemimicks  the  French  Jargon  well  enough  —Go  on 

Sir  

Bel.  Pize  on't,  this  dull  Story  foifted  in  here,  won't  do 
neither;  odfnigs  I  muft  take  my  old  way,  and  mawl 
'em  by  an  impudent  Lye  or  two  ;  I  muft  not  let  our  Par- 
ty ceafe  wond'ring,  for  want  of  lomething  to  amufe  'em ; 
therefore  if  ye  are  drawn  dry,  we  muft  invent :  I  have  told' 
'em  lately  of  a  dengn'd  Invafion,  but  a  pox  on  'em,  the 
Phizgiggs  laugh  at  that;  but  however,  I  muft  fet  out  more 
News,  true  orfalfe,  'tis  all  one  by  Jingoe. 

Bayes.  By  Jingoe.  ah  that's  pretty  well ;  but  Mr.  a 

——give  me  leave  to  put  in  a  Word;  you  fpeak  mighty 
well,  Sir,  and  are  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  but  methinks  you 
don't  look  your  part  enough. 

Bel.  No,  SirJL. 

Bayes.  No,  Sir;  methinks  you  feem  to  fail  in  your  Gri- 
mace; keep  that  up,  pray,  Sir,  look  it  right  whatever  you  do; 
that  is,  to  be  plain,  look  as  much  like  a  Rogue  as  ever  you 

can  Ah !  Sir,  if  you  don't  look  your  part,  you  fpoil  it, 

what  fay  you,  Gentlemen  ? 

Smith.  Faith  I  think  as  he  orders  it,  his  Face  becomes 
his  Character  extreamly. 

Chant.  Oh!  very  well,  extreamly  well;  do's  it  not 
John/on  ?  ' 

John.  A  pox !  prithee  don't  ask  me. 

Bayes.  Do's  it  ?  why  then  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir,  and 
pray  go  on  Moniieur ;  but  hark  yon,  mon  Amis. 

Tok.  But  hark  you,  mon  Amis,  you  know  de  two  Prince 
have  entertain  us  on  dereSide,  you  knowlikewife,  Broder-— 

Bel.  Well,  well,  I  know  likewife,  the  two  Kings  havine 
Notice  of  their  Treafon,  have  fent  for  'em,  to  be  examin'd  ; 
but  I'll  have  a  Paper  out  to  morrow,  to  ridicule  'cm' 
for  t  damnably.  The  Town  (hall  have  its  Regalia  :  The 
CorTee-houfe  GaperS,  I'm  refolv'd^  fhan't  want  their  Diver- 
lion. 

Bayes  Ha,  ha,  ha,  d'ye  hear  him,  Sir,  d'ye  hear  him  ? 
is  not  that  a  Chara&er  now  of  a  rare  Rogue  > 
Smith.  A  very  line  Fellow,  truly. 
Chant.  Now,  John/on. 

C  John. 
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John,  Oh  Superfine!  oh  QuintuTence!  ■  Pox  on  yc. 

[Afide. 

Tokay.  DeTreafon  den  being  difcover,  de  Prince  muftbc 
vor  certain  pute  in  de  Prilbn. 

Bayes.  Now,  now  mind,  here's  a  Choakpcar  for  ye. 

Bel.  Without  doubt,  their  Female  Maj cities,  by  notable 
Subtlety,  having  difcovered  their  Plot  to  their  Husbands— 
but  

Bayes.  But— here's  a  Secret  coming,  fhall  caufe  a  Dif- 
appointment  for  all  that.  —  Oonz,  where's  Mr.  Difii- 

pline ?  — .  Now  —  oh !  quick,  quick,  pray,  Mr.  a.  

[Enter  Difcipline,  with  a  Fen  and  Paper. ~]  You  quite  ruin 
the  Scene,  if  you  don't  enter  Soufe  upon  the  Matter  — 
Quick,  quick  pray  fpeak. 

Difiip.  So,  Brother  Incendiary,  is  this  your  Place  for 
Politicks,  where  the  two  Kings  are  within  three  Yards  of 
ye,  fitting  in  Judgment?  'Dllife,  I  could  hear  ye  plain  into 

the  Lobby,  where  I  was  Writing           Out  upon  ye,  is 

this  the  Difcretion  of  Deputy  Statefmen  ?  —Ha,  ha,  ha ; 
well,  egad  I  fhall  have  fome  frefli  Matter  for  my  Paper  to 

morrow  however  by  it:  ha,  ha,  ha,  You  Polititians ! 

ha,  ha,  ha,  [Points  and  laughs  at 'em.  Exit. 

Smith.  Humph— Very  odd  and  whimfical ;  prithee,  what 
fnip  fnap  Fellow  is  this  > 

Bayes.  Why  this  you  mufl  know  is  a  notable  Obfervator 
on  the  King's  Party  againft  Belrope—&  word  in  your  Ear 
foftly,  he's  really  a  Popiih  Prieft,  tho'  he  goes  here  for  a 
true  Royal  i  ft. 

Chant.  Oh !  the  fitter  for  Politicks,  that's  certain  ;  but 
hark'e ;  prithee,  Friend,  what's  this  Secret,  that  mull  hinder 
the  Prince's  Conviction  I 

Smith.  Ay  that,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Why  that,  Sir,  1  brought  this  Fellow  in,  becaufe 
you  and  the  Audience  fhouid  not  know— There's  deco- 
rum now,  there's  Management  for  ye;  that  Difcovery 
is  not  ripe  yet ;  every  thing  muft  have  its  Time,  Mr.  Smith : 
Go,  go,  fheak  off,  Confpirators.  [Exeunt  Belrope  and 
Tokay.  ]  And  now  for  the  firft  Muiick,  a  little  Mafj;ue  to 
amufe  the  Audience,  whofe  Minds  muft  be  haiafs'd  with 

this  Scene  of  Politicks  The  JDelign  is  fome  Humouis  in  j 

a  Camp— Gome  flouriih,  Violins;  and  then  enter  a  Ge- 
neral Omcer,  who  is  fuppos'd  to  be  deeply  in  Love—  I 
Oh!  your  Servant,  Mr.— Come,  Sir,  pray  let's  hear  your 
Noble  Voice. 

Here 
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Here  the  Mask  begins. 
SONG  I. 

immSmek  withLufterfhone 
All  her  Virgin  Glories  on, 
iirighter  than  the  God  of  Day 
Or  whthe^ark!l'n«  Atoms  fry : 

0?id/°/eethLe  Golden  Rain;' 
vjr  as  to  be  proving 

Her  fair  S.  wans  fcuxua'ilj? LpvJna 

Heahng  ftill  as  they  did  wound  him 
£°  ^f"1  Bwuty  ffilll  chang'd, 
n»t  fin    '  llke  J?ve>  1  toVd  and  rang'd 
A      TFl  C<tl!a  blelt  0«  ^Ws  Shore 
AH,  a!  thefe  joyful  Freedoms  are no more 
exalted  Wit  and  Beauty  1" 
C*U,  tnumphant  Greatnefs  oVthl  Mind- 
C«ha  m  her  lovely  State, 
Rare  as  Nature  could  create, 
Charms  me  from  what  I  ftould  be 
i  o  the  Slave  of  Conftancy. 

Second  Movement. 

But  I'll  break  the  rough  Chain, 
And  turn  Rover  again8; 
I  is  a  Shame  for  a  Man, 

With  a  Sword  in  his  Hand  5 
That  has  Hundreds  in  Store, 
To  take  lefs  than  a  Score 


P«y  go  off,  Sin  aear  Mr-^^r^  And  fa 

[  Exit.  Singer, 

A'ld  "ow  **»  Robin  the  Sutler, 
yZk&  *****  re  now,  Joh-4^ 

Chant, 
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'  ru„»t  Ha  ha  if  you  ftiould  be  miftaken  now  — — 
Wd^ie"  hear'the  reft,  what's  this  Robin  he's  call.ng 

i0tLves  Why  Robin,  Robin,  Good-fellow^*,  the  De- 
•,  ? Inv  where  are  ve  >  Come,  come,  Sir,  the  Stage  ftays 

^™&i£v-gf.  *„— 01  s"i,e' 

gin,  Robin— — 

Etfftrr  Serjeant. 
SONG. 

•  '     L  •  | 

&ri  Three  Daughters  I  had  by  my  Spoufc, 

Act j.  zing  a  brown?  a  yellow. 

That  for  a  Seafon  plagu'd  my  Houfe 

As  they  by  Years  grew  mellow, 
The  firft  would  fcold,  the  fecond  Pout,  } 
The  third  would  fling  and  flounce  about,  * 
And  make  all  Day  a  hideous  Rout ;  J  j 

Whilft  each  did  want  a  Fellow. 
Baves.        Good,  pray  mind  


II. 


Three  forward  Fools  at  laft  they  got, 
That  in  the  Town  liv'd  near  em, 

That  were  for  Wedlock  piping  hot, 
So  had  no  caufe  to  fear  em. 
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>  The  firft  a  Chanter  of  Renown, 
A  rank  Sweet  Singer  in  the  Town, 
A  Taylor  and  a  grazing  Clown, 
Soon  won  'em,  and  muft  wear  'em 
Bayes.      So,  obferve,  pray. 

III. 

My  eldelt  Romp  with  Kid  was  grown, 

E'er  fcarce  her  Husband  kift  her, 
The  Quean  came  juft  three  Months  too  foon, 

And  faith,  fo  did  her  Sifter. 
The  third  that  was  the  Chanter's  Spoufe, 
Was  fuch  a  plaguy  toping  Bloirze, 
She'd  lit  and  Quart  by  Quart  Carowfe, 
Whilft  Day  and  Night  he  milt  her. 
JBayes.     So,  good  again— 

IV. 

The  Taylor,  plagu'd  with  Whore  and  Scold, 

Was  once  refolv'd  to  drown  for't, 
The  Grazier  foon  his  Sheep  had  fold, 

And  fcamper'dup  to  Town  for't. 
The  Chanter  did  fo  drain  his  Maw 
To  chime  his  tunelefs  Hum  and  Haw, 
If  hang  himfelf  his  Brethren  faw, 
Not  one  would  cut  him  down  for't. 
Bayes-  Sc— r-  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

V. 

Thefe  goodly  Sons  of  great  Regard, 

All  juft  as  wife  as  loyal, 
To  help  Recruits  may  well  be  fpar'd, 

And  aid  the  Party  Royal. 
My  Daughters,  as  my  Story  tells, 
Can  ft  itch  or  knit,  or  fomething  elfe, 
And  I  with  Pots  can  ring  the  Bells: 
Thus  we  fhall  live  with  joy  all. 

Bayes.  Live  with  Joy  all ;  Ha,ha,  ha,~  There's  a  merry 

Rogue  for  ye  now.  [Exit.  Singer, 

Chant,  Why,  Gad,  a  merry  Robin  \  I  fee  he's  a  Plain- 
dealer. 

C3 

Smith 
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Smith.  Robin  does  not  Hand  upon  the  Honour  of  his  Fa- 
mily, when  Truth's  in  the  Cafe. 

John.  A  filthy  Bird,  indeed  !  bewray  his  own  Neft,  out 
upon  him  ! 

Bayes.  Come,  come,  Sir,  Robin  has  a  farther  Reach  in  his 
Noddle,  than  I  perceive  you  have  in  yours ;  You  know  I 
told  you,  Friend  Smith,  before  the  Song,  that  he  was  a  Ser- 
jeant as  well  as  a  Sutler. 

Smith.  Right,  Mr.  Bayes,  you  did  fo  —  Thank'e 
heartily,  you  remember  T.  Chanter. 

Chant,  Ay,  ay, 

Bayes.  Why  then,  to  fhew  ye  a  Spice  of  Robin's  good  Ap- 
prehenfion,  coming  to  Town  himfelf  to  follow  new  Bufi- 
nefs ;  and  finding  his  Rakehelly  Sons-in-Law  had  left  his 
Daughters,  in  Revenge  procures  a  Friend  of  his  to  drill  'cm 
in  to  lift  amongft  the  Recruits  ~. —  Ha,  ha,  ha,  as  you  found 
he  gave  a  hint  in  his  Song.  Odfo,  here  comes  one 
of  'em,  the  Sweet  Singer,  who  has  juft  taken  the  Mo- 
ney, arid  is  coming  from  his  Captain.— You  (hall  hear  his 
Humour  prcfently.  [  Enter  Sweet  Singer. ~]  Come,  Sir,  when 
you  pleafe. 

I, 

We  Chanters  of  the  loving  Race, 
Nicknam'd  harmonious  People, 

Do  far  excel  each  Meeting-place, 
Or  Houfe  that  bears  a  Steeple. 

W e  preach  in  Tune,  from  Morn  to  Noon, 
Of  Peace,  and  Love,  and  Confcience  ; 

We  raife  the  Voice  to  fwell  the  Song, 
And  if  it  be  but  loud  and  long, 
'Tis  ne'er  the  worfe  for  Nonfenfe. 


We  crow,  when  we  the  Sifters  move, 

Like  Cock  that  Hen  do's  tread,  Sir : 
And  when  the  Union  Note  does  move, 

We  ling  'em  ftruight  to  bed,  Sir. 
We  cant  in  Rhime,  as  loud  We  chime, 

As  St.  Sefulcher's  Ringers : 
The  Bagpipe  with  its  Squeak  and  Drone, 

Or  Parifh-Clerk,  with  notelefs  Tone,. 

Are  Owls  to  us  Sweet  Singers.  [Exit. 

fiayes. 
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Bayes.  Ah,  juft  as  I  would  have  it  — The  Notes  are 

contriv'd  to  between  the  Tune  of  a  Pfalm,  and  the  old  ve- 
nerable Ballad  of  Chevy  Chafe,  that  nothing  can  be  more 
natural  I'm  fare. 

Smith.  Very  queint,  and  much  out  of  the  way,  indeed, 
Sir. 

John.  Of  all  good  Senfe  and  Mufick,  that  I'll  fay  for't. 
Chant.  What's  here,  another  of  'em? 

Enter  Taylor. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  they  mull  make  Haile  in  now,  be- 
caufe  the  Acl  is  long;  and  now,  my  crufty  Sir,  I  will 
make  bold  to  entertain  you,  as  well '  as  Mr.  Smith  here, 
whether  you  will  or  no  ;  for  this  was  defign'd  for  none 
but  thofe  of  the  nneft  Tafte:  This  Taylor  fince  his  coming 
to  Town  was  happily  lodg'd  in  a  Garret,  oppofite  to  one 
of  our  principal  Eunuchs,  and  having  always  a  good  Voice, 
has  exactly  learnt  their  manner;  I  have  taken  care  to  contrive 
the  Words  to  be  as  full  of  Senfe  as  any  of  their  beir  Ope- 
ra's ;  And  don't  doubt  to  have  this  darling  Song  frequently 
in  the  Mouths  of  all  the  Quality  (that  love  thefe  extreain 
Fineffes  )  in  England.  Come,  the  Recitative  fM,  dear 
Mr.  Pack. 


Sings.  From  Shopboard  rais'd  on  high  in  Crofs-Ieg'd  Fa- 
ilure, 

From  Toping  off  two  Pots  to  raife  new  Vigour, 
I,  from  my  Wedlock  am,  like  Infect  roving, 
To  feek  from  yon  Gay  Tuba  Rofe  frefh  Odour. 

Bayes.  Sweet,  fweet  Now  the  Air  Now  mind, 

Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee. 

John.  How  !  Poet,  prithee  read  right.    Lovefick  humble 

Bee,  what  a  Devil  ■ 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  Lovefick  humble  Bee  I'll  jufhTy  it 

——Did  not  you  hear  him  in  the  Recitative,  fpeak  of  an 
Infect,  and  pray  what  more  Mufical,  or  capable  of  Paffion 
than  an  humble  Bee  > 
Smith.  By  a  Figure  fomething  may  be  made  on't  indeed. 

Chant.  Ay,  ay,  he  carps  at  every  thing  pray  eo  on. 

Bayes  reads.    Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee, 

That  fly  o'er  Trees  fo  tall  and  proper, 
To  meet  my  tuneful  Cowlady, 
.    _  .   „         And  hear  her  ling  an  Air  at  Supper, 
And  fo  forth,  go  on,  dear  Pact 

C  4  Sings* 
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Sings.  Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee,  &c. 
Ah  deareft  Cow, 
Ah  deareft  Cow, 
Ah  deareft,  deareft,  Cowlady, 
Since  I  by  Fate  am  thine, 
Say  then,  fweet  Hum, 
Sweet  Buz  and  Hum, 
Sweet  Hum  and  Buz,  or  Buz  and  Hum, 
I  ever  will  be  thine. 

[Bayes  mimicks  the  latter  part. 
Ah,  if  this  does  not  ftrike  the  Intellect,  farewel  all  charm- 
ing Mulick  ifaith  I  think  my  felf  a  Difciple  now  of 

old  Robin  Car,  that  liv'd  at  the  Temple-Gate  ;  I'm  ready  to 
weep  for  Joy,  egad. 

Smith.  Now,  Johnfon,  this  I'm  fure  thou  canft  not  carp 
at,  for  thou  wcrt  always  an  Admirer  of  the  Italian  ringing. 
John.  Why,  I  like  the  manner  on't  well  enough. 
Chant.  Ay,  let  the  Words  be  what  fluff  they  will,  fo 

there  be  but  a  Manner ,  any  thing  will  go  down   

Ha,  ha  

Bayes.  There,  thou  haft  nickt  him,  faith,  there's  the  right 

Tafte  of  the  Town  But  come,  now  for  the  third 

Son-in-Law,  the  Grazier,  and  then  the  Act  ends  Come, 

Grazier,  let's  hear  your  Country  Ditty,  tho'  you  were  not 
fo  happy  to  enjoy  the  Effects. 

Enter  Grazier. 

5  I  N  G  S. 

I. 

A  Country  State, 

Tho'  void  of  Treafure, 
Is  form'd  by  Fate, 

The  chiefeft  Pleafure. 

On  flowry  Downs, 

Frefh  Breezes  blowing, 
We  hear  fweet  Sounds 

Of  Oxen  lowing. 


Our 
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Our  Sheep  look  fair, 

Our  Lambs  are  bleating, 
Which  great  ones  (hare, 

Such  joy  in  Eating ! 

And  breeding  when, 

Our  Stock  advances, 
We're  happier  than 

The  King  of  France  is. 

II. 

When  hungry  grown, 

When  wet  and  weary, 
Then  Rofie  Jone 

Comes  from  her  Dairy. 

A  Feaft  of  Curds, 

A  Toaft  and  Honey, 
Outvies  what  Lords 

Can  get  for  Money. 

Good  Beef  does  fmoke 

In  earthen  Ditties, 
And  from  the  Brook 

We've  ftore  of  Fifties. 

A  Spicy  Pot 

Then  do's  us  Reafon, 
Would  make  a  Cat 

To  talk  High-Treafon. 

III. 

Kind  Harveft  got, 

If  Ears  are  Cropping, 
We  value  not 

Whofe  Heads  are  Chopping. 

To  crown  Delight, 

Inftead  of  roaring, 
We  wafte  the  Night 

In  Love  and  Snoaring. 

I  come 
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I  come  from  W ork, 

Sweet  Sleep  is  ready, 
And  Jom  i'th'  Dark 

To  me's  a  Lady. 

For  when  I'm  clofe 

In  found  Embraces, 
I  laugh  at  Beaus 

Are  making  Faces. 

Bayes.  Ay.  gad,  and  let  any  of  your  fine  Criticks  laugh 
at  that  if  he  dares. 

Smith.  Mighty  natural  really,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Chant.  How  Johnfon  Hares  at  him  he's  a  little 

Nonpluft  at  this. 

Bayes  fwgs.    I  laugh  at  Beaus  are  making  Faces  Come 

now  the  Country  Dance ;  and  then  we'll  go  and  fee 
how  they  prepare  the  State-Scene  within.  {Dance  here.~]  Very 
well ;  come,  Sirs,  now  let's  walk  in  a  little. 

Chant  }*Nay'  nay'  n0  flinchinS>  Faith>  y°u  fha11  S°* 

[Pulling  along  Johnfon. 
John.  Pox  on  ye,  are  ye  never  to  be  tir'd  ? 


ACT 


Bayes  no  Poetaster; 


ACT  II.  Scene! 

The  Scene  opens,  and  the  two  Kings  appear,  fat- 
ed with  their  Queens,  all  comically  drefl  ■ 
Frtnce  Volcius  and  Trince  Prcttiman  m»d- 
ed,  attending  by. 

Enter  Bayes,  Smith,  Chanter  W  Johnson,  as  before. 

B<F'-  SlOW,  Gentlemen,  I'll  pretend  to  (hew  yea 
right  Scene  of  State.    Appear  Kings  S 

Son  The  V°Ur  R°yaItyB a'tinS  1"  J«4ment 
are  to  fpeak  ^^32^ 

nt^£e  be  ?ll,ct'  Mr- What  d'ye  call'm  Gad 

lookers  you  know  I  have  told  ye  already  thefe  Matters  are 

A  Sjt'          but  Under  Favour>  Mr.  Bayes,  as  favc 
.  Before  why  they  are  fuppos'd  to  have  talkM  fn 

lV,  r   «  "d  pray,was  not  this  bctt«  contrive  thin  a 
damn  d  Jong  Scene  ot  fending  and  proving,  that  woiud  tire 
the  Audience  as  well  as  the  Aftors  > 
Sm.th.  Nay,  if  that  were  in  his  Head,  Johnfon 

Snu| *i*gf  15  "0t  f°  mUCh  *  his  Hcad  «      P-nch  of 

wf"'r^W~nCler- fcar  my  ma!(i"K  Ai'igs  plain,  Mr 
.W-Goon,  pray  Friend,  in  Verlc—AndVereforc- 

T.Vii. 
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P.  Vol  And  therefore  fince  our  Honours  have  been  foil'd, 
P.  Prett.  And  Scandal  has  our  florent  Glory  fpoil  d 

Both,  Depend  on't,  Kings  

Bay«.  Look'e,  I  told  you  they  were  upon  the  Hurt. 
Chant.  This  is  indeed  very  Political,  Mv.Bayes.  ( 

B*y«.  Ay,  Sir,  they  are  no  Fools,  pray,  mind,— - 

fpea/now,  you  by  your  fclf.  n      [To  P.  Vo  cms 

Depend  on't,  Kings,-  our  Breads  mall  harbour 

Flame, 

'Till  we're  acquainted,  whence  this  Scandal  came. 
P.Pret.  'Tis  an  Affront  unto  our  Princely  Race; 

Greater  our  Birth,  the  greater  our  Difgrace. 

The  greater  the  Difgrace;  very  well  fpoke  indeed, 

ty[Y,  a.  —  Now  hear  the  Kings. 

i  JC,W.  Kings  cannot  always  judge  whereR^hV^dr'kp 
iKing.  You  were  Impeach'd  by  thofe  we  thought  fpoke 

true; 

And  if  by  erring  Judgment  we're  milled, 
Stanch  Satisfaaion  muft  atone  the  Deed. 

Bans.  That's  now  like  a  Man  of  Honour. 

i  King.  Let  Guilt  be  cleans'd,  and  Innocence  appear,  ^ 
We  frill  as  formerly  fhall  wear  you  here ;  > 

2iC/W.  Nor  what  we  tat  or  Drink,  be  halt  lo  deal.  J 
-   iw!  So  tender,  fo  good,  I  have  drawn  thefe  two  Kings, 
the  verv  Patterns  of  Clemency. 

>S  Thou  haft  drawn  a  couple  of  damn'd  Idcots,  that's 

all  I  can  fee  of  'em.  • 

P.Fb/.  Bring  me  the  Caitiff  here  before  my  Face, 
Tho'  made  Impregnate,  as  Achilles  was. 

P  Prtf.  Or  bring  fome  Female  of  renown  d  Idea, 
Strong  as  the  Warlike  Queen  PenthifiUa 
P.  FoL  Straight,  in  Seccoon,  grim  Death  fliall  be  his  Lot, 
P  Pret.  Ana  with  my  Point,  in  Cart,  I'll  lay  her  flat. 
Bases.  My  point  in  Cart,  I'll  lay  her  flat.— -  Is  not  that 
ftrone>  Now  han't  thofe  Verfes  fire  in  'em,  hah?  ; 

Smith.  Fire,  ay;  but  pray,  MvBayes,  take  care  it  be lam- 
bent, won't  the  heat  of  your  Metaphor  offend  the  Ladies, 
think  ye  ? 

John.  I  hope  it  will.  .  ...  /T 

Chant.  Why  Faith,  as  you  fay,  that  may  be  a  little  top 

UZBayes.  No,  Sir,  no;  'tis  beyond  their  Apprehend,  *e 
Ladies  have  no  Notion  of  Fencing,  none  in  the  World  Su;. 

 But  now  for  the  Turn,  pray  hear  theQueens-— Come, 

Mrs.  a Oh !  Words  more  fweet.  [teaching  her  m  ai  one, 
*V**T  *•    f  I  Queen, 
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i  Queen.  Oh !  Words  more  fweet,  than  Honey  that  do's 
pleafe 

The  lufciousTafte,  when  Farmers  burn  their  Bees. 

i  Queen.  Oh!  graceful  Perfon,  that  where'er  it  moves, 
So  charms  the  Eye,  that  (he  that  fees  it  loves. 

Was  I  inchanted  but  I'll  ftraight  atone, 

And  what  I  fwore  againft  'em  I'll  difown. 

1  Queen.  My  Tongue  fhall  never  fuch  dear  Lives  betray* 
What  has  been  faid  I'll  turn  another  way. 

We'll  choufe  our  Kings, 

2  Queen.  And  make  'em  foon  obey. 

Begin  the  Mufick  and  let's  have  a  Dance. 

[The  Queen  goes  and  whifpers  the  Kings,  vjho 
[thereupon  rife  and  [mile  on  the  Princes. 

Bayes.  There's  a  Turn  now  for  ye,  Mr.  Critick  Who 

Would  fufpecl:  this;  the  Queens  on  a  fudden  fall  in  Love  with 

the  Princes,  and  leading  the  poor  Kings  by  the  Nofe  as 

what  can't  Women  do  t  for  the  prefent  invalidate  the  Evi- 
dence, and  to  divert  'em,  call  for  the  Mufick ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

John.  Ay,  pray  Sir,  is  that  like  Women  of  Honour  too,w 
to  forfwear  themfelves  ? 

Bayes.  Forfwear  themfelves  Oons  why  did  not  I 

tell  ye  they  were  in  Love  ?  Honour,  why  they're  mad, 

Sir,  mad  for  Love  and  a  Queen  or  a  Commoner,  in 

fuch  a  Cafe,  values  an  Oath  no  more  than  an  Oyfter-ftiell— - 
Come,  come,  let's  have  the  Mufick  ;  which  to  vary  the  Di- 
verfion,  and  entertain  this  Royal  Affembly  properly,  fhall  be 
fome  Humours  of  a  Court.  Come,  flourifh  there— and  en- 
ter Groom  of  the  back  Stairs,  and  my  young  Widow,  Lady 
Breakback. 

Enter  young  Irifn  Beau, 

Song  here  in  Dialogue. 

He.       I  live  at  Court,  and  am  in  Grace, 
Diftinguifn'd  for  a  Shape  and  Face ; 
And  bled  with  lucky  Confidence, 
As  well  as  fome  degrees  of  Senfe, 

I've  got  a  handfom  Place ; 
Yet  this  won't  fatisfy  half  my  Ambition, 
Methinks  I'm  flill  in  a  forry  Condition. 

I  want  a  Coach  to  roul  and  wander, 
And  Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds  lies  yonder ; 
i  I  want 
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I  want  the  Joy  that  daily  crowns  it, 
The  buxom  Widow  too  that  owns  it  : 
ThatBlifs  would  be  true  Life  endearing, 
And  fee,  the  Goddefs  is  appearing. 

Enter  Lady  and  Page. 

Now  Irijh  dear  AfTurance  teaze  her, 
Infpire  my  Tongue  to  fawn  and  lye 
Of  this,  or  that,  or  t'other  Toy; 
Of  Balls  or  Beaus, 
Or  Gaudy  Cloaths, 
Or  any  other  thing  to  pleafe  her. 
Lady.  Go  bid  the  Chairmen  wait,  fure  I  fhall  come 
In  good  time  now  into  the  Drawing  Room. 
He.  Mine  is  good  Time  I'm  fure,  mice  now  I  can 

ouch  Excellence  approach — i  

She.  What  fays  the  Man  ? 

He.  The  Man  condemned  by  Love's  Imperial  Law, 
Says  thou'rt  the  fweeteft  Woman  \ 
Oh !  thou'rt  the  fweeteft  Woman ! 
His  Eyes  yet  ever  faw. 
Thofe  Planets  blaft  me,  oh,  that  Shape  and  Air, 
So  fine,  fo  charming,  and  that  Face  fo  fair; 
Like  Sea-born  Venus  ^  do's  inchant  me  fo, 
I  cannot  move,  nor  can  I  let  you  go. 
She.  Not  let  me  go  ? 
He.  Nay,  now  I'm  fure  I  can't. 
My  hearing  that  dear  Note, 
As  from  fweet  Philomels  melodious  Throat, 
Do's  more  and  more  inchant. 

She.  An  odd  bold  prating  Fellow — -ftrangely  rude, 
Sure  you'll  not  force  my  ftay  ? 

He.  Divinely  good !  • 
Darling  of  Fate !  by  Love  infpir'd  and  taught ! 

She.  What  Nation  you,  and  fo  much  Flatt'ry brought? 
What  gave  you  Birth  ? 
He.  Dear  Bogland. 
She.  So  I  thought. 
No  other  Country  durft  have  been  fo  bold. 

He.  A  %i  I'm  made  of  a  more  mettled  Mold. 
I  ve  had  a  Vifion,  deareft  Dear, 
That  told  me  I  fhould  meet  you  here; 


Another 


} 
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Another  Movement. 

Shew'd  mc  what  Wife  the  Fates  had  chofe, 
Mt  inch  a  Face,  with  fuch  a  Nofe, 
Your  figure  and  your  very  Cloaths. 
I  mull,  mull-  feize  my  own  ! 

She.  You  fancy  grow; 
Shall  1  not  go  to  Court  ? 

He.  To  Court,  no,  no ; 
You  mull  go  back  to  Church,  a  Prieft  and  Riim,  ^ 
\V  ith  Ltn  e  and  me,  and  a  more  charming  Thin?  I 
Shall  pferfe  ye  better,  than  the  Court  or  King.  f 

1    .  I  invc  to  go3  and  yet  I  hardiy  can,  J 
1  m  c.nrnrd,  way  fure  the  Devil's  in  the  Man  ' 
His  impudence  is  into  liking  grown, 

Thus,  thus,  poor  Widows,  is  your ' Weaknefs  ftewn  C 
He.  Now  (lime  my  Ipjh  Stars,  and  fhe's  my  own.  j 
Soe  My  M  fickly  Husband,  whom  late  I  did  wed 

I  nree  if  ears  has  enj  oy 'd  me  without  e'er  a  Kid : 

£??  £Y  ™h&\  we  will,  we  can  never  bear  that, 

J  r,  methinks,  has  a  far  better  Lot. 

«e  H  feff  the  a  Story,  would  lurely  prevail 
Somen*  never  could  fail 

:  ^  ^  d'ye  think  I'll  be  fbrlworn> 
:         -  sever  lure  was  born;  " 

I  >  aTtfip'  the  Phrafe  is  courfe, 

1  ^:  Mm  ne'er  the  worfe 

ry  Widow,  we'll  rrolick  ftill  in  Mirth, 

:t  me  Children  > 

y  "     '  ;:  ;  •  fine  Boys  at  a  Brrth, 

•J  ;:   :J  -  ;:'  you  grand  Deceiver. 

Iry  try- — my  Love,  my  Life, 

-      ^nd  i vhai  if  I  fhould  venture, 
*.  my  Dear,  my  Wik 

i  s  v¥e^-j-aj6:  now,  I  tell  ye, 

ft  ne'er  can  be  too  foon ;  ' 
FH  tfer  thee  a  Kg  Belly         .  . 

Before  to  morrow  Noon. 

She.  Od's  Life,  'tis  a  Match.  : . 

^  We'll  the  Pttoverb  make  out, 
1  %  M™nW  is  happy  that'*  not  long  about. 
So  J!?  ..      u^  *  jointure  can  fpare, 

°~  -    •  -  Tnourand  u  Year. 


There's 
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He.  There's  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy* 
For  that's  what  I  want*  'tis  a  folly  to  Lye. 

CHORUS  of  both.         Treble  and  Bafs. 

He.  Why  then  'tis  a  Match,  we'll  the  Proverb  make  out. 

She.  Why  then  'tis  a  Match,  we'll  the  Proverb  make  out. 

He.  The  Marriage  is  happy  that's  not  long  about. 

She.  The  Marriage  is  happy  that's  not  long  about. 

He.  We  Courtiers  but  feldom  a  Jointure  can  fpare. 

She.  You  Courtiers  but  feldom  a  Jointure  can  fpare. 

He.  So  you'll  for  a  Kid  give  Three  Thoufand  a  Year. 

She.  So  I'll  for  a  Kid  give  Three  Thoufand  a  Year. 

He.  There's  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy. 

She.  There's  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy. 

He.  For  that's  what  I  want,  'tis  a  Folly  to  Lye. 

She.  For  that's  what  you  want,  'tis  a  Folly  to  Lye. 

Bases.  Well,  now,  Mr.  Smith,  pray  deal  faithfully  with 
me ;  how  dy'e  like  this  Dialogue? 

Smith.  Mighty  well,  indeed,  Mr.  Bayes,  there's  nothing 
wanting,  and  without  doubt  you  have  brought  Johnfon  over 
now. 

Bayes.  And  what  fay  you,  Sir? 

Chant.  Oh !  good  without  Exception,  I  like  it  extremely. 

Bayes.  As  for  you,  Sir  

John.  Ay,  Sir,  as  for  me,  I  fay  it  may  pafs  for  want  of 
better. 

Bayes.  Very  good,  troth  1  think  it  may,  Sir.  Yet, 

Gentlemen,  to  oppofe  ye  all  now— I  mull  fay—'tis  not  my 
Favourite ;  'tis  a  good  plain  thing,  and  will  down  with  eafy  j 

Appetites ;  but  not  like  our  dear  Cowlady,  Mr.a-        that  | 

was  a  Non  Parclio,  egad— Ah !  that  dear,  dear  Humble  Bee  ! 

John.  Buz  

CimV\  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Smith.}  ' 

Bayes.  Come  now  for  the  t'other  two  little  Songs  that 

muft  be  ferv'd  in  as  Pages  to  this  Court  Lady-  This  now, 

Gentlemen,  is  fjppos'd  to  be  a  nice  Chara6ter  of  a  Maid  of 
Honour.    Come  little  Mrs.  a—  let's  hear  your  Treble. 

Enter  another  Singer. 
SONG  here, 
I. 

A  Virgins  Life  who  would  be  leavingy 
Free  from  Care  and  fond  Defirc ; 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er  deceiv'd,  nor  e'er  deceiving, 

Loving  none,  yet  all  inlpire. 
We  lit  above  and  Knot  the  live-long  Day, 
A  thoufand  pretty  harmlefs  things  we  fay ; 
but  not  one  Word  of  Wedlock's  frightful'Noofe- 
r  or  fear  we  chance  to  think  what  we  muft  lofe.  ? 

II. 

Our  Souls  are  free  from  dire  Revenges, 

Bofom's  Mifchief  never  owns; 
Our  Wit's  employ'd  in  making  Fringes, 

Or  embroidering  our  Gowns. 
If  any  Lover  comes  to  play  the  Thief, 
Our  natural  dear  Cunning  gives  Relief, 
we  dance,  we  ling  the  tedious  Hours  away 
And  when  we've  nothing  elfe  to  do—we  pray. 

fnfZ/'  Ah*  WdI  faid'  my  littleDear;  egad  I'll  kifs  thee 
XKTU   n  A  l&Ws  her,  and  Exit  Smgeu 

Smith.  Why  God-a-mercy  Poet,  Faith. 

Chant.  Oh i !  (he  deferves  *a  fmall  Fee  certainly. 

John.  If  the  Audience  fhould  chance  to  Clap  here  you'd 
lee  him  as  rampant  as  a  Colt;  3 

Bayes.  We  mull  do  fo  now  and  then  to  thefe  young  things 

to  keep  up  their  Spirits  Egad  they'dllag  in  their  Cadance! 

and  fing  out  of  Tune  elfe.  Come  now  for  her  Sifter,  anol 
ther  young  Companion,  or  Confident,  to  this  Court  Lady. 
—Come  enter  little  Lady  Ph*be  Fineffe,  (he's  ravingly  in 
Love,  you  muft  know*  with  the  Son  of  a  great  Duke— 

who,  egad    they  fay,  loves  one  of  the  AdreiTes  but 

Mum  format  ;  and  her  Song  is  a  Hue-and-cry  after  her 

pT*17 — tls  very  quaint  md  Gdd  you'u  find' come  La<Jy 

I. 

OYes,  OYes,  O  Yes,  I  cry, 
Fray  tell  you  gentle  Swains  are  by* 
If  you  a  roving  Heart  have  met, 
Did  lately  from  my  Bofom  get.' 


Ih 

$ome  Marks  to  fhew  it  I'll  exprefs, 
It  eomcs  of  loyal  honcft  Race : 
D 


Mi 
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By  Nature  kind,  and  prone  to  Love, 
And  conltant  as  the  Turtle  Dove. 


III. 

Upon  the  out-fidc  of  the  fame, 
You'll  find  the  charming  Damon's  Name, 
By  Love  ingrav'd,  and  plain  to  fhew, 
From  which  frefn  Drops  of  Gore  do  flow. 

IV. 


'Tis  tender  as  foft  Down  can  be, 

Or  Beauty  in  its  Infancy  ; 
Nor  Wealth  can  make  it  e'er  untrue, 
Such  Hearts  as  mine  you'll  find  but  few. 


V. 


That  'twas  confin'd,  I  late  was  told, 
Amongft  the  Lambs  in  Cupid's  Fold ; 
If  fo,  pray  ftek  that  Deity, 
And  carry  this  Refolve  from  me : 


VI. 


If  he'll  reftore  my  Heart  agen, 
I'll  keep  it  from  Deceits  of  Men ; 
From  wily  Wits,  and  am'rous  Tongues, 
And  all  that  to  their  Sex  belongs. 


VII, 


But  if  my  Heart  he'll  me  refufe, 
For  'tis  a  Jewel  few  would  lofe  ; 
Pray  let  him  tell  dear  Damon  this,  k 
And  in  Exchange  command  me  his. 

And  now  for  the  Dance,  the  Dance  ^Enigmatical,  Gentle- 
me^n  'tiTas  full  of  Satyr,  egad,  as  an  Egg  ;  for  my  Defign 
,Vt  vo  muft  know,  is  to&  introduce  at  Court  the  Bleffin* 
of  bJnco^— YoJ  fliall  fee  come  rlrft  enter  Concord  in 
her  left  ^nd  an  Olive  and  a  Myrtle  Branch  twining,  m  her 
Right  a  good  Goblet  of  Lamb  s-Wool. 

Entm 
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Enter  CoNCORB. 

Smith.  So ;  but  why  Lambs-Woo^  pray  > 

Chant.  Ay,  that's  a  Novelty  indeed. 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  'tis  harmlcls  Rural,  and  egad  I  think  as 
pretty  an  Emblem  of  Amity  and  Friendfhip  as  any. 

John.  Ay  among  Country  Hobbs,  that  dance  round  their 
Appletrees  at  Chriftmas. 

'Enter  Six  Figures  comically  drepd. 

Bayes.  Your  Patience,  pray  Sir;  fo,  now  enter  fix  foreign 

Figures  reprefenting  Nations  Qbferve,  pray  mind  this 

Fancy,  'tis  notable  1  allure  ye,  for  all  of  'em  have,  or  ought 
to  have,  Concerns  with  Concord  there;  look  how  they  ogle 
her,  fome  with  Love-leers,  and  fome  with  Indifference: 
The  riril  in  the  Bear-skin  there,  is  a  damn'd  cold  frozen  Fel- 
low, a  Muscovite,  he  cares  not  a  Fox-tail  for  her. 

Chant.  What's  he  there  in  Buff,  with  a  black  Crape  Neck-* 
cloth  on,  and  the  blue  Shirt,  fhewn  with  open  Sleeves  ? 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  he's  a  Swede,  a  plaguy  mad  hot  brain'd 
rough  Fellow ;  but  the  Mufio-vite  having  formerly  threlh'd 
him,  he's  now  a  little  upon  the  Morofe ;  befides  he's  over- 
aw'd  by  the  Turk  that  Hands  by  him,  who  fome  time  fince 
paid  for  his  Diet,  and  lent  him  Money. 

John.  And  what  do's  he  take  to  now,  pray  > 

Bayes.  Oh,  Sir,  lets  up  for  a  King  of  Piracy— — -lends  his 
Fleet  and  an  Army  to  make  a  Defcent  upon  th'ofe  that  afpire 
to  new  Kingdom ;  all,  all  crack-brain'd ,  as  mad  as  a  ve* 
ry  Devil,  you  mult  know. 

Chant.  Then — — the  fquab  Fellow  —  that's  a  Dutch 
Hero,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Bayes.  Sir,  a  Battavian,  if  you  pleafe;  pray  no  vulgar 
Words;  to  lay  Truth,  Mr.  Smith,  he's  a  difficult  Creature^ 

and  was  lately  damnably  averfe  to  Concord  but  he  is  fo* 

ciable  at  laft,  provided  'tis  profitable,  and  he  may  dance  his 
own  way. 

Smith.  But  pray  what's  he  with  the  Whiskers  ? 

Bayes.  Odfo — foftly— pray  Sir,  a  High  German  —  plaguy 

untraceable  too  and  very  angry  with  the  Frenchman  that's 

near  him,  whofe  old  Mailer,  it  Teems,  before  the  prefent  Re- 
gency, politickly  gave  his  Grandfon  a  rich  Manor  of  Land 
that  he  thought  he  was  Heir  to ;  the  Frenchman's  a  devilifli 

D  2  j  cunning 
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cunning  Fellow,  and  keeps  things  plaguy  clofe,  therefore 
I  fhall  fay  little  of  him. 

Chant.  Very  well,  now  the  laft  there,  what's  he? 

Bayes.  He,  ha,  ha,  ha;  I  thought  you  might  have  found 
him  out  by  his  Saturnine  Phiz ;  why,  Sir,  he's  a  whimfrcal 
Englijhman,  his  Humour  juft  like  the  Seafons  of  his  own 
Country,  hot  and  cold,  fhining  and  ftorming  in  the  fpace  of 
half  an  Hour. 

Smith.  He's  a  Rarity  on  my  word. 

Bayes.  He  reprefents  a  Race  that  never  could  keep  in  with 
Concord,  not  fuitable  to  their  own  volatile  Fancies  from  the 
beginning  of  the  World  to  this  prefent  time:  but  he'll  make 
one  amongft  'em  now,  you'll  fee,  becaufe  he  thinks  he  can 
do  it  with  Honour,  for  a  fham  Peace  has  lately  ftuck  upon 
his  Gizzard  plaguily. 

Chant.  Methiiiks  I  long  to  fee  'em  proceed. 

Bayes.  Come,  all  fland  now  in  a  Circle — —and  by  turns 

drink  or  the  Bowl.    [They  all  drink.']    Well  done  why 

there's  Concord  now  I  think,  inPerfeaion,  and  now  we'll 

have  fhe  Dance  Stay  but  firft  the  Catch  in  three  Parts, 

made  for  the  Occafion  Begin.  [Catch  here, 

A  Catch  here  in  three  Parts. 

I. 

Sound  it  o'er  Albion,  found  it  high, 
Peace  with  Fame,  or  glorious  War, 
Britijh  Sons  unite  with  Joy 
And  all  defend  great  George1  s  Crown, 

II. 

Raife  up  his  Glory  to  the  Sky, 
He  now  invites  your  Arms,  prepare; 
Youth  you  can  ne'er  fo  well  employ, 
And  drive  all  falfe  Pretenders  down. 

III. 

France  is  renown'd  for  Feats  of  War, 
Thoulands  the  German  Braves  have  feen ; 
Some  the  bold  Mufcovite  will  praife, 
But  EngUJh  Generals  all  excel. 


J 


IV;  Whtf 
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IV. 

Who  has  not  heard  of  bold  Vilka-a 
Who  has  not  heard  of  great  Eugene* 
Many  the  Czar's  Renown  do  wife. 
Oat  conqu'ring  Marl'brough  bears  the  Bell. 

V. 

Fill  then  the  Glaffes  to  the  brim 
Strong  as  the  Wine  let  Courage  be  • 
Firm  to  your  rightful  Sovereign  ftan'd: 
For  faftious  Foes  let  no  one  care. 

VI. 

I  hen  let  it  found  eternally : 
Three  noble  Bumpers  in  a  Hand 
Peace  with  Fame,  or  glorious  War. 

Bayes  fings.  Peace  with  Fame,  or  glorious  War  

Hey  Boys  Gentlemen,  your  humble  ylh^ZZ;^ 
me  .to  a  high  degree,  egad.  [To  the  SingeTgoZ  off  \  CoH 

S2fi*  a"dth— -a^d  btr  the  re, 

£*/  of  the  fecondAtt. 
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ACT  III  Scene  I. 

Enter  Bates,  Chanter  and  Smith,  he  pulling 
m  Johnson,  -who  was  going. 


13  ayes. 


HESE  toping  Queens  have  given  us  a 
notable  Touch  of  their  Quality,  egad 
for  they  have  whip'd  off  a  Pottle  of 
Chocolate,  before  a  Couple  of  SubjcSs 

could  have  manag'd  two  Dift.es  We  muff  have  Patience 

dll  . Ik's  made;  therefore  not  to  lofe  time  let's  go  on. 
Come  enteT  Princes  with  their  Miftrefles,  Armrth,  and 
pZheml Prince  VelokH,  you  muff  know  has  prov'd  a 
fe^  S\he  Conftant,  bui  as  for  Prince  Pretiyman,  a 
former  Love  ■  . 

Enter  Prince  V  O  L  C  I U  S,  Prince  PRETTYMAN, 
Armorilis  and  Parthenope. 

And  a  high  point  of  Honour  has  made  him  fwerve  a  little. 
*OT  gad,  I'm  forry  for  that  with  all  my  Heart. 
Chant  MetRMKs  that's  ungentleman  like.  ^ 
?M,  thou  art  the  bevil  of  a  Fdfe  haft  no 
Mercv  have  I  not  been  tir'd  enough?  Oh !  tor  a  nnc 
hoift  me  through  the  Ceiling  into  th^A|u  taj^ 

Bayes.  There's  a  Neccffity  for't,  Gentlemen,  the  Plot  will 

have  it  fo.  „  .  . 

John.  Whether  you  will  or  no,  Ha !-   

W.  Ay,  Sir,  ay  Come  Mrs.  -a 

Smith.  That's  very  uncommon  indeed. 

Chant.  Hark,  let's  hear  the  Miftrefles 

,frw.  Thus  Joy  is  oft  fucceedmg  balefu .Woe. 

Bayes.  They  have  been  talking,  you  muft  know,  ot  their 

^j!vm  Rofes  Spring,  where  Nettles  once  did  grow. 

SinJ 
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Since  things,  Sir,  go  fo  well,  by  general  Voice, 
Let's  to  the  Garden  Grotto  and  rejoice. 
P,  Vol.  And  give  your  timely  Thanks,  with  nlent  Noife. 

[Exit.  Arm. 

John.  V ery  obliging  truly. 

Chant.  Ay — I'll  warrant  her  a  good  kind  hearted  thing. 

Smith.  Ah,  fhe  has  Reafons  for't  no  doubt. 

Bayes.  Private  Matters  mutt  be  fettled,  there  has  been 
Kindnefs  between  'em  a  great  while,  you  know  :  Now  the 
t'other  you'll  find  will  be  more  fullen. 

John.  And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

Bayes.  'Dsdeath,  Sir,  I  won't  tell  ye :  Oh !  the  mfupport- 
able  Torment  of  Impertinence  Why  here's  to  be  ano- 
ther Turn,  Sir  ■ — Go  on,  Prince  Prettyman. 

John.  The  Devil  take  thee  and  thy  Turns,  I  grow  horribly 
Croplick. 

P.  Pret.  Glory,  fad  Thoughts  out  from  my  Bofom  root. 
John.  Root,  why  do  they  grow  there,  like  the  Nettles  fhe 
was  fpeaking  of? 

Smith.  Nay,  nay,  Johnfon^  let  the  Metaphor  have  fair  Play, 
don't  murder  it. 

Bayes.  O  Lord !  O  Lord !  but  hang't,  I  won't  mind  him 

■Gome,  prithee  anfwer  Mrs  1  

Parth.  Why  is  your  Heart  difturb'd — Why,  Sir,  fo  mute  ? 
Let's  follow  to  the  Howry  Garden, 
With  Tales  of  Love  I'll  fpften  all  your  Care. 

Bayes.  Soften  all  your  Care  —is  not  that  a  pretty 

Rogiie?  but  now  obfervc,  now  for  the  Turn.  Come,  Mrs', 
— a — Pray  mind  your  Cue.  [  Bayes  mimkks  her. 

Enter    ThiMBLESSA,    beckons   Prince  PRETTYMAN, 
and  goes  out. 

P.  Pyet.  Hah — She's  here — nay  then, 

The  Fates  will  have  it  fo,  I'm  cail'd — And  I 
Controul'd,  by  Honour's  Laws,  dare  not  deny. 
Go,  Madam,  take  of  amorous  Thoughts  your  fill, 
I'll  come — I'm  buiy  —  If  lean  —  Twill. 

[To  Parthenope. 

Bayes..  He's  horribly  diforder'd  damnably  puzzled,  but 

muft  nave  her. 

Smith.  Ah,  Pox,  this  is  unkind  'faith. 
Bayes.  'Tis  fo,  yet  it  can't  be  helpt,  but  you  fliall  fee  a  Salvo 
for't  prcfently.    Come,  Enter  Madam  Fleabitten. 

[She  comes  in. 
D  4  Flea. 
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Elea.  Their  Majefties  the  Queens,  without  Delay, 
Madam,  defire  you'll  come  and  drink  fome  Tea. 

jy        —  [Exit.  Parth.  and  Fleabitten. 

Hayes.  Look  e  there's  fome  Honour  to  abate  her  Melan- 
cholly,  however  ;  why  now  you  gape  and  ftarc,  and  I  war- 
rant wonder  what  this  new  Figure  meant  by  her  beck'ning 

and  why  the  Prince  is  fo  furly  Why  in  two  Words 

then,  this  new  Comer  was  his  former  Miftrefs ;  and  when 

he  was  found  to  be  but  a  Fiflierman's  Son  was  his 

Sempftrefs  Kindnefs  grew  then,  and  Gratitude  fince  to 

fuch  a  Head,  that  the  Prince  being  a  Man  of  Honour  is 

now  in  great  Trouble  of  Mind  -What?s  the  Refult  you 

fliall  hear  Speak,  Sir   /x 

P.  Pret.  She  was  the  flrft  I  chofe  to  be  my  Mate,  7 
Her  Pains  oblig'd  me  in  my  mean  Eftate ;  C 
Honour  fays  then  to  her,  be  not  ingratc.  J 
I'll  follow.  [Exit. 

Bayes .So— very  well,— let  that  pafs;  and  now  we  muft 
vary  the  Matter,  by  a  fhort  Scene  of  Politicks. 

Re-enter  Fleabitten  and  Discipline. 

Put  on  a  plotting  look  Mrs.— a—  Confider  you  arc  a  Piece 
of  a  Poliutian  —  Come  fpeak. 

Smith.  She  a  Poiititian !  'Dflife,  Sir,  I  took  her  for  a 
Chambermaid. 

Bayes.  A  Chambermaid !  One  of  the  Queens  chief  Wo- 
men of  the  Bedchamber,  as  I  hope  to  be  fam'd — Was  there 
ever  fo  vile  a  Thought,  considering  the  grand  Family  of 
the  Fleahitten's?  Befides,  Ods  Mortification,  Death,  and  the 
Devil  and  all  Has  this  polite  Perfon  the  fneaking  Air  of 
a  Chambermaid? 

Chant.  You  fee  Smith's  no  Phifiognomift,  Mr.  Bayes. 

John.  No,  Pox  on  him,  'tis  plain  he  laid  that  to  affront 
thy  Work  ;  faith  Poet,  if  I  were  thee,  I'd  let  him' hear  no 
more  on't. 

Smith.  Oh  hang  ye,  why  any  Man  breathing  may  miftake. 

Bayes.  Miftake,  ay  gad,  but  that  was  a  damnable  one. 
Come  fpeak,  fpeak,  fhc'U  foon  undeceive  ye-— ^-or  I'm 
miftaken, 

Flea.  Well,  Mr.  Obfervator,  what  Intelligence  have  ye 
brought  me  now—Hah  What  ? 

Bayes.  Hah — What !  fmart  and  pert,  you  may  know  by 
that  flie  has  been  bred  at  Court. 

Flea.  I  affure  ye,  Sir,  you  have  very  ill  fupply'd  me  of  late, 
and  I  never  was  fo  afhamed  in  my  Life,  as  1  was  Jfafl  Night; 

I  was 
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i  was  with  fome  Ladies  of  Quality,  of  the  firft  Rank  of 
Phizgigs,  who  were  almoft  fick  for  News,  and  never  a  con- 
iiderable  Lye  to  tell  'em  Oh  fie,  I  (hall  lofe  my  Repu- 
tation of  a  States-woman  quite  at  this  rate. 

Bayes.  Very  well,  the  Chambermaid  you  fee,  Sir,  keeps 
pretty  good  Company;  befides,  I  thought  you  might  have 
found  her  out  by  fome  Matters  that  arepaft;  why,  ye  dull 
Creatures,  'twas  by  her  means  that  the  Queens  knew  of  the 
late  Plot,  the  Pneft  there  is  in  Love  with  her,  and  Ihe  ma- 
nages his  Secrets  as  fhe  pleafes-  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Chant.  And  betrays,  I  fuppofe,  the  t'other  Boutfeu— What 
d'ye  call'm,  Belrope  Hah ! 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  ay  Now  ye  have  it;  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

John.  Has  it:  oh  notably  the  Rogue  hunts  for  a  Tell  like 
a  Ferret  in  a  Coney-borrow;  he  makes  it  bolt  whether  it 
will  or  no. 

Difap  1  heartily  beg  your  Ladylhip's  Pardon,  dear  Madam : 
but  I  profefs  there  has  been  a  great  Scarcity  of  News  late- 
ly, and  Invention,  I  think,  freezes  too;  but  however,  incou- 

thfng  7  a  falr  HaUd?  F11  tdl  yC  °ne  toS 

Smith.  Sure  Mr,  Bayes,  this  Perfon  looks  his  part  as  you'd 
nave  him,  for  he  gives  her  a  very  Amorous  Oagle,  methinks. 

p         a      c     t        ,  ,   l^ifc'ip.  kifes  her  Hand. 

m  Uayes.  Ay,  Sir,  I  taught  him  that,  I  had  it  from  a  Prieft 
in  t  landers-  the  holy  Rogue  would  look  quite  through  a 
Wench,  when  the  Fit  was  on  him;  befides,  I  told  ve  be- 
fore, he  was  a  plaguy  Toad.  ; 

Flea.  Come,  Sir,  I  wait  impatiently. 

Jnt?*"^7'  1C\0lCe  thun'  dearLad7  you  may  put  it 

abroad  when  you  pleafe;  that  the  two  inveterate  Parties,  the 

of  ^  P  ail     a  ™  recondl'd  by  the  Grandees 

of  the  Bank  and  Stock-jobbers ;  and  to  crown  their  Ami- 
ty, are  all  to  have  a  great  Cuftard-feaft  at  my  Lord  Mayor's 
Bayes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  hear  him.  1  ' 

Jltl^  ?\th£  n,-Xt  place'  te]I  %em  this  for  great  News 
that  the  whole  Body  of  London  Jews,  at  the  Inftance  oT  a 

t  fa  T  hf  latf Iy  been  charm'd>  by  a»  Anthem  fun* 
Jreft^lf-  "'I  ^LthG  ChaPe1'  have  nnanimoufly  a? 
£  J  XU1  d  Whtte-Ml  by  the  Model  of  Blenheim  Caftle  ■ 
that  the  Quakers  will  provide  Painting  and  Arras  Hanging 
who  being  weary  of  their  former  floveSly  Garb  and  ttJffi 
ty,  refolve  from  henceforth  to  wear  Pantaloons  and  Ribbons. 
Bayes  Ha  ha  ha,  there's  News  for  ye. 

*d  Tha?ke'.Sir»  this  i^fomething;  the  Devil's  in 'em 
that  won't  take  this  for  a  well-grown  Lye.  Smith. 
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Smith.  The  Devil's  in  'em  indeed,  why  this  will  cram  the 
Maw  of  the  Town  for  at  lealt  a  Month. 
4  'Chant.  Ay,  and  make  a  ftrange  buz  in  the  Coffeehoufcs. 

John.  He's  mad  by  thele  ten  Pickers  and  Stealers,  as 
Hamlet  fays. 

Bayes.  Shrewd,  fhrewd,  egad.    I  warrant  it  flies  about 

like  Lightning;  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Now  pray  hear  her  Con- 

clufion  of  the  Scene. 

Flea.  And  now,  Friend,  obferve  You  fhall  find  that 

I  have  fomething  to  inform  you  Come,  I  intend  to 

-clofet  ye  about  it;  I  know  you  Priefts  love  Clofet- work ; 
you  fhall  know  then,  that  our  Politick  Ladies  have  certain 
Advice,  that  their  High  Mightinelfes  have  generoufly  rcfolv'd 
to  give  us  up  our  Herring  Trade,  and  lend  us  all  the  Mo- 
ney they  got  by  the  late  War,  taking  our  Tally  Bills 
for  the  Repayment.  Come,  Gily-M,  come  in  and  you  fhall 
know  more.  [  Slaps  him  on  the  Shoulder. 

Difiip.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  fweet  Honey-fuckle ; 
ods  Sugar-fops  —  I  melt  like  May  Butter  ;  rare,  rare  News, 
and  I'll  fpread  it  about  ifack. 

Bayes.  There's  a  Scene  now;  there's  Politicks  and  Wit  to- 
gether for  ye. 

Smith.  This  new  Character  fhews  Roguery  enough,  I 
confefs. 

Chant.  Ay,  there's  a  double  entendre  in't  too,  if  we  could 
hit  it,  hah,  Johnfon. 

John.  Pox,  I  was  liftning  to  the  Fiddle;  don't  difturb  me. 

[  Fiddle  within. 

Bayes.  Oh  now  for  the  third  Entertainment :  They're 

tuning  I  find ;  a  Scene  of  new  Variety  (till,  which  will  be 
fhewn  in  another  little  Mafque,  explaining  the  Humours 
of  the  City— Come,  firft  enter  Difcord,  a  Figure  very  well 
acquainted  there  at  prefent,  and  with  him  {Enter  Difcord. 
and  three  Figures']  three  Figures  more,  Bigotry,  in  the  Ha- 
bit of  a  Jefuit ;  Faction  in  the  Garb  of  aFanatick ;  and  Stub- 
bornness dreft  like  a  Quaker. 

Smith.  I  marry,  Sir,  this  gives  an  Idea  of  fome  Divcrfion 
indeed  ! 

Smitfc.  I  warrant  ye,  Sir   [  Song  begins  here. 

The  firft  Song,  in  the  third  Mafque,  represented  in  the  Fi- 
gure of  Discord  dreft  like  a  City  Stock-jobber. 


Bold  Difcord  is  my  Ancient  Name ; 
My  Title  too  of  greater  Fame ; 
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The  City  can  it  well  explain  ; 
A  fly  notorious  Knave  in  Grain, 

A  wheadling  Party  Robber. 
No  Brain  has  in't  more  Turns  of  Wit, 
When  there  is  any  thing  to  get; 
More  leam'd  in  City  Politicks, 
Nor  can  a  Monkey  do  more  Tricks, 

Then  I,  a  true  Stock-jobber. 

[  Bigotry,  Faction  and  Stubbornefs  appear. 

Second  Movement. 

My  Sons  here  flill  are  worfe, 
A  Nation's  greateft  Curfe  ; 
Who  boldly  in  Difguife 
Make  Religion  cloak  their  Vice, 
Who  boldly,  &c 

When  Stock  does  rife, 
Then  to  the  Skies, 
Their  airy  Hopes  are  flying ; 
But  if  it  falls, 
Down  goes  St,  Paul's, 
'Their  Church  and  they  are  dying. 
\nd  tho'  they,  like  Saints,  will  diflemble  with  many, 
They're  Devils,  mere  Devils,  at  the  turning  the  Penny. 
A  dull  quaking  Moper, 
A  Mafs  Interloper,  > 
With  them  a  blew  Pradfcice  of  Piety  Groper.  J 
Who  quarr'lling  and  marling, 
And  biting  and  fighting, 
Would  make  their  Commotion 
A  Cafe  of  Devotion. 

Would  make,  Esfr.  .n 

When,  oh,  'tis  Money,  that  grand  Devil,  J 
Money,  Money,  that  grand  Devil,  V 
Is  the  Root  of  all  their  Evil,  J 
And  though  their  ill  Lot, 
Their  own  Vices  begot,  # 
The  Crown  and  the  Government  mufl  be  in  Fault. 
The  Crown,  erV. 
The  next  is  the  Comical  Dialogue  between  Bi  G  O »T  R  Y, 
drefs'd  like  a  Jefuit;  FACTION,  like  a  Fanatic  k\  and 
Stubbornness,  like  a  Quaker. 
Bk.  The  ftubborn  Sons  of  Alba  can't  agree, 

Or  elfe  they  fare  would  ne'er  make  uie  of  me^ 
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And  to  promote  their  Jars  I  now  am  come, 
To  aid  'em  like  a  true-bred  Son  of  Rome  : 
For  fo,  in  fpite  of  all  their  Laws,  I'll  be, 
As  by  my  fliaven  Crown,  Friends  may  in  private  fee, 

Faction  comes  up  and  observes  him. 

Fad.  Blefs  me!  oh  blefs  me !  if  my  Sight's  not  gone, 
I  fee  a  Type  o'th'  Whore  of  Babylon. 
As  I'm  a  Proteftant,  'tis  fo ; 
f  Tho'  banifh'd,  yet  they  will  not  go. 

He  ftiew'd  me  his  fhorn  Pate, 
;  But  I  may  profit  by  the  Beaft  ; 

I  I'll  go  and  peach  him  for  a  Prieft, 

$o  get  the  Rogue's  Eftate. 

[  Is  going,  and  Stubbomnefs  flops  him. 
Stubb.  Hold,  Friend,  pray  hold— by  what  I've  heard, 
Thou  want'ft  a  brotherly  Regard ; 

Thy  Mind's  in  fome  Confufion; 
Now  plainly,  if  thou  wilt  be  wife, 
I  may — Hum — give  thee  fome  Advice. 
And  bring  things  to  Conclufion, 
Bigo     You  may,  Sir,  as  well 
Keep  Noife  from  a  Bell, 
His  Soul  is  compounded  of  Jargon  ; 
For  as  bred  among  Bears, 
This  Rogue  flops  his  Ears 
At  the  ravifhing  Sound  of  an  Organ. 
fact.    I  muft  confefs  that  Pagan  Tone, 

Is  worfe  to  me  than  Bagpipe  Drone* 
'Tis  Popifli  and  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Movement  changes. 

Stubb.  Nay,  Friend,  thou  then  can'ft  err,  I  fee; 
For  Soundings  may  harmonious  be, 

Through  Motions  of  the  Spirit. 
And  when  a  Sifter  mounts  on  high, 
And  pants  and  fpcaks  with  Edtafy 
Then,  hum — good  lack  how  fweet's  the  Voice ! 
FaB.  When  you  in  Revolution  doxe, 
Big.   And  you  are  canting  through  the  Nofe, 
Stubb.  Our  Babes  of  Grace  rejoice, 
Fad.  Our  ftanch  Opinion  grounded  is  on  Senfe, 
We  fliew  nor  Miracles,  nor  Peter  Pence, 
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Big.    Nor  do  we,  when  our  Nonfenfe  plagues  the  Town 
Require  a  buxom  Lafs  to  rub  us  down.  ' 
Stubb.  We  hate  the  Wantons  that  to  fnare  us  come 
And  in  our  own  Tribe  mingle  with  %  Hum  ' 
f'&    ^an^.c1^  ^veoff  your  dull  Stuff,  andyourfwang, 
tad    Sir  Prieft,  if  you're  fawcy  I  peach  and  you  nan? 
Stubb.  Nay  furely  you're  Vipers  of  Satan's  own  Seed 
And  fliould  be  deftroy'd  to  extirpate  the  Breed/ 
I'll  caufe  our  Brethren  foon  to  join, 
And  both  your  Sedls  we'll  undermine ; 
We'll  vouch  you'll  root  out  Monarchy ;  <\ 
For  tho'  not  fwear,  we  all  can  lye.  (■ 
Stubb.  I  know  ye  all  are  Fiends—at  grand  Hypocrify  T 
Big.     The  Canters  all  foal]  down,  but  plainly  for  thy  part ' 
I  know  thou  art  for  Maffes,  a  Jefufc  in  thy  Heart  •  * 
So  thou  lhalt  fcape  the  Lafh,  moft  of  thy  Tribe  are  fo 
Stuh\  Plainly  thou  lyeft— ahme,  the  Spirit  moves  me  now] 

We  never,  we  never  will  put  up  this  Wrong, 
r  «  TiLerKing  fhall  comply,  we  are  Legion  and  ftron? 
tatt.   We  11  manage  the  Court  till  the  Jefuit  we  han£ 

fgu  Wl\ WOr^  lViQ  the  Mole'  'd11  the  Canter  wcW; 
Stubb.  We'll  mutiny  ftrongly  till  both  of  ye  hansr 

Faff.    The  Jefuit  fliall  hang!  '  S 

Stubb.  The  Canter  lhall  hang. 

Big.    The  Quaker  fliall  hang.  i  * 

Chorus  of  all. 

We  never,  we  never  will  put  up  this  Wrong, 
The  King  lhall  comply,  we  are  Legion  and  ftrong, 
[  'They  all  fall  a  fighting,  and  fo  go  off^ 

Bayes.  There,  there,  a  hay  Oh  rare  Fanatick,  well 

done  Jefuit,  oh  rare  Quaker  —  there's  Mob  Commotion  for 
ye,  there's  Hurry  and  Buftle  to  the  Life  —  egad. 
Difcor.  Halloo,  halloo,  halloo.  [  Shouts  'em  on. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  > 

Bayes.  Come,  now  enter  to  Difcord,  Envy  and  Jealoufy, 
the  one  drefs'd  like  an  old  fuperannuated  Chambermaid,  the 
Other  like  a  fupercillious  Italian.  [They  enter. 

Envyjingsi  From  gloomy  Realms  of  Night  afcending, 
And  the  fatal  Lethes  Shore, 
Thus  new  Mifchiefs  ftill  attending, 
We  are  come  to  aid  thy  Power ; 
Envy  and  dire  jealoufy, 
With  potent  Difcord  ever  mult  agree. 

Difcor  & 
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Difcord.  Whilft  baleful  Feuds  Mankind  annoy,  } 
Hymens  Rights  too  we'll  deftroy,  s> 
Women  may  count  Love  a  joy.  J 
Smiling,  Crying, 
Whining,  Lying, 
Of  another  kind  am  L 
v  I  am  fworn  Foe  to  all  his  Law  do's  bind,  ^ 
Marriage  from  firft  Creation  was  defign'd,  ■  > 
A  Curfe  intail'd  on  wretched  human  Kind.  J 
'Tis  noble  Difcord,  generous  ftrife 
That  gives  the  trueft  Tafte  of  Life. 
Marriage  firft  made  Man  fall, 
Had  I  been  in  the  Garden  plac'd, 
The  Woman  ne'er  had  made  him  tafte, 
'Twas  foolifti  loving  damn'd  us  all. 
Envy.  Let  that  Humour  laft  for  ever,  i 
Difcord's  Rules  to  fix  endeavour,  r 
Let  all  Nature  have  a  Fever.  J 
Jealouf.  Alba\  Court  moleft  with  Jarring,  "> 
All  their  Joys  and  Pleafures  marring,  > 
Let  there  be  perpetual  Warring.  J 
Or  if  zealous  Pangs  are  worfe, 
Vex  'em  with  that  heavy  Curfe. 
Difcord.  Let  the  Elements  confpire, 

Sea  and  Air,  and  Earth  and  Fire: 
Let  loud  Thunder  cleave  the  Sky, 
Let  the  blading  Lightning  fly  ; 
Storms  of  Hail,  and  gufts  of  Rain 
Deluge  o'er  the  flowry  Plain : 
All  things  in  Confufion  bring, 
To  raife  new  Jars  and  bloody  Wars ; 
And  without  Caufe,  in  fpite  of  Laws,  j  oin  to  moleft  die  King. 
I  am  the  lofty  Power  Commands  all  thefe, 

Imprifon'd  Winds  can  from  their  Bonds  releafe. 
And  from  Molian  Caverns  free, 
Whenever  Mifchief's  to  be  done  you  may  be  fur  e  of  me. 
Envy.  And  me. 

Jealouf.  And  me.  ^4,V'i'u  tl 

Difcord.  Search  both  the  Globes  you  ne'er  fhall  find  there  s 

fuch  another  Three. 
Chorus.  Search  both  the  Globes,  fcff. 
Bayes.  Very  well ;  now  you  fhall  hear  Envy  give  ye  her 
own  Character. 
Envy.  By  Fortune  crofs'd,  and  Love  betray  d, 
I  liv'd  'till  Seventy  five  a  Maid, 
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And  now  in  Hell  have  Envy's  Place, 
Becaufe  condemned  to  tingle  State, 
When  all  but  I  had  got  a  Mate, 
It  fill'd  me  with  fnch  mortal  Hate, 
I  would  have  poyfon'd  all  the  Race. 
Below  or  here,  where-e'er  I  am, 
I  ftudy  to  defame ; 
To  Reputation  mortal  Foe,  but  conftant  Friend  to  Shame. 
I  flandcr  all  Wit, 
And  a  Face  that  is  fweet, 
I  wifh  the  Small-Pox,  or  much  rather  the  Great, 
Sword,  Fire  and  Ruin  to  thofe  that  have  Wealth, 
And  a  Pelt  of  Blue  Plagues  upon  all  that  have  Health, 
The  Soldier  I  wilh  for  his  Laurel  wore  Thorns : 
And  he  that  as  Life 
Loves  his  beautiful  Wife, 
Oh  !  fend  him,  great  Pluto,  a  huge  pair  of  Horns, 
I  ftill  have  a  Pang  when  Contentment  I  fee, 
And  Merits  Reward  when  'tis  duly  prepar'd, 

Is  a  Torment  to  me,  is  a  Torment  to  me. 
Bayes.  There's  Envy  for  ye—there's  a  Touch  for  all  old 
Maids,  egad.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Come  now  for  Jealoufy.  Hark'e, 
a  Word  by  the  by  ;  I  would  fain  have  perfuaded  her,  you 
muft  know,  to  fall  in  Love,  or  to  drink  a  Gallon  of  Vi- 
negar every  Day  for  a  Month,  as  the  Jockeys  do ,  to  make 
her  wafte  and  grow  haggcd ,  that  fhe  might  look  her  part 
well ;  but  a  Pox  on  her  'twou'd  not  do.    Ha,  ha,  ha. 

-  Jealousy  Sings.. 

From  hot  Italian  Progeny, 
A  Mixture  form'd  of  Blood  and  Phlegm, 

Of  both  in  the  extreme, 
Dame  Nature  firft  compounded  me-  5 
In  Pluto's  Court  I  took  my  firft  Degree  L 

And  Title  there  of  Jealoufy,  } 

From  my  fufpicious  Nature  ; 
So  plagu'd  I  was  with  bafe  Miftruft, 

And  with  fuch  vile  Opinions  curs'd, 
I  thought  my  Ruin  doom'd  by  every  Creature. 
Henct  made  I  Jars  in  Families, 
Diiturb'd  the  Virtuous  and  the  Wife  ; 
Infeftcd  oft  a  happy  State, 
And  rais'd  Commotions  'mongft  the  great; 
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And  when  on  Earth  in  Wedlock  joyn'd, 
Iteaz'dto  death  a  Wife,  young,  chafte,  and  kind: 
Strong  Fetters,  Bolts  and  Bars 
Could  not  fecure  my  jealous  Fears. 
I  had  a  hundred  Eyes  all  gazing  round  in  vain, 
A  thoufand,  and  ten  Thoufand  Plots  and  Whimfies  in  my 
Brain. 
A  Thoufand,  &c. 

Envy.  Let's  go,  let's  go,  and  human  Peace  deftroy. 
Jeal.  To  trouble  all  the  World  will  caufe  our  greater  Joy. 
Difcord.  If  they  Love  we'll  caufe  a  Jangling, 

If  they  Wed  we'll  force  a  Wrangling, 

If  they  Friendfliip  chufe  to  guard  'em, 

Wealth  or  Women  fhall  divide  'em. 
Envy.  If  with  . Politicks  infected, 
Jeal.  One  fhall  t'other  make  fufpecled; 
Envy-  And  tho'  nought  appears  to  wrong 'em, 
Difcord.  Difcord  ftill  fhall  reign  among  'em. 

[Exeunt  Singers. 

CHORUS  of  all. 
If  with  Politicks,  &c. 

Bayes Very  well;  fo  now  go  off,  and  then  enter  a 

Dance  of  ProfeiTions,  and  fo  conclude  the  A&.   Ah  • 

very  well  done,  egad.  [Dance  here. 

Smith.  Tis  fo  indeed — -they  have  acquitted  themfelves 
extremely  Well. 

Cham.  Come  -and  now  for  another  Difli,  the  Boy  is 

there  by  this  time. 

Bayes.  With  all  my  Heart— tholl,  loll,  loll.  {Exeunt, 
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ACT  IV.    Scene  I. 

Enter  Bayes  and  Gentlemen,  as  before. 

Bayes.  Iff^^fjl  O  W,  Gentlemen,  to  take  hold  again  of 
Mp:,r  'I  ^he  Thread  of  my  Plot :  In  the  aril  place 
;  ilCre  mu^  ^e  a  Scene  of  Love  and  Ho- 
||  §£  fl|  nour,  between  Prince  Prettimm  and  his" 
old  Miftrefs;  flic  beckon'd  to  an  Affig— 

you  remember,  fome  time  lince  Gome,  enter  Prince 

Prettiman  and  Thimbleffd.  [They  come  She's  jealous., 
you  mil  ft  know,  and  will  now  give  ye  an  Opportunity  to 

fee  her  Mettle,    Come  in  Verfe. 

P.  Prett.  Of  all  the  Ills  with  which  the  World  is  curft, 
Believe  me,  Fair  One,  Jealoufy's  the  worft  ; 
'Tis  a  Difeafe  of  the  moil  baleful  kind, 
And  therefore  call'd  the  Jaundice  of  the  Mind  : 
'Tis  always  fpreading  like  a  Canker  fore, 

'That  eats,  and  eats  -hum        \Boggles  as  out  of  his  Part. 

John.  'Till  it  can  eat  no  more.  , 

Bayes.  Gadzookers,  I'll  throw  down  the  Book — Eat  no 

more,  there's  no  enduring  this  no,  Sir.  —  'Till  it  does 

all  devour,  are  my  Words. 

P.  Pret.  I  beg  Pardon,  Sir,  -Mil  it  does  all  devour. 

Bayes.  Allufion — —d'ye  mind,  Mr.  Smith,  a  rare  Figure 

in  Poetry  eat  no  more — but  come  go  on,  Prince,  ne'er 

mind. 

.  Smith.  No,  no,  he's  craz'd,  I  believe. 

Chant.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

£'         Forego  it,  Madam,  if  I  fhare  your  Love. 

Thim.  You  1  held  dear,  Witnefs  the  Powers  above. 
Dear  as  the  Foal  do's  her  indulgent  Dam, 
Or  as  the  tender  Ewe,  the  frisking  Lamb. 

[Bayes  repeats  after  her. 
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Bayes.  Soft,  tender,  fwcet. 

P.' Pret.  And  I  the  bright  Thimble  ffa, 

Dear,  as  kind  Hoftefs,  the  frank  Gueft  will  pay, 
Or  the  Hale  Maid  her  joyful  Wedding  Day. 

Bayes.  Or  the  fhle  Maid  her  joyful  Wedding  Day.  [Mi- 
mkkmg.']  O !  egad  there's  four  Similes  tell  him,  worth  the 
four  Thoufand  Pound,  he  goes  to  Law  for ,  and  a  better 
Penny. 

Chant.  Very  paffionate  indeed,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Smith. 'Oh!  Very  foft,  very  tender. 

Bayes.  And  yet  this  won't  do,  flie's  damnably  yellow  for 
all  this,  and  you'll  find  will  do  the  Devil  and  all  of  Mif- 
chief. 

Thim.  No,  Prince,  to  hide  it,  weak  is  your  Eflky^ 
I  know  your  Heart  is  with  Partkcnope  : 
What  has  fhe  done,  that  can  compare  with  me  ? 
Did  not,  when  Fate  and  you  could  not  agree, 
Thcfe  pliant  Hands  fow  all  the  Pieces  in 
Of  many  a  Lockram  Stole,  worn  next  your  Skin  ? 
Did  not  my  Imall  Steel  Engine  piercing  through, 
Oft  prick  thcfe  Fingers  to  give  Eafe  to  you  ? 

Bayes.  My  final  1  Steel  Engine — Her  Needle,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

 1  told  you,  if  you  remember,  fhe  had  been  his  Semp- 

firefs. 

John.  Ay,  you  did  fo  thank'c. 

Bayes.  Phoo,  pray,  Gentlemen,  mind  this  'tis  ve- 
ry pretty,  Faith. 

"  Thim,  Was  not  my  Pcrfon  

P.  Pret.  Well,  I  know  'twas  fine. 
And  did  I  not  oblige  ye  too  with  mine? 
Did  I  not,  to  be  grateful,  every  Day, 
Befides  Endearments,  give  you  half  my  Pay  ? 

Bayes.  And  honourable  enough,  <egad ;  for  you  mull:  know, 
by  the  by,  that  the  Prince  was  no  better  than  a  Dragoon 
at  full,  tho'  afterwards  he  came  to  be  a  great  General. 

Thim.  You  then  were  true,  but  now  thofeDays  are  o'er, 
You're  falfe,  *  and  have  forget  the  Oaths  you  fwore, 
Like  mellow  Fruit,  y'aie  rotten  at  the  Core.      [*  Eagerly. 

Parthempe  Furies  and  Fire  

PH  c:arn  her  Throat  with  burning  Coals  like  Portia, 
With  Afps  like  the  Mgyptum  Queen,  with  Daggers 
Like  Roman  Lztcrcce  :  Revenge,  Revenge,  Juftice, 
A  nd  dire  Revenge !   l&ag?s  an^ 

Bayes.  Hermioze  in  perfection,  ha,  ha,  ha ;  lie's  gone  to 
i - 1  ot  Miichief,  but  'tis  opportunely  enough,  becaufe  I  want- 
i  ed 
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cd  her  Abfence  to  bring  in  another  great  Scene  and  Dance- 
for  ,f  fte  fnould  know  theQueens  are  in  Love  with  him  wo' 
there  would  be  no  enduring  her  egad.  ' 

P.  Pret.  Oh !  Women  veering  like  to  April  Weather 
Now  ftmmg,  ftorming  now,  and  ibmetimes  neither?* 

John.  That's  Nonfenfe,  begad.  L^>  P- Pret. 

Bayes  Egad,  Sir,  'tis  as  Tragedy  Verfe  fhould  be  

&ethere£leVate'        ™  J«4*-_Come,  drawls 

pleaftT  Ay'  *7'  *  ^  Wel!  Iet  him  %  what  he 

ThcScenc  opens  and  difcovers  the  two  Queens  fcatedivitb  Prince 
Volcius,  Guards  attending, 

Sn^T  Yh\  tUrn  °l various  Fate  has  chanc'd  to  Day, 
5o  long  has  kept  Prince  Pmtimw  away  ?  h 

2  Queen  His  long'd-for  Company  has  caus'd  our  Fear  > 
Depri  v'd  or  having  it  no  longer  here ;  '  < 

P.        Than  whom  a  braver  Prince  could  not  appear,  f 
Bayes.  So  well  bred  fo  like  a  Prince.  F 

/     r   ,m      ^  P.  Prettiman 

John.  So  like  a  Sow-gelder '  ™ 

1  Advance  this  way,  fair  Prince,  and  fit  by  me. 

2  Uueen.Sit  by  us  both,  or  we  lhall  ne'er  agree. 

mBayes  ^  #*  ^  mUch  1  fo*. 

Bayes.  Oh,  Sir,  to  the  laft  degree. 

Chant.  Oh !  Love,  Love's  a  mighty  Tyrant,  Love  makes 
a  Queen  as  fupple  as  a  Sempitrefs.      '    7      ?  ' 

-P.  Prettiman  goes  and  fits  on  t'other  fide  of  the  Queens. 

i  Queen.  What  need  you  prefs  fo  to  invite  him  on  > 
iH,^  ^hat  need  you?-But  more  of  that  anon. 
John.  Oh  !  the  Devil,  can  my  Stomach  hold  yet? 
Bayes  1  here  will  be  a  thundering  Scene  between  'em 

5  n^>f'  ^  thlSTfS  ^  a  Hint  *  "  b^re;  they  a£ 
damnably  jealous,  I  told  ye;  here  will  be  rare  Work:  but 
frft  we  muft  have  the  fine  Court  Dance,  or  Entry. 
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The  Dance  ended  they  all  rife,  and  come  forward^  the  firft 
Queen  takes  both  the  Princes  afide  and  fyeaks < 

1  Queen.  Within  my  Cabinet  a  Book  you'll  find, 
The~t)wner  on  t  will  not  be  far  behind. 

P.  Pret.  Your  bleft  Commands  do's  fo  much  Honour  give, 
That  who  delays  'em  not  defcrves  to  live. 

P.  Vol.  Biifmefs  avaunt,.  and  trilling  Fortune  wait, 
lrour  Pleafure  is  Diipofer  of  my  Fate.       [Exeunt  Princes. 

Baps.  Now  here  is  the  oddert  Paffage,  I'll  be  bold  to  fay, 
Gentlemen,  and  the  viewed,  that  ever  was  feen  in  a  Play; 
they  are  each  of  'em  in  Love  with  both  the  Princes" — hum1! 
is  not  that  new  now  ? 

Smith.  Yes,  truly. 

John.  Oh,  very  new  very  new  a  Plague  on't. 

Bayes.  Hulh— look,  look;  do  but  fee  how  they  lowr 
at  one  another. 

2  Queen.  Your  Highnefs  will,  I  hope,  except  my  LoVe, 
To  wait  ye  to  the  Dcor  of  your  Alcove; 

'  That  when  you  with  the  Princes  there  refort,. 
No  other  may  intrude  to  fpoil  the  Sport ; 
But  think  not  that  I  mean  the  thing  i  fay,    [Ralfingher  Voice. 
No,  Wretch,  'tis  I  their  Hearts  can  only  fway. 

i  Queen.  That  you  can  fway,  you  infolently  think. 
But  if  you  do,  'twill  be  when  they're  in  drink : 
Once  I  remember,  at  a  W arrior's  Feaft, 
When  railing  of  the  Siege  a  Town  releafr, 
And  they  ofWine,  the  Soldiers  Pvecompence, 
By  gulping  up  too  much,  had  banifh'd  Senfe; 
Their  heedlefs  daggering  Steps  were  turn'd  to  you,. 
For  which,  by  Jove  my  Hatred  is  their  due; 
And  I'll  renounce  'em  yet  methinks  I'm  loth. 

Bayes.  Yet  methinks  I'm  loth.  [Softly  mimicking  her. ,]  Pray 
mind,  here's  a  lufcions  Metaphor  coming. 

i  Queen.  They  are  fweet  Men,  tho'  I  have  made  this  Oath, 
T  heffBodies  clean  from  Pimples  and  from  Sores, 

And  Kof  i  Solii  iiTues  from  their  Pores : 

They  kifs  more  Mt  than  Nurfe  do's  Infant  fair, 
Who  turns  its  foft  Pofteriors  to  the  Air. 

Bayes.  Ah— gad,  the  Image  of  that  ftrikes  ye  through  Pm 
fure. " 

'  Sp:  >H»' h*.  ha> ha- 

v  J  j        .  John. 
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John.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Gad  would  thou  werc't  to  ki£s  the 

Infant  with  the  Image  that  I  have  of  it. 

\  2  Queen.  Worth  of  fuch  Fleafures,  I  the  ben:  can  tell, 
Since  'tis  with  me  that  only  they  excel. 

1  Queen.  With  you,  hah,  am  I  then  for  Mildncfs  mock'd? 
Madam,  take  care  I'm  not  too  far  provok'd. 

Bayes.  Now — now — Ihe's  nettl'd,  now  they  begin. 

1  Queen.  A  burning  JBlufh  o'er  all  my  Face  has  got, 
And  glows  juft  like  an  Ov'n  that's  over  hot. 

2  Queen.  Then  with  frefh  Bavins  I'll  new  Heat  infpire, 
With  crackling  Jealoufy  increafe  the  Fire ; 
For  to  my  Ciofet  know  they  both  are  gone, 
And  happy  I  too,  lhall  be  there  anon : 
Matters  of  State  mnft  be  confulted  there, 
Affairs  you  too  ill  fated  are  to  fhare ; 
And  whjlft  in  Politick s?  commix'd  with  Joy, 
My  V ilcius  dear,  my  Prettiman  and  I 
Regale  in  unexampled  Ecftafy : 
You  like  the  Cooing  Dove  lhall  perch  alone, 
And  doz'd  with  anxious  Thought,  fob,  hgh,  and  groan. 

1  Queen.  I  thank  thee,that  thou  doft  my  Anger  move. [Raging. 
Bay.es..  Now,  now,  now. 

1  Queen.  To  feed  Revenge  I'll  turn  again  to  Love. 

2  Queen.  You  Love !  fure  petty  Titmoufe  you'll  not  dare, 

[Loudly-: 

I  Queen.  Yes,  Steel  devouring  Oftrich,  but  I  dare. 

{Starting  up  to  her. 

Jealoufy  burns,  and  I'll  be  fo  reveng'd — I  will,  I  will,  I  will-^ 

[Stamps  and  rages. 

Bayes.  Ah,  Statira  for  that,  efaith. 

1  Queen.  I'll  meet  the  Princes — fpite  of  all  I  fwore, 
And  graip — that  thou  may'ft  never  touch  'em  more. 

[Exit  and  f  other  fiviftly  after  her. 

Bayes.  Go  your  ways  for  NonParelio's,  egad,—- — There's 

for  ye ,  Gentlemen,  fome  of  the  dull  carping  Vulgar 

now  may  think  this  no  better  than  Scolding  betwixt  the  two 
Queens ;  but  let  me  tell  'em,  'tis  one  of  the  brighteft  Orna- 
ments has  been  in  our  modern  Tragedies — for  many  Years.  ' 

Smith.  Nay  I  mud  needs  fay,  Mr.  Bayes,  this  laft  Scene 
was  very  brisk  and  fpritely. 

Chant.  It  was  fo. 

John.  Phoo,.  Pox,  the  Conceit  is  Mole  1  have  feen  it 

before  twenty  times. 

Bayes.  Before !  not  in  fo  fine  a  Drefs,  I  hope,  good 
Seignior  Carper;  a  late  Pleroick  Author,  'tis  true,  once  aim'd 

E  3  at 
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at  fuch  a  Scene,  but  mine  is  fo  much  better,  that  Gadzooks 
I'm  afliam'd  to  fpeak  on't  Now  then,  for  another  Sur- 
prize, which  you  fhall  have  eternally  in.  this  Act  -The 

Queens  being  involv'd  in  a  violent  FafTion,  have  been  fo 
loud,  that  the  two  Kings  being  alarm'd  by  their  Noife 
in  Alt,  coming  into  the  Antichamber  heard  ail,  and  order'd 
their  Guards  to  feize  'em ;  the  two  Princes  hearing  on't  have 
efcap'd,  fo  that  now  they  are  reckon'd  as  Delinquents  agen 

 Gadzooks  the  Plot  thickens  fo  very  much  it  makes  me 

fweat.    Come,  enter  Kings  and  Queens  Come. 

Tinier  the  two  Kings  and  the  Queens,  guarded  with  Belrope, 
Difcipline,  Tokay  and  Fleabitten. 

Oh !  Wedlock ! 

1  King.  Oh  !  Wedlock,  what  is  worfe  than  thy  Eftate  > 

2  King.  What  greater  Plague  than  a  deceitful  Mate  ? 
Have  we  for  this  been,  to  fmall  Mifchiefs  blind, 
With  Patience  born  the  Yoke  of  Womankind ! 

i  King.  But  a  due  Punifhment  we'll  not  delay, 
Confine  'em  clofe  'till  we  have  thought  the  Way* 

John.  What  arc  thefe  Fellow's  Kidnap'd  already  too  ? 

[Exeunt  Queens  guarded. 

Bayes.  Yes,  Sir,  and  what  have  you  to  fay^to  that?  Sir, 
let  me  tell  ye,  there's  nothing  like  Difpatch  in  a  Plot ;  yet  'tis 
only  the  Libeller  there,  and  the  Secretary  that  are  to  be  pu- 
nifh'd  ;  the  Pricit  and  the  Damili  have  betray'd  'em,  fo  they 
haveimpcach'd,  and  the  others  are  to  be  maul'd.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

1  King.  Thefe  Criminals  may  now  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

[The  two  Kings  go  and  Jit  in  Chairs. 

2  King.  Upon  our  felves  we  will  their  hearing  take. 

1  King.  In  th'  firft  place  what  arc  you  ? 

2  King.  In  th'  next  place  you  ? 

Bayes.  Now  this  is  formal,  you  mud  know,  as  judiciary 
Matters  fhould  be;  I  took  this  Hint  from  a  grave  Juftice  of 
Peace,  who  began  his  Examination  of  Criminals  juft  fo: 
Begin  agen,  pray  Mr  a — . 

1  King.  In  th'  firft  place  what  arc  you  ? 

2  King.  In  th'  next  place-  you  ? 

Tok.  Me's  Catolique. 

Bel.  For  Money  I'm  a  Jew. 

Flea.  For  my  part  I'm  a  Protcftant  true  Blue. 

Difcipi  I'm  Shorn,  and  fhould  be  hang'd, — had  I  myDu?. 

Bayes.  Pithy  and  fhort  ;  I  make  'cm  confefs  to  avoid  the 

inconvenience  of  a  tedious  Examination-  -And  indeed  the 

true 
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true  Defign  of  this  Scene  is  to  let  the  World  know  what 
pi: i guy  Vermin  fome  of  thefe  News-mongers  arc,  and  what 
Mifchief  they  do  the  Government — ■ — Proceed,  Mr — a — 

Difcip,  In  ihort,  Brother  Incendiary,  there  is  no  way  to 
incline  their  Majefties  to  Mercy  but  plain  ConfeCSon ;  I 
havedone't  already,  and  Thanks  to  this  good  Lady  here,  am 
much  lighter  in  Confcience. 

Flea.  'Tis  true,  Monfieur,  and  therefore  to  fecond  him 

will  be  your  beft  way.    Are  not  you  a  Spic,  Tranfub  ■ 

heh? 

Tok.  Me  muft.  maka  no  Lye  at  dc  Confeftion.  Yes, 

truly,  me  have  bin  dc  ver  great  Rafcal  — but  me  reccave  de 
Bribe  from  him — dat  is  ver  true.  {Points  to  Bclrope. 

1  King,  When  did  you  publifh  any  true  News,  Sirrah  f5 

{To  Bel  rope, 

Bel.  Egh,  fick,  rick  not  this  forty  Years.  Oh !  it 

comes  up  very  hard. 

Bayes.  Some  Peoples  Confciences  fly  in  their  Faces ;  I 
make  this  Fellow's  now  plague  his  Stomach;  Men  and 
Times  alter  ftrangely,  Mr.  Smith,  and  the  Politicks  of  the 
Coitee-houfe  out-do  thofe  of  the  Council  clearly. 

Smith.  The  Lyes  that  are  vented  there,  indeed,  do  more 
Mifchief  in  a  Government  than  the  Politicians  generally  do 
it  good. 

Bayes.  Ay,  you  fhall  hear,  this  is,  I  think,  drawn  to  the 
Life. — Come  out  with  it  Belrope. 

2  King.  No  more  Delays,  Vermin,  but  if  you  expect  Clo 
mency,  deferve  it  by  Confeffion. 

Bel.  Oh !  if  you  muft  have  it  upthen, — for  the  Quiet  of  my 
Confcience  and  Eafe  of  my  Stomach,  I  confefs  I  was  bred  up 
in  Knavery,  and  born,  I  believe,  with  a  Lye  in  my  Mouth ; 
as  foon  as  I  could  fpeak  I  told  it — and  as  foon  as  I  could 

write  committed  it  to  Paper.  1  have  flighted  the  Lordr, 

flander'd  the  Commons,  abus'd  the  City,  banter'd  the  Coun- 
try, affirm'd  fome  to  be  Dead  were  that  inftant  playing  at 
Picket,  and  others  alive  that  I  fawjuft  before  put  into  their 
Graves. 

In  fine,  my  Joy  has  been  this  forty  Years, 
To  fet  the  World  together  by  the  Ears. 

Oh  !  Mercy,  Mercy,  I  befeech  your  Majefties. 
Bayes.  There's  a  Fellow  for  ye  now.  Begad  if  that's 

not  a  topping  Character,  as  Times  go,  adieu  to  all  Genius, 

ifaith. 

Chant.  Odfo,  the  crowding  Bufinefs  in  this  Act  has  put 
you  into  a  Heat,  Mr.  Bayes. 

E  ^  Bay  s 
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Bayes.  Oh!  fultry,  fultry;  I  mull  unbutton  my  Waftc- 
coat 

John.  'Sdeath,  I  have  been  in  a  Bath  thefe  two  Hours, — 
would  thefe  Kings  would  give  Judgment,  that  the  Court 
might  break  up. 

1  King.  Break  up  the  Court,  we'll  think  on  what  is  faid,"} 

Oh,Brothcr,'tis  theQueen  moll  plagues  myHead ;  > 

2  King.  And  mine  too,  but  we'll  drink,  and  then  to  Bed.  J 

[Beirope,  Difcip.  and  Tokay  are  carried  off. 

[Exeunt  Kings  and  Guards. 
'Bayes.  I  told  ye  thefe  Kings  were  to  be  admir'd  for  their 
Clemency,  it  has  been  the  fine  way  of  Writing  for  many 
Years ;  but  come,  after  this  Glut  of  ferjous  Buhnefs  'tis  fit 
to  bring  in  fome  Diveriion ;  now  therefore  you  fhall  have  the 
fourth  Entertainment,  fome  Humours 'of  the  Country: 
Come,  ftrike  up;  the  firft  is  an  amorous  Shepherd  declaring 
pe  Power  of  Beauty  arid  Love.— — Come,  Sir. 

Enter  a  Shepherd. 

SONG. 

"When  Beauty  will  its  Power  purfuc, 
What  cannot  charming  Woman  do  ? 
The  W arrior  miift  abate  his  Rage, 
'Twill  make  his  Sword  quite  lofe  its  Edge  : 
'Twill  make  the  Students  flight  their  Rules  ; 
Twill  make  the  Statefmen  look  like  Fools : 
The  grcateft  Prince  'twill  make  a  Slave  ; 
The  Niggard  lavift,  Coward  brave: 
7rajan}s%  Nero's, 
Captives,  Hero's, 
All  mud  truckle  and  come  too, 
When  Beauty  will  its  Power  purfuc. 

What  cannot  charming  Woman  do, 

When  Beauty, 

Bayes.  So,  now  comes  in  his  Wife  to  do  her  part;  I  de- 
flgn'd  this,  you  mtift  know,  as  a  true  Model  bTCcMijngal 
Ariection  ;  and  to  be  fung  by  all  new  Brides  and  Bridegrooms 
at  lealt  the  frft  Week,  for  fear  they  fiioujd  not  like  the  Tunc 
on't  after waids. 

...  Enter 
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Enter  a  Shepherdess. 
Smith.  Happily  contriv'd,  indeed. 

John.  Oh,  wonderful !  the  marry 'd  Tribe  will  be  much 
oblig'd  to  him. 
Chant.  Prithee  let's  hear  no  carping  beforehand, 

SONG  II. 

t 

C Moris  Since  I  my  Damon's  Paffion  know, 

And  he  his  conftant  C Moris; 
To  yonder  Covert  let  us  go, 
Where  Zejphir's  Breezes  gently  blow, 

And  tell  our  Am'rous  Stories :  * 
The  Thrulh  and  Nightingale  are  there, 

O'er  Rofie  Bed  is  near  'em, 
Who  Sing  and  Warble  without  Fear, 

Rejoicing  that  we  hear  'em. 

II. 

Damon.  There,  there  the  fragrant  Woodbine  grows, 

The  Jeflamin  fweet  embracing ; 
The  Orange  and  the  Tubarofe, 
Of  which  a  Chaplet  I'll  compofe, 

My  eager  Love  expreffing. 
Clofe  by,  a  Silver  Spring  do's  rife, 

And  purling  glide  at  Leifure ; 
There  will  I  gaze  on  thofe  fair  Eyes, 

'Till  Senfe  is  loft  hi  Pleafure. 

Bays  Sings.  'Till  Senfe  is  loft,  &c.  Ah!  dear  Crea- 
ture, egad,  I'm  almoft  in  Love  with  thee  my  felf,  {Exeunt 
Singers^  but  only  here  are  others  coming,  and  fo  I'm  fore'd 

to  divide  my  Love  between  'em.  Come,  now  enter  Cre- 

mifa,  a  Country  Milk-maid,  who  rings  a  right  Ballad  in  its 
natural  Purity ;  'tis  of  her  Sifter,  and  how  fliQ  balk'd  an  a- 
morous  Knight,  a  Courtier,  Who  moft  barbaroufly  made  an 
Attempt  to  get  her  Maidenhead,-— Here's  Variety  for  ye  ftilL 
Gentlemen:  Come,  my  Dear.  '  * 


Enter 
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Enter  a  M  ILK-MA  ID. 
SINGS. 

Chorus.  ^   'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring, 

The  Linnet,  Nightingale  and  Thrnfh, 
Sate  on  the  frefh  green  Hauthorn  Bufh  ; 
And  jug,  jug,  jug,  and  twee,  twee,  twee, 
ijvloft  fweetly  they  did  fing. 

I. 

All  you  that  either  hear  or  read, 
This  Ditty  is  for  your  Delight; 

'Tis  of  a  pretty  Country  Maid, 

And  how  flie  ferv'd  a  Courtly  Knightr 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

if 

This  Courtly  Knight,  when  Fields  were  green, 

And  Sol  did  genial  Warmth  infpire ; 
A  Farmer's  Daughter  late  had  feen, 

Whofe  Face  had  fet  his  Heart  on  Fire.  1 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring. 

III. 

Oft  to  her  Father's  Houfe  he  came, 
And  kindly  was  receiv'd  there  ftill ; 

The  more  be  added  to  his  Shame, 
Since  only  'twas  to  gain  his  Will. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  $grV. 

IV. 

One  Evening  then,  amongft  the  reft. 

He  came  to  vifit  this  good  Man ; 
But  needs  muft  know  where  Clara  was, 
And  heard  fhe  was  a  Milking  gone. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring, 


Then 
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V. 

Then  calPd  he  for  his  pamper'd  Steed, 

With  Piftols  at  his  Saddle  Bow; 
And  to  the  Meadow  rode  with  Speed, 
Where  fhe  was  milking  of  her  Cow. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c* 

VI. 

Then  down  he  lights,  and  ties  his  Horle, 
And  fwore  fhe  muft  his  Pain  remove; 
If  not  by  fair  Means,  yet  by  Force, 
Since  he  was  dying  for  her  Love. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

VII. 

The  pearly  Tears,  now  trickling  fall, 

And  from  her  fair  bright  Eyes  do  flow ;  [ 

But  that  he  heeded  not  at  all, 

But  do's  her  ftrait  the  Piftols  fliew. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring, 

VIIL 

But  firft  pull'd  out  a  fine  gay  Purfe, 

Well  lin'd  within,  as  fhe  might  fee  ; 
And  cry'd,  before  it  happens  worfe, 
Be  wife,  and  take  a  golden  Fee. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

IX. 

Oh !  keep  your  Purfe,  reply'd  the  Maid, 

I  will  not  take  your  golden  Fee ; 
For  well  you  hope  to  be  repaid, 
And  greater  Treafure  take  from  me. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

Bayes.  So,  hold,  hold ;  enough,  enough ;  1  confider'd 

the  Story,  tho'  'tis  altogether  pleafant,  would  be  too  long, 
and  perhaps  pall  the  Audience,  and  fo  cunningly  defign'd 
the  Gonclufion  for  the  next  Act 

Smith. 
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Smith.  Oh!  whyfo,  Mr.  Bayes  \  no,  no,  prithee  let's 

have  it  out,  I  don't  think  it  tedious  at  all. 

Cham.  Oh!  out  with  it,  by  all  means;  tedious,  'tis 

very  novel  and  divertive. 

Bayes.  Nay,  egad,  I'll  be  upon  fure  Ground; — I'll  have 
Leave  of  the  Audience.-— If  they  fay  ay,  flie  fhall  proceed,  not 
elfe, — I'll  nor  be  Jiifs'd  at  for  being  tedious ,  I'm  refolv'd ; 
What  fay  ye,  Gentlemen*  fhall  flie  go  on  or  no  ? 

X. 

A  thund'ring  Oath  then  out  he  fenty 
That  flie  fliould  prefently  be  Dead , 

For  were  his  Heart  not  eas'd,  he  meant 
Point  blank,  to  flioot  her  thro'  the  Head. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

xi; 

Then  making  Hafte  to  feize  her  went. 
And  laid  the  Fire  Arms  at  her  Feet; 
i  Whilft  Clara  feeing  his  Intent, 

Has  no  recourfe  to  Aid  but  Wit. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring,  &c. 

XII. 

She  feigns  a  Smile,  and  clinging  dole, 

Cry 'a  out,  I've  now  your  Courage  try'd; 
You've  met  no  Ample  Country  Moufe, 
My  Dear,  you  fhall  be  fatisry'd. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  ilow'ry  Spring, 

XIII. 

l\Iy  Father  takes  me  for  a  Saint, 

Tho?  weary  of  my  Maiden  Geer; 
That  I  may  give  you  full  Content, 
Pray  look,  Sir  Knight,  the  Coalt  be  clear. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flow'ry  Spring, 


XIV.  Look 
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XIV. 

Look  out,  and  fee  who  comes  and  goes, 
And  you  lhall  quickly  have  your  Will, 

For  if  my  Father  nothing  knows, 
Then  I  lhall  be  a  Maiden  m'll. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the,  &c. 

XV. 

The  witlefs  Knight  peeps  o'er  the  Hedge, 
As  one  well  pleas'd  with  what  he  heard, 

When  fhe  do's  both  the  Piftols  match, 
And  boldly  flood  upon  her  Guard. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the,  £sfr. 

XVI. 

Keep  off,  keep  off,  Sir  Fool,  fhe  cry'd, 
And  from  this  Spot  of  Ground  retire, 
For  if  one  Yard  to  me  you  flride ; 
By  my  fav'd  Maidenhead  I  fire. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the,  &c. 

XVII. 

My  Father  once  a  Soldier  was, 

And  Maids  from  Ravifhers  would  free  ;< 
His  Daughter  too  in  fuch  a  Cafe, 
Can  fhoot  a  Gun  as  well  as  he. 
Chorus.    'Twas  in  ihe,  £*ff. 

XVIII. 

For  Sovereign  too,  when  Foe  invades, 

Can  on  occafion  bravely  kill, 
Not  flioot  like  you  at  harmlefs  Maids  ; 

That  won't  obey  your,  favage  Will. 
Chorus.    'Twas  in  the  flowry  Spring,  &c. 

XIX, 

Who  when  the  good  old  Man,  whole  Cheer 

Shew'd  welcome,  tho'  of  little  Coll, 
A  Rape  thought  on  his  Daughter  dear, 
Moll  grateful  way  to  pay  your  Hod. 
Chorus.    'Twas  in  the,  &c.  .  XX 
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XX. 


Go  home  ye  Fop,  where  Game's  not  dear, 

And  for  half  Crown  a  Doxey  get, 
But  feek  no  more  a  Patridge  here, 
You  cou'dn't  keep,  tho'  in  your  Net. 
Chorus.    'Twas  in  the  flowry  Spring,  &c. 


XXI. 


At  this  the  Knight  look'd  like  a  Mome, 

He  prays,  he  fues,  yet,  vain  was  all ; 
She  foon  convey'd  the  Trophies  home, 
And  hung  up  in  her  Father's  Hall. 
Chorus.  'Twas  in  the  flowry  Spring,  cirY. 

Bayes,  Very  well  thank'e  Sweet-heart,  'tis  a  little  of 

the  lon^ft  —  but  the  Relifli  and  Story  in't  lhall  vie  with 

all  the  Opera  Trillo's  in  Europe,  egad          Come,  now 

the :  lalt  Dialogue  And  the  Dance,  and  fo  end  the  Aft. 

that  '  Wdl  faid'  th°U  fpar'ft  n°  Pains'  1  muft% 

Bayes  I  think  fo,  this  now  exprefling  another  fort  of  Ac- 
cident relating  to  Country  Matters— is  the  intended  Plunder 
or  a  Cottage  m  time  of  War,  and  fav'd  from  the  rough 
Officer  by  the  model!  Virtue  of  two  pretty  Farmers  Daugh- 
ters, whom  I  make  him  fall  in  love  with -Hey -call 
*he  Serjeant  agen— there— we  muftufe  him  once  more 
— — oh  come,  Sir. 

Enter  Officer  and  Serjeant,  and  three 
or  four  Soldiers. 

Officer  fings. 

Draw  out  our  Foot,  and  flank  the  Horfe, 
I  he  Gates  of  that  proud  Building  force  : 

And  bid  the  Churl  his  Money  bring, 
Whofe  fordid  Soul,  as  black  as  Ink, 
Would  never  make  a  Soldier  drink  ; 

Nor  do  one  generous  thing. 
*erj.    At  your  Command  you  may  be  furc, 

They  inftantly  will  do't, 

And  if  come  Files  of  Foot, 
A  Score  of  Men,  or  fewer,  \ycre 


Ba  yes  no  Poetaster.  $| 

Were  order'd  here,  where  now  we  are, 
You'd  find  fome  Bags  as  full  and  fair, 
And  buxom  Girls  to  boot. 
Officers.  This  feems  a  Farmer's  Grange. 
Serj.    'Tis  fo. 

Thofe  Earthworms  make  the  Money  grow, 

As  rife  as  Beans  and  Peas, 
And  tho'  himfelf  look  like  a  Loufe, 
He  has  two  Daughters  in  his  Houfe, 
That  fhine  as  bright 
As  Stars  by  Night, 
And  quick  and  nimble  as  a  Moufe ; 
Hop  up  and  down  like  Fleas. 

Officer.  Stand,  {land  away  fure  thefe  are  they. 

Serj.     Your  Honour's  Right—A  Sorrel  and  a  Bay. 

[  Daughters  come  in. 

Another  Movement,  flo  w. 

1  Daug,  Be  pleas'd,  Sir,  to  draw  near, 

And  tafte  our  homely  Beer. 
We've  Manchets  jufl  now  bak'd, 
And  Chefnuts  newly  rak'd ; 
Stout  Beer,  the  Bottles  breaking, 
And  Syder,  our  own  making — Stout  Beer,  &c. 
Officer.    Oh  !  for  your  Meat  and  Drink  I  think  not  on't ; 
There's  fomething  elfe,  Sweetheart,  I  want. 

2  Daitg.  Your  Honour  may  love  Fruit  : 

We'll  bring  ye  that  to  boot. 
A  Peach  that  charms  the  Puller, 
And  Cherries  your  own  Colour ; 
Fine  Plums  that  might  regale  a  Queen, 
With  Codlings  too  and  Cream. 
Officer.    The  prettieft  Fools  that  e'er  were  feen 
By  Heaven,  or  elfe  I  Dream. 
How  my  Heart  pants— I  muft— and  yet  I'm  loth. 

[Afide, 

Serj.       A  plague,  why  fure  he  won't  attack  'em  both. 
Officer.    Sweet  can  you  love  

1  Dang.  Oh!  yes,  Sir,  and  afford  a  Bargain  in't  with 
Honefty. 

Officer.    A  fimple,  fimple  word. 
<L  'Tis  out,  quite  out  of  Fafhion  [takes  hold  of  the  firft,  and 
i  other  prills  him  away  ]  Come,  I  long. 

2  Daug.  Pray,  Sir,  mind  me,  I'll  fing  ye  a  fine  Song. 

Another 
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Another  Movement. 

Th6re  was  a  Soldier  brave  intrenching,  V 

That  Honour  priz'd,  not  Gold,  nor  wenching  <. 

Was  Itill  the  foremoft,  never  flinching.  f 

Officer.     Oh  Tranfport !  how  this  fecond  Fires  ? 

Come,  then,  will  you  comply  with  my  Defires  ? 

;    .  \To  the  fecond  Daughter. 

I  grow  impatient. 

1  Dang.  Pray,  Sir,  turn  this  way, 

I  fing  a  little  too  as  one  may  fay.     [  takes  hold 
\oj  the  jecond  Daughter,  and  the  fir  ft  pulls  him  away. 

Another  Movement. 
The  Captain  from  the  Temple  led' 
His  kind  and  charming  Love, 

And  fairly  got  her  Maidenhead, 
As  (he  did  well  approve 
Serf     They've  fool'd  him  quite,  I  fee  it  in  his  Face. 
Officer.  Sweet  Innocence,  how  charming  is  thy  Grace  \  L 
Luit  now  ebbs  out,  and  Love  flows  in  a-pace.  ) 

Another  Movement. 

2  Dang.  Remember  Honour  glorious, 

'Twill  make  you  ftill  victorious; 
Which  Peace  of  Mind  providing, 
Is  to  Fame's  Temple  guiding, 
i  Daug.  If  you  would  take  occafion, 
To  plant  a  lawful  Paffion. 

tTTi-    ~,  [  Sings  the  fame  Tune; 

What  Charmer  but  would  take  ye, 

aw     r    ever  happy nlake  ye- 

Vfficer-.    I  will  •  my  Heart,  by  Love  and  Honour  won, 
oo  much  admires  thee  now, 
I'll  plight  a  nuptial  Vow, 
And  tor  your  charming  fakes  will  fave  the  Town; 

Another. 

Draw  off,  my  Boys,  your  Powers, 

Obey,  and  dare  not  frown, 
Great  Honour  will  be  yours, 
Serjeant.       But  Profit  will  be  none. 

E  Anfivering  in  the  fame  Tune. 

:  •  Serf  ' 
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Great  Honour  will  be  yours, 


By  this  brave  Action  done. 


If  we  were  let  alone. 


By  this  brave  Action  done. 


j^Great  Profit  would  be  ours, 


If  we  were  let  alone. 


Chorus  of  all.    Great  Honour, 

Bayes.  Great  Honour  will  be  mine,  whenever  this  is  fung, : 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  very  well  done,  egad — and  fo  your 
moft  humble.  [  Exeunt  Singers  ]  Come,  now  a  Dance  of 
Dragoons  and  Milkmaids,  and  fo  conclude — {Dance  here .] 
Look'e,  I  contriv'd  this  Song  and  Dance,  to  influence  Vir  - 
tue  and  Integrity  amongft  the  Soldiers  :  And  'tis  a  foit  of  a 
mute  Satyr,  with  inftructive  Hints,  that  inftead  of  debauch- 
ing the  Country  Lalles,  as  ufual,  they  may  reform  and  marry. 


Flea.  Sir,  There  was  a  guilded  Flask  order'd  me  to  a£t 

my  part  with,  and  Mrs.  has  taken  it  for  her  own  Ufe ; 

fo  that  without  it  I  can't  do  my  next  poifoning  Scene. 

Bayes.  Odfo,  I  muft  go  and  manage  that  Affair. 

[  Exeunt  B.  and  Flea. 

Smith.  Let's  go  too — There  may  be  fdme  pleafant  Scuffle 
amongft  the  Women. 


Enter  Fleabitten. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Aff. 
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ACT  V.  Scene! 

Enter  Bates,  and  Gentlemen,  as  before, 

O  M  E,  Gentlemen,  now  you  fhall  have  my 
t'other  Walk,  and  fo  we'll  conclude  ho- 
nourably ;  which  Walk  I  muft  tell  ye,  be- 
fore-hand, will  caufe  fome  Alterations  in 
your  Tempers,  for  'twill  raife  both  Terrour  and  Pity,  the  | 
two  great  Incidents  of  a  good  Tragedy, 

John.  Neither  in  me,  I'll  give  my  word  before-hand. 

Bayes.  Oh  !  I'll  venture  it  Come,  where's  Mifchief- 

plotter,  where's  Thimblejfal  The  Flask  of  PoifonPm 

furc  is  order'd  now.    And  Fleabitten — where's  fhe  now  ?— 
Oh  here  they  are  —  pray  fpeak. 

Enter  Th  1MB  LESS  A  and  Fleabitten. 

Himb.  Like  fullen  Spider  in  his  Web,  that  lies 

Watching  how  he  may  catch  and  poifon  Flies  i 
So  have  I  waited  for  this  Interview. 
You  told  me,  when  we  lately  eas'd  our  Bofoms, 
Of  a  rare  Drugg  was  given  you  by  a  Wizard, 
That  would  outdo  ev'n  Hecate's  Compofition, 
To  rid  us  from  thofe  Letts  of  hopeful  Greatnefs* 
And  long'd  for  Love — give — give  it  me  with  Speed, 
I  long  to  be  in  Action. 

Bayes,  Blank  Verfe,  obferve,  by  way  of  Variety ; 

Flea.    'Tis  forth  coming-— and  of  fo  mortal ,  and  fo  fell 
a  Nature, 

'Twill  feife  on  all  the  innate  Intellects, 
As  foon  as  taken  down. 
Thimb.  Oonz— let  me  have  it. 

John.   Oh  rare  Maudl'm—Smc  this  Gentlewoman  has  taken 
another  fort  of  Dofe — by  her  fwearing. 
Smith.  She's  in  a  plaguy  Paffion,  you  oiuft  fuppofe. 

Qb&nt% 
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font"*'  °h~Love  and  Amb''t'on  work  in  her  like  Aqua- 

»n!"rWPtf°r?fhe  fubtle  Creature  has  found  out 
In'       K  k    'rf  °  Quee^'  25  Wdl  as  P«rthenope,  are  fn 
71        F"aCCi    Z°0ns'  wou!d  not  one 
Irmpftreff  'S'  y°U        '  ft6'S  bu£  of  poor  Extra<aion,  » 
CW  Nay  then,  fhe  may  fwear  as  flic  plcafes. 
ffT-'.  Pb-l'ke  «iy  drunken  Carter  in  Tha-mes-ftreet. 
Thrmb.  Deliver  me  the  helliih  Cordial  ftraieht  \ 

ill  do  the  Deed;  this  is  the  Hand  of  Fate- 
Keep  you  the  Secret  clofe,  we'll  both  be  great. 

MS;,Why  thCfe  Me  tW°  dreadfuI  features,  MS 
Bayes  Hum  —  Why,  Sir,  it  may  be  they  ire   and  it 
may  be  they  are  not— Come,  proceed.  f  ' 

Enter  Armorilus  and  Parthenope. 

Perth  h  Prettlman  then  falfe— Oh  difmal  Fife  -  •  ' 
Arm.  Are  all  my  Hopes  to  be  a  Queen,  too  tee  ?  * 

Panh       m  and  tortur'd  with  the  horrfd  News^  W* 
^•  Ambition,  Fever-like,  my  Life  purfues 

5™  A°r'  "f*  f°rdial  fomekilld  God  wouu give- 
A  Crown  s  the  only  Cordial  I  would  have 

S  A^^hV^'  this  ;s  barbarous, 
on  thick!  M  a  ^lay'  t00'  when  B"finefs 

comes 

himTA  Fever^-na  fP!te  <* 

headed ;       |y  £  fct^fffigi^ 

Comem haS  qU1'te  for§0t  that's  °Paft_' 
'  Pray  COme  ln>  Que<™  and  very  lick,  d'ye  hear?  ' 


Enter 
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Enter  Queens. 

1  Queen.  No  Comfort  yet,  oh !  who  will  be  fo  kind 
To- cafe  my  fearful  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind? 

As  th'  tim'rous  Hare  that  in  the  open  Grounds  }  i 

Clofe  in  her  Form,  hears  the  ill-boding  Hounds,  L 
So  every  Word  brings  Fear,  and  Fear  my  Bread  furrounds.J 

Bayes.  And  Fear  my  Breaft  furrounds  in  Verfe  again. 

Sad,  but  fmooth  as  the  downy  plumage  Swans  do  wear, 

[Repeating. 

John.  Or  Storm  oppofing  Fur  of  Ruffian  Bear. 

Bayes.  Ay,  what  you  will,  Sir;  what  you  will—go  on. 

£:}Ha'ha>ha-  c    „  ■ 

2  Queen.  Guilt's  fulfom  Diet  do's  my  Stomach  pall, 
And  ah !  to  whom  ftiall  I  for  Succour  call, 

That  can  with  Cordial  Skill  my  Pain  affwage, 
And  quell  my  Royal  angry  Husband's  Rage  f 
Bayes.  Now  mind. 

Enter  Thimblessa  with  a  Flask. 

Thim.  They're  here,  and  all,  as  to  my  Purpofe,  met  ^ 
Like  Partridge-Covey,  ready  for  the  Net ;        rSAfde'  C 
I  come,  great  Queens,  to  pity  your  fall'n  State.  [To  them.) 

1  Queen.  What  News  abroad  ? 

2  Queen.  What  fays  the  Voice  of  Fate  ? 

itm*  The  King  do's  ftill  perfift  in  Rage  and  Hate  ; 
Sharp  Knives,  and  Axes,  and  fuch  Butcher's  Words, 
Are  all  the  Matter  their  Difcourfe  affords. 

i  Queen.  I  may  well  believe  we  are  undone. 

*  Queen.  There  is,  alas!  no  way  for  us  but  one. 

Bayes.  No  way  for  us  but  one.  \_Mtmichng.\  Hold,  hold, 
now'fuppofing  her  felf  in  fear  of  Execution,  and  refolving 
to  fuffer  mildly,  here  muft  be  a  topping  Simile. 

Smith.  Is  that  abfolutely  neceflary,  Sir  ? 

Bayes.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  always  counted  a  mighty  Ornament ; 
a  noted  Bard  lately,  at  the  end  of  an  A&,  to  embellift  the 
Work  made  his  Heroine  compare  her  felt  to  a  Bull  jult  go- 
ing to  be  knock'd  o'th'  Head.  Now  mine  here,  I  think, 

is  a  more  foft  and  natural  Fancy  by  much;  for  I  compare 
my  Queen,  to  fhew  her  Humility,  to  a  meek,  lowly  Coun- 
try Cook-maid,  who  is  juft  defigning  toftick  a  Pig. 

John.  \  Pig,  that's  lowly  and  condefcenduig  indeed. 

J  Bayes, 
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Bayes  reads.  Thus  do's  the  tuneful  Pig  in  Fothh  Arms. 
Smith.  The  tuneful  Pig  ! 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  with  Wick,  Wick,  Wick,  deplore  cn- 
fuing  Harms ; 

Mouth  ftop'd,  and  Limbs  extended  fnowy  white, 

Like  tender  Virgin  on  her  Bridal  Night ; 

Yield  to  the  Knife  which  thro'  its  Gullet  goes, 

Whilft  gufhing  Purple  down  the  Bowl  exuberantly  flows. 
Ah,  Gadzooks,  match  that  Simile,  Mr.  Critick,  if  you  can. 

Smith.  Nay,  Faith,  Johnfon,  here  I  think  Mr.  Bayes  has 
Nonplus'd  ye. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bayes.  Nonplus'd  'em,  ha,  ha,  ha. — —Come,  go  on. 

Parth.  But  of  the  Princes  what  do's  Fame  relate  > 

i'him.  There's  Gibbets  rais'd  for  them  at  the  Court  Gate. 

Bayes.  A  bloody  Character  hers.  You  muft  know?  as 

thefe'for  Pity,  fo  I  made  hers  to  caufe  Terror;  befides,  be- 
ing  all  her  Rivals,  the  fubtle  Queen  tells  this  Lye,  that  fo  by 
driving  'em  to  Defpair,  fee  may  make  'em  readier  for  her 
Revenge. 

i  Queen.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

I  Queen.  Since  of  all  Hope  bereft  ? 

Thim.  Take  Heart,  oh  Queens,  fome  Comfort  yet  is  left. 

[She  ws  the  Flask. 
This  happy  Flask  a  Cordial  Draught  contains, 
Compos'd  to  eafe  th'  affli&ed  of  their  Pains  : 
Not  GaUick  Nantz,  nor  fam'd  Hibernian  Juice, 
Nor  what  the  noble  Clary  do's  produce, 

Can  half  fo  much  revive.  Drink  and  don't  fpare, 

It  is  the  fovereign  Antidote  of  Care.    [Gives  it  the  i st  Queen. 

1  Queen.  Thou'rt  kind — I'll  try — 'tis  good. 

[Drinks  and  gives  it  the  2d  Queen. 

2  Queen.  None  better  found-  [Drinks  and  gives  it  Arm. 
Arm.  Moft  excellent.  [Gives  it  Parthenope. 

Parth.  Divine,  let  it  go  round.  [All  drink. 

Bayes.  If  this  is  not  a  barbarous  Devil,  I  don't  know 

where  you  will  find  one.  This  Scene  too  will  make 

fome  People  be  afraid  of  being  too  eager  for  a  Dram  of  the 
Bottle. 

tfhim.  So,  now  to  your  Repofe  with  Pleafure  go, 

[Exeunt  all  but  Thimblefla. 
What  Comforts  will  attend,  you  foon  will  know. 
Tis  done  to  my  WWh,  and  I  fliall  fear  none  of  thefe  Rivals 

hereafter.  Now  for-my-^bther  Fool,  Fleabitten ;  to  flop 

\§x  Tale-telling  I'll  go  to  the  Kings  and  accufe  her  prefently- 

?  3  The 
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The  Flask  they  have  with  'cm,  which  being  known  to  be 
hers,  will  do  her  Bufinefs  effectually.  [Exit. 

Chant.  Oh  !  this  Cataftrophe  will  be  too  bloody,  Mr. 
Bayes. 

Bayes.  This,  nay  there's  more  yet.  The  Princes  are  to 

take  the  fame  Dofe  too. — —Come,  quick,  Prince  Vvlaus ; 
pray,  Sir,  come  and  poyfon  your  felf. 

Enter  Princes. 

P.  Vol.  What  have  they  done,  ye  Gods  !  what  is't  I  fee  ! 
P.  Pret.  Oh !  dreadful  Sight !  dead  my  Parthenope !  ■ 

[They  go  in  and  bring  out  the  Flash. 
'Tis  fo,  and  done  by  this,  of  which  Pm  ttf  Caufe. 

P.  Vol.  Since  too,  we've  loll  the  Crown,  why  do  we 
Paufe  > 

Let's  follow  ftrait  to  the  EUfian  Shade. 

P.  Prett.  Which  was  for  all  fuch  wretched  Lovers  made. 

[They  drink  and  Exeunt. 

Smith.  Oh!  horrible. 

Bayes.  Nay  prithee,  dear  Smith,  have  Patience.  I  know 
thefe  tragick  Actions  mud  needs  touch  thee^  as  they  will  the 
reft  of  the  Audience;  but  prithee  let  the  Pky  conclude.  I 

tell  thee  ftill  thou  haft  not  my  Head.  Come,  now  draw 

the  dead  Scene  there,  and  fhew  them  all,  and  then  enter  the 
two  Kings  haftiiy.  •  .  ; 

Scene  draws,  and  the  two  Queens,  Prince  Volcius,  Prince. 
Prettiman,  Armorillis  and  Parthenope,  appear  fitting  in 
Chairs  all  a-rowy  as  dead. 

So ;  now  I'll  be  bold  to  lay,  this  excels  the  moft  famous 
dead  Scene  that  ever  was  fticwn  in  Tragedy.  » 

Enter  Kings,  with  THIMBLESSA  and  Fleabitteh 
guarded. 

j  King.  Oh!  baleful  Sight;  oh  J  wretched  Royalty, 
That  cannot  this  amend,  and  yet  can  fee. 

a  King.  W e  were  refolv'd  Love  fhou'd  again  take  place, 
And  all  be  pardon'd  by  an  Act  of  Grace. 

I  King.  Faithful  Thimblcffa,  thy  Preferment  (hall 
Equal  thy  Loyalty,  which  we  extol. 

2  K  ing. 
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2,  King.  But  for  this  bloody  Trait'rcfs  let  her  feel 

The  fharpeit  Pangs  on  the  tormenting  Wheel. 
Flea,  Barbarian !  will  you  ferve  me  thus  ?  [To  Thimbleffa* 
fhim.  Yes,  Fool,- 

'Tis  juft,  I  always  us'd  ye  as  my  Tool : 
Like  modern  Wits  that  deal  in  Policy, 
Us'd  for  a  Turn  a  while,  and  then  thrown  by : 
Lay  hold,  and  bind  her.     [The  Guards  are  going  to  bind  her. 
Flea.  Nay  then,  I'll  play  my  Card. 

Kings— they  are  all  alive,  take  off  your  Guard, 

Both  Kmgs.  Alive,  how  can  that  be? 

Smith.  Ay,  how  indeed  ? 
I'm  fure  we  faw  'em  poyfon  themfelves  fairly. 
John.  Ay,  and  they  muft  be  dead  too,  what  a  Pox  J 
Bayes.  Oh!  you  fliall  fee  that  prefently.— D'ye  hear,  all 
of  ye,  are  ye  dead  or  no  ? 
Omnes.  No,  no. 

Bayes.  Look'e  there,  I  hope  you'll  take  their  Words. 

Chant.  Well ;  but  how  is  this  natural,  Mr.  Bayes  ? 

Bayes.  Why  thus,  Sir ;  I  have  told  ye  agen  and  agen,  thai 
the  Audience,  as  well  as  your  felves,  fhall  always  be  fur  - 
priz'd  with  my  Plots ;  fo  what  you  think  will  end  one  way, 
I  ever  defign  another :  And  this,  Sir,  I  affirm,  no  Poet 
breathing  has  Wit  enough  to  do  but  my  felf. 

Smith.  Ay,  but  a  little  plainer,  pray,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Why  then  plainly,  you  muft  know,  Sir,  that  this 
Fleabitten,  a  better  Head-piece  than  t'other,  and  a  great  deal 
honefter ,  finding  the  vicious  and  vindictive  Nature  of  Thtm- 
bleffa,  refolv'd  to  try  her  by  a  piece  of  Cunning;  and  fo  told 
her  fhe  had  that  mortal  Poyfon,  already  mcntion'd,  which 
foe,  wanting  it  to  difpatch  her  Rivals,  greedily  begs,  and  t'o- 
ther as  readily  fecms  to  grant ,  but  inftead  of  it  only  gives  her 
a  Flask  fill'd  with  Sack,  with  an  Opiate  in't,  which  in  few 
Minutes  would  lofe  its  quality,  and  render  'em  as  well  as 

ever.  And  now,  pray,  Sir,  have  you  my  Head  or  no  ?— • 

Ha,  ha,  ha.-  Go  on,  dear  Fleabittcn. 

Smith.  This  is  better  than  I  expected,  Johnfon. 

Flea.  Within  ten  Minutes  fhe  my  Guilt  fliall  clear,  and 
prove  who  did  the  Deed. 

Kings.  Then  feixe  on  her.     [Guards  go  to  feize  her,  and 

[Jhe  turns  mad  and  raves . 

Thim.  Burn,  burn  my  Chariot. 

Bayes.  See,  fee  another  Turn,  her  Guilt  has  cnick'd  her 
Brain,  and  fhe  runs  mad  o'th'  fudden. 


Thim . 
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Thim.  Bum,  burn  my  Chariot,  I  am  Phaeton. 
I  guide  the  flaming  Horfes  of  the  Sun ; 

Or  rather,  I'm  his  Spoufe  Cynthia  the  Moon: 

The  Stars  are  all  my  Pages,  fee 'how  they  glitter, 
Each  in  his  Golden  Coat  made  up  of  Atoms. 
Their  Food  Coffee-Berries  fcorch'd  by  Lightning, 
That  burns  the  Souls  of  Monarchs  into  Cruft ; 
Mingling  in  melted  Vows  inftead  of  Water. 

You  Kings  are  my  Gallants.  Come  let's  to  bed ; 

But  you're  fo  old— you  cough,  and  fnore,  and  fpit. 

Royalty's  rotten.  Give  me  found  Heart  of  Oak. 

T-  ,  T  „  [Looking  on  P.  Prettiman. 

I  ftake  your  Leaves  off.  [Shakes  'em.']  But  there's  a  Pine,  hah. 
Oh,  ye  Gods!  — he's  crooked,  grow  ftraight,  for  Shame- 
Hand  firmly  like  a  Cedar— I  heard  him  breathe,  he  plays  Dok- 
flcep  to  balk  me.— If  fo,  I'll  dive  and  get  a  Lobfter's  Claw 
alive  I'll  get  one;  and  lb  pinch  his  Nofe,  I'll  make  him  rc?r 
'till  he  leave  off  diffcmbling.— Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  he's  mount- 
ing, and  Vapour  like,  fee  he's  cxhai'd  on  high:— I'll  follow 
and  purfue  him  through  the  Sky. 

Ride  on  a  Whirlwind,  make  proud  Jove  obey  : 
I  come,  I  come,  ye  Clods  of  Earth,  give  way! 
[Rujhes  thro"  the  Guards,  throws  fame  down  and  Exit. 
Bayes.  Oh!  rarely  acted,  finely  perform'd,  egad,  Mrs!— 
This,  Gentlemen,  is  a  Trick,  you  mud  know,  often  us'd  by 
ionic  very  great  Authors;  who  when  they  don't  know  what 
to  do  with  a  Character  in  their  Plays,  they  make  it,  to  amufe 
tiie  Audience,  run  ftark  mad ;  which  do's  the  Bufinefs  rare- 
ly.—But  now  for  their  Maj cities  A6t  of  Grace  in  Conclufi- 
on,  and  then  all  fliall  end  merrily. 
John.  So,  that's  well. 

1  King.  It  Goddcfs  Juno  would  my  Spoufe  reilore, 

I  would  forgive,  and  doat  on  her  once  more.  L 

lAmg.  And  I  be  fonder  than  I  was  before.  j 

i  Ktng.  Thefc  Princes,  tho'  difloyal,  pardon  too, 
And  in  a  friendly  Dance  new  Joys  purfue. 

Flea.  Sound  Mulick  there,  fee,  they  begin  to  wake. 

The  Tune  of  a  Dance  is  plaid,  the  fjrft  (h;cen  yawns,  rifes 
Jhwly  up  rnakesaCuriejy,  and  takes  the  firjt  King,  who 
hmlwg  hjfes  it,  '  7 

I  Queen.  A  Dance— nay  then  this  Hand  I  humbly  take. 
z  Queen.  1  this,  and  hope  I  (hall  Atonement  make. 

[Takes  thejecond  King's  Hand. 

P,  Vol. 
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P.  Vol.  Then  this  is  mine.  [Takes  Armorillis. 

Arm.  This  mine. 

P.  Fret.  This  mine.  [Takes  Parthenope. 

Parth.  This  mine. 

Omnes.  And  all  with  Thanks  in  the  Diverfion  join. 

Here  they  all  Dance  with  hugging  and  kiffing,  infpir'd  by 
Cupid  and  Venus  descending  from  the  Clouds. 

Bayes.  Now  here's  the  fined  Dance  in  the  World  

There's  for  ye  now,  egad,  I  can't  forbear  faluting  'em  my 
felf  in  this  Dance ;  and  to  make  'em  finifh  the  Play  in  Joy 
and  Peace,  is  beyond  all  other  Conclufions  in  the  World, 
I  think.  9 

John.  Be  the  reft  of  the  Play  what  it  will ,  the  Conclu- 
fion  of  it,  by  Jove,  is  good.—- Hark'e,  Friend,  [To  a  Scene* 
keeper.  ]  prithee  try  if  thou  can'ft  get  me  a  Dram  of  fome- 
thing.  > 

Smith.  I  can't  conclude  fure  'till  that  Gentlewoman 
[Fleabitten\  is  rewarded. 

Chant.  Ay,  that  indeed  muft  be  thought  on,  and  then  all's 
in  order. 

Bayes.  Why  then  (he  fhall  be  rewarded,  Sir,  if  you'll  have 
Patience.  The  Queens,  you  fee,  are  juft  going  to  comple- 
ment her ;  look'e  there,  [The  Queens  go  and  make  Curtejies, 
and  IVhifper  Fleabitten.]  (he's  happier  than  the  Poet  is,  fhe's 
to  have  a  confiderable  Place  at  Court. 

John.  What,  without  being  fent  to  learn  Spanip  ? 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  without  being  fent  to  learn  Spanip,  good 

Mr.  Biter;  are  you  let  into  that  Secret !  Well,  thus  far 

I  think  we  are  right. — Now  for  the  laft  vocal  Entertainment, 
and  then  you're  welcome,  Gentlemen. 

John.  Egad,  the  Entertainment  muft  ftay  for  me,  my  Sto- 
mach wambles  fo,  I  muft  go  and  look  after  my  Dram. 

Smith.  Why  Faith,  I  think  a  Dram,  as  he  fays,  will  be 
no  falfe  Latin,  and  then  we'll  come  and  hear  the  Conclu- 
sion* . 

Bayes.  Let  'em  go,  the  Jeft  is  coming  to  Difcovery.  [Exit 
Johnfon  anjd  Smith]  And  now  we  are  alone,  my  Friend,  I 
give  ye  Thanks  for  your  Share  in'r. 

Chant.  I  think.  I  han't  been  wanting  to  humour  Matters  as 
you  order'd  me ;  and  if  your  comical  A6Hon,  lately  rehears'd, 
has  been  a  Bite  upon  our  Criticks,  Smith  and  Johnfon  yon- 
der, but  efpecially  the  laft,  I  fliall  find  my  felf  very  well  di- 
verted with  the  Pleafure  of  turning  the  Jeft  upon  him;  not 
*  only 
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only  by  fhewing  your  fuperior  Talent  of  Undemanding, 
which  he  now  very  much  doubts ;  but  alfo  by  their  finding 
the  Drama  here,  which  he  has  all  along  ridicul'd,  to  be  ellen- 
tially  proper  in  its  felf,  and  writ  on  purpofc  in  this  manner 
for  the  Town's  Diverfion. 

Bayes.  The  ill  Nature  of  Criticifm  is  grown  to  fo  moi> 
ftrous  a  Degree,  and  the  Wits  of  that  kind  are  fo  plung'd  in 
their  own  Self-opinions,  that  for  the  mere  fake  of  condemn- 
ing a  whole  Piece,  they  fliall  negligently  overlook  feveral 
Beauties  in  it  that  deferve  Applaufe ;  of  this  inveterate  kind 
is  Johnfon,  whom,  by  ridiculing  my  felf  in  A&ion,  I  and 
my  Piece  here  have  banter'd  all  this  while ;  and  who,  for  all 
his  boafted  Learning  and  Judgment,  do's  not  enter  into  the 
Merit  of  my  Caufe. 

'  Chant.  There  lies  the  Marrow  of  the  Jcft,  I  frail  laugh  at 
him  egregioufly  when  we  bring  him  to  own  his  Miftake;  I 
have  lent  him  the  Book  you  gave  me,  your  Remarks  on  hu- 
man Learning. 

Bayes.  I  heard  fo,  and  that  it  has  the  Luck  even  to  con- 
troul  his  Criticifm ,  for  they  fay  he  commends  it  to  the 
Skies. 

Chant.  He's  ravifht  with't,  calls  it,  The  Wonderful ;  

fwears  Ariftotle  and  Pliny  were  mere  Dunces  to  the  Author 
of  that,  which  makes  our  Deiign  the  more  pleafant  (till. 

Bayes.  Through  all  my  Piece,  hitherto,  it  has  feem'd  a. 
Banter  upon  Poets  and  Poetry;  now  'tis  high  time  to  let  the 
Satyr  turn  upon  the  Criticks,and  by  proving  the  fubje&  Mat- 
ter only  fpurious,  ftiew  theExcellence  of  that  charming  My* 
fiery,  and  curb  the  Rafhnefs  of  thofe  who  fuppofe  them- 
felves  Judges  of  Wit  and  Writings,  and  yet  in  reality  come 
very  fhort  of  the  Matter :  But  here  they  are  again,— now  for 
the  Mufick,  and  then  we  (hall  hear  the  Sentence. — Come 
Gentlemen. 

Enter  Johns  on  and  Smith. 

And  now  to  entertain  you,  Sir,  particularly,  [7»John- 
fon.]  I  have  contriv'd  another  Opera  Rarity.  It  has  al- 
ways been  a  great  Beauty  in  'em  to  get  a  Lyon,  or  a  Bear 
in,  to  put  one  of  the  chief  A6tors  in  Diftrefs;  who  being  ve- 
ry outragious  upon  the  poor  Fellow  that  was  cover'd  in  the 
Monger's  Shape ,  and  to  fhew  his  extreme  Valour,  has  of- 
ten beat  and  bruifed  him  moll  unmercifully.  Now  to  flicw 
a  little  more  Decency,  and  fave  (he  Scene-keeper,  who  ge- 
nerally 
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nerally  had  not  above  half  a  Crown  a  time  for  having  his 
Bones  broke,  I  have  contriv'd  fomething,  for  I  confefs  I 
would  have  a  Lyon  if  poffible. 

Smith.  Oh !  nothing  more  natural  in  an  Opera  than  a  Ly- 
on, Mr.  Bayes. 

John.  Ay,  or  the  Creature  that  goes  about  with  long  Ears 
would  do  very  well. 

Chant.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 

Bayes.  Well,  well,  for  all  that,  this  is  purpofely  prefent- 
ed  to  your  Parts,  Faith,  Mr.  Johnfon.  Now  my  Contriv- 
ance is  this, — I  bring  my  Hero,  who  muft  be  a  fine  Singer, 
you  muft  know,  upon  the  Stage  ;  the  feeming  Lyon  attacks 
him ; — but  here's  the  Turn  now — the  Oppofer  is  only  a  Scotch 
Conjurer,  or  Magician,  who  puts  himfelf  into  a  Lyon's 
Shape  to  deftroy  the  Hero,  who  is  one  of  King  George's  Of- 
ficers, and  was  ringing  in  a  Wood  near  the  Camp  there ; 
but  hearing  his  melodious  and  delicate  Trillo,  is  fo  charm'd, 
that  after  two  or  three  Flourifhes  and  flight  Buffets  receiv'd, 
he  fings  the  Bafs  part  in  a  Dialogue  with  him,  and  afterwards 
a  Scotch  Song ;  ■  where  giving  him  theVi&ory,  he  faves  the 
Breath  of  the  one,  and  the  Bones  of  the  other — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Smith.  Admirably  well  contriv'd,  Sir. 

Bayes.  Well,  if  you  like  it,  Gentlemen,  I'll  crowd  it 
fomewhere  amongft  the  reft.  Come,  enter  Hero,  his  Sword 
drawn  for  the  Combat,  and  let  the  Lyon  be  ready  to  anfwer 
and  ling  the  Scotch  Song. 

Enter  Hero  and  Lyon. 

Hero  fings  in  Recitative. 

Alas,  alas,  alas,  what  ails  me, 
Methinks  my  Strength  and  Courage  fails  me ; 
'Tis  fo,  and  if  Fate  don't  reftore  me, 

This  horrid  Monfter  may  devour  me: 
Yet  I've  a  Mufick  Spell,  a  Sybil  gave  me, 
Is  Sovereign,  and  perhaps  may  fave  me. 
Air.  Oh !  Mufick  that  with  moving  Art, 
lnfpires  the  Brain  and  charms  the  Heart, 
In  gentle  Numbers  now  infufe 
Such  Strains  to  the  harmonious  Mufc, 
As  may  with  Joy  to  Mortals  fhew 
All  they  can  prove  Divine  below* 


Lyon* 
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Lyon  Jings  in  Recitative. 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  I've  loft  all  Power. 
Bayes.  Egad,  fo  methinks ;  is  that  like  the  roar  of  a  Ly- 
pn,  Sir?  You  fliould  roar  out,  Oh,  oh,  as  if  you  were  to 
be  heard  all  over  the  Foreft.— Prithee,  Jack  what  d'ye  call'm 
cta't  agen,  for  Shame. 
Lyon.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  IVe  loft  all  Power,  -) 
My  Charm's  out-done,  and  at  this  Hour  L 
I  cannot  leap,  nor  lafh,  nor  roar.  } 
Hero.  What  art  thou,  in  the  name  of  Wonder, 

With  Lyon  Shape,  and  V  oice  of  Thunder  ? 
Some  grand  Inchanter's  Fiend,  or  what; 
ABeaft,  a  Devil,  or  a  Scot  I 
Lyon*  Hear  but  my  Air 

All  will  appear. 

Sings  a  Scotch  Song, 

I 

lie  a  Highland  Laddy, 

Muckle,  ftout  and  bold,. 
As  e'er  wore  a  Pladdy 

Wrapping  from  the  Cold, 
A  rank  Union  hater, 

Which  did  us  nea  Gud, 
And  to  root  that  Matter, 

Woons  Ife  leafe  my  Blood. 

II. 

Daddy  dealt  in  Charming, 

We'll  he'd  cure  the  Itch  ; 
Weather  too  make  ftorming. 

Mammy  was  a  Witch  : 
Fra  thefe  twa  gud  People 

Came  my  Conj'ring  Skill ; 
I  can  fire  a  Steeple, 

Or  can  raife  the  De'el, 


10.  Oft 
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III. 

Oft  my  fel  transforming 

To  fmaw  Beaft  or  large, 
I  abroad  am  harming, 

Aw  that  love  King  George. 
But  your  Charm  is  ftronger 

By  a  high  Degree, 
I  can  roar  no  longer, 

You  have  conquer'd  me. 

Hero  in  Recitative, 

Victoria,  Victoria*,  vhe  le  Roy,  viveleRoy;  picloria* 
Since  Fate  alone  this  Deed  has  done, 

I  muft  Affairs  to  Orders  bring ; 
And  wifh  the  King's  vile  Enemies, 
That  ever  dare  againft  him  rife 

All  ty'd  in  fuch  a  String. 

[Fetches  a  Cord  and  puts  about  the  Lyon's  Neck. 
Air.    Juft  as  my  Mufick  conquer'd  thee, 
So  will  the  King  each  Enemy, 
'Twill  be  but  vain  oppofing : 
Ye  ragged  Loons  that  won't  obey, 
And  have  in  Hopes  a  fmiling  Day, 
'Ware,  'ware  the  fatal  clofing. 

[Leads  out  the  Lyon  by  the  Hakeri 
Bayes.  So,  fo;  why  there's  the  Lyon  conquer'd  now,  and 
the  Ladies  not  frighted  at  all  with  a  bloody  Battle.  The 
reft  of  the  Entertainment,  Gentlemen,  are  three  feveral  forts 
of  Humourifts  that  make  their  Court  to  a  Lady;  who  is  fo 
modeft  fhe  receives  all  with  Indifference.  The  firft  is  anho- 
neft  jolly  Country  Gentleman,  that  fhe  refufes  for  Toping, 
and  who  refolves  not  to  leave  his  Bottle  for  any  Beauty  in 
Chriflendom. 

Enter  Gentlemen. 
SONG  here. 
I. 

When  I  vifit  proud  Celia  juft  come  from  my  Glafs, 
She  tells  me  I'm  flufter'd,  and  look  like  an  Afs ; 

When 
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When  1  mean  of  my  Pafiion  to  put  her  in  mind 
She  bids  me  leave  drinking,  or  lhe'll  ne'er  be  kind. 
That  flie's  charmingly  handfome,  I  very  well  know 
And  fo  is  my  Bottle,  each  Brimmer  fo  too  • 
And  to  leave  my  Soul's  Joy,  oh,  'tis  Nonfenfc  to  ask,  , 
Let  her  go  to  the  Devil,  to  the  Devil,  bring  t'other  \kt 
Flask.  D 

II. 

Hadflietax'd  mewith  Gaming,  and  bad  me  forbear, 

1  is  a  thoufand  to  one  I  had  lent  her  an  Ear 
Had  Ihe  found  out  my  Claris,  up  three  pair  of  Stairs, 
I  had  balk  d  her,  and  gone  to  St.  James's  to  Prayers. 
Had  Ihe  bad  me  read  Homilies  three  times  a  Day 
She  perhaps  had  been  humour'd,  with  little  to  fay 
But  at  Night  to  deny  me  my  Flask  of  dear  Red 
Let  hergo  to  the  Devil,  to  the  Devil,  there'snomore 
to  be  laid. 

Smith.  Ha,  ha,  ha,— This  is  a  veryjolly  Fellow  indeed. 
Bayes.  Well  now  Gentlemen,  you  fliall  fee  the  Lady 
and  her  moft  favour'd  Gallant,  who  is  a  little  upon  the 

Sw  °U  C'  C°Urder  like'  a  *ne  Al> 

Enter  well  Dreft  Gentleman  and  Lady. 
I. 

Hefings.  'Tis  not  a  Kifs,  or  gentle  Squeeze, 

A  Complement  or  fmiling  Eye, 
That  can  my  anxious  Bofom  eafe, 

Or  quell  the  Flame  that  foars  fo  high 
Each  welcome  Favour  giving  Hope, 

Dear  Cefia  rais'd  my  Jpys  at  firft : 
But  ftinted  is  but  like  a  Drop, 

That's  giv'n  to  one  who  dies  with  TMrffo 

IL 

F ool'd  Tantalus  in  Days  of  old, 
Had  greateft  Torment  for  his  Sin, 

Forbid  to  tafte,  yet  Hill  behold  ; 
The  Fruit  was  bobbing  at  his  Chin, 


Jl 
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Such  lufcious  Plums  and  Grapes  I  view, 
Whilft  all  by  me  are  highly  priz'd, 

Can  you  a  Gueft  invited  too, 
Think  fit  lhould  be  fo  tantalii'd  > 

lit 

Who  lets  his  Friend  but  only  lip 

His  Wine,  is  Niggard  of  his  Store, 
So  tho'  I  tafte  your  rofie  Lip, 

'Tis  nothing  if  you  grant  no  more. 
With  Fragments  fome  the  Stomach  pleafe, 

And  fmall  Repair  the  Humour  fits, 
But  Love's  a  Lord  of  noble  Race, 
And  cannot  dine  on  Scraps  and  Bits. 
Bayes.  Well  faid,  you  fee  he  deals  like  a  Man  of  Ho- 
nour, he  tells  her  his  Mind— But  now  you  fhall  hear  what 
the  Lady  fays. 
Smith.  Ay  that,  pray,  Sir. 

I. 

Ladyfwgs.  When  your  PalFion, 

On  fmall  Occalion, 
Or  Inclination, 

Your  Humour  fires ; 
Straight  'twill  caufe  ye, 

To  grow  more  fawcy, 
If  e'er  we  crofs  ye, 

In  vain  Defires. 

But  we  are  not 

Such  Fools,  we  dare  not, 
And  therefore  fear  not, 

Your  Tricks  to  tell : 
Let  it  grieve  ye, 

We  mud  deceive  ye, 
An  Inch  to  give  ye, 

You'll  take  an  ElL 


II.  If 
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If  our  Favours, 

Of  Kindnefs  favours, 
Your  warm  Behaviours 

Soon  fhews  ye  rude : 
If  but  civil, 

It  works  our  Evil, 
For  like  the  Devil, 

We're  Hill  purfued. 

Or  if  lending 

A  part  pretending, 
'Twill  foon  be  ending, 

In  Friendlhip  fmall ; 
You're  fuch  Creatures, 

Such  Virgin  Haters, 
'Tis  in  your  Natures, 

To  plunder  all. 

Bayes.  There,  there ;  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  think  flie  has  given 
him  his  own  agen — with  Intereft,  egad. 

Chant.  She's  even  with  him — indeed,  Sir,  that  muft  be 
owned. 

John.  Ay,  very  well,  fo  this  is  the  laft,  is  it  ? 

Bayes.  No,  Sir,  not  yet  The  Lady  is  not  fo  ill  be- 

lov'd— but  there's  a  mad  Fool  that  follows  her,  amongft  the 

reft, — And  now  prepare  your  felves  for  I  intend  to  fhew 

the  very  Quintifcence  of  Humour  that  can  be  in  Song  

Come,  dear,  dear,  Mr.  a  Enter,  and  as  mad  as  a  March 

Hare,  befure. 

Enter  Madman. 

Sings.  From  deep  Avernus,  which  fome  call  the  Grave, 

Blafted  with  Care  and  Pain, 

By  fcornful  Beauty  flain, 
O'er  Lethe's  Flood,  and  many  a  horrid  Wave, 

I  now  afcend  to  Plains  of  Light  again. 
I'll  mount  where  the  Celeftial  Signs 

Are  all  in  lofty  Skies  appearing, 
Where  Mufick  every  Sphere  refines, 

And  makes  it  worth  Apollo's  hearing. 

For 
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Can  be  my  dear  ; 
fve  rang'd,  I've  fought  her,  far  and  near  \ 
My  Flames  can  tell, 
She's  not  in  Hell, 
And  too  Divine, 
On  Earth  to  fliine : 
No,  no,  'tis  fo,  flie  muft  be  there. 
And  fee  where  Berenice  is  frowning, 
Her  brown  difhevel'd  Locks  difowning; 
When  fhe  difplays  her  Silver  Hair, 
And  whillt  her  Brow's  divinely  fair, 
Bright  Ariadne  too  is  crowning, 

She  fits  in  State,  in  Cajioped's  Chair. 
Oh,  help,  ye  Powers,  that  Lovers  fway, 

Help,  help,  fome  lovefick  God  ; 
Her  lovely  Bofom  fhews  the  milky  way, 
And  we  can  never,  never  mifs  the  Road, 
The  Giants  of  old, 
Made  with  Deities  bold, 
Set  Hills  upon  Hills, 
By  their  Force  and  their  Skills ; 
My  Zeal  is  as  flrong, 
And  I'll  do  fo  e'er  long, 
On  high  P enmen-mavjr,' 
Raife  like  Babel  a  Tower. 
But  if  human  Art,  cannot  add  to  my  Force, 
I'll  fly  like  a  Dove,  by  a  far  better  Courfe ; 
For  my  Friends  the  mad  Mufes  will  lend  me  their 

Horfe. 
But  if,  &c 

Bayes.  Ah,  mighty,  mighty,  — —  we'll,  my  deaf  Friend, 
go,  go,  prithee  make  haft  in,  and  get  one  of  the  young  Girls 
to  rub  ye  down,  for  thou  art  in  a  plaguy  Sweat,  I  find ; 
go,  go*  Well,  Gentlemen,  what  fay  ye,  is  not  this  conclu- 
sion fine?  [Exit  Madman. 

Chant.  Very  entertaining,  certainly,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  —  the  Songs  are  all,  no  doubt  on1t,  very 
well. 

Bayes.  And  now,  pray,  Sir,  your  Judgment  of  the  whole 
candidly. 

John.  Why,  Sir,  as  to  the  Mufical  part,  I  have  little  to  carp 
at ;  but  if  you  ask  my  Opinion  candidly  of  the  Whole,  I  mud 
be  fo  free  to  tell  ye, — that  you  defign  fome  Scenes  here,  fotf 
ierious  Tragedy,  that  are  ftrange  ftutif  to  me. 


G 


Smith, 
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Smith.  There  wants,  indeed,  a  little  Elevation,  Mr.Bayes, 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bases.  Bite:  Ha,  ha,  ha,  faith,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
now,  Sir,  to  laugh  in  my  turn;  Ha,' ha,  ha,  ha. 

Chant.  And  I  too,  faith, — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, —  for  with  your 
Severity's  Leave^  my  Friend  Critick,  he  can  fhew  very  found 
Reafons  for  what  is  paft:  And  I  have  been  all  along  con- 
cern'd  in  the  Secret,  to  put  she  Trick  upon  ye,  and  brought 
ye  hither  this  Morning  for  that  Defign.  In  fhort,  the  piece 
was  writ  thus  humouroufly  on  purpofe ;  and  what  you  fup- 
pos'd  intended  ferious  Tragedy  was  done  in  ridicule  to  ban- 
ter the  Criticks;  fo  faith  Johnfon  your  cenforious  Sword  has 
had  no  edge  to  wound  any  thing  here,  if  you  confider  wife- 
ly of  the  ma  ter. 

John,  Nay,  if  'tis  really  fo,  I  confefs  Smith  and  I  are 
both  banter'd  ;  but  however,  I  can't  help  faying,  a  Poet  for 
this  fort  of  writing  cannot  be  preferr'd  by  me;  if  he  could 
come  up  to  fuch  a  thing  as  this  now  [pulls  out  a  Book  ] 
Remarks  on  human  Learning  ,  if  he  could  write  fuch  a  Book 
inftead  of  Criticifing,  I  fhould  adore  him. 

Chant.  Why  then  to  confound  that  inveterate  Humour  of 
thine,  all  at  once  know ,  that  this  individual  Perfon  is  the 
very  worthy  Author  of  that  Book  you  value  fo,  and  now  I 
hope  yon  will  knock  under* 

John.  Why  art  thou  in  earneft —  Did  you  write  this  Book, 
Sir  ? ■  — 

Bayes.  If  it  could  fpeak,  Sir,  I  believe  it  would  anfwer  in 
the  affirmative. 

John.  Why  then,  Sir,  with  much  Veneration,  and  more 
Shame,  for  my  Miflake  of  you  and  your  Writings,  I  hum- 
beg  your  Pardon ;  and  for  your  fake  refolve  hereafter  to 
judge  of  Authors,  and  each  particular  Genius,  with  more 
Candor  than  formerly.  And,  Sir,  to  make  fome  amends,  I 
do  alfo  confefs,  that  there  is  a  natural  Self-Conceit,  in  moll 
that  would  be  thought  Criticks ,  that  infinitely  fway  above 
their  Defign  of  doing  Juftice,  which  has  made  me  difallow 
feveral  fprightly  Thoughts  and  Fancies,  cfpecially  in  your 
vocal  Part :  To  conclude,  I  am  now  of  another  Opinion, 
and  fhall  be  proud  of  your  inflruclive  Conver&tion. 

Smith.  And  I,  Sir;  you  having  now  ingeniouily  taught 
us  to  acknowledge  that  we  have  been  feverc  upon  our  felves, 
not  you  all  this  while,  and  only  begging  your  comical  Epi- 
logue, which  you  gave  us  a  hint  of,  we  defire  to  begin  a 
Uriel:  Obligation  ofTriendfhip  over  a  Bottle. 
■Baycs.  With  all  my  Heart,  Gentlemen. 

Chant. 
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Chant,  Then,  Johnfon,  you  can't  help  confeffing  the  Mu- 
fical  Part  here  is  well  enough  ? 

John.  Yes,  for  Englifi,  but  I  could  not  help  thinking  it 
was  not  elevate,  like  the  Italian  Artifts :  Oh  !  one  Seraphick 
Trillo  of  the  Signiors.  I  like  th'  infipid  Town  Thought  be- 
yond- 
er^. Beyond  all  the  good  Senfe  in  the  World, ,  Hah  ! 
Bayes.  Now,  Gentlemen,  you  mult  know,  that  this  Epi- 
logue has  a  Whim  in't,  as  well  as  the  Prologue,  it  is  a  Tria- 
logue,  and  to  be  perform'd  between  Sol,  Rain,  and  Boreas. 
Smith.  Oh !  for  Heaven's  fake  let's  have  it. 
Bayes.  On  Condition  that  you  will  henceforth  be  recon- 
cil'd  to  Plays  and  Stage-Poetry,  you  (hall — always  counter- 
ing the  Defign  is  for  fpecular  Initruction ,  as  I  could  fliew 
you  in  a  Piece  of  my  own  ;  but  fince  that  looks  like  Vanity, 
I  will  borrow  a  Piece  of  a  Country  Friend  of  my  Acquaint- 
ance, and  conclude  with  a  Parallel. 

A  Country  Lafs,  for  fuch  was  (he  here, 
(In  th'  City  may  be  Sluts  as  well  as  there) 
Kept  clean  her  Hands,  for  thofe  being  always  feen, 
Had  told  her  elfe  how  fluttifh  (he  had  been. 
But  for  her  Face,  'twas  dirty  as  the  Stall 
Of  a  Fifhmonger,  or  a  Ufurer's  Hall. 
Begrim'd  with  Filth,  that  you  might  boldly  fay 
She  was  a  true  Piece  of  Promotheus\  Clay. 
At  laft  within  a  Pail,  for  Country  Lafles 
Have  oftentimes  no  other  Looking-glaiTes, 
She  faw  her  dirty  Face,  and  fain  fhe  would 
Have  blulh'd,  if  thro'  fo  much  Dirt  fhe  could: 
Yet  ftraight  within  that  Water — that  I  fay, 
That  fhew'd  the  Dirt — fhe  walh'd  the  Dirt  away : 
So,  Comedy,  as  Poets  do  intend  'em, 
Serve  firfl.  to  (hew  your  Faults,  and  then  to  mend  'cm, 
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The  EPILOGUE 

Spoken  by  A&ors  brought  in  by  Bayes. 

The  Epilogue  is  a  Trial  ogue,  and 

fpoken  by  three  Figures,  in  Toetical  T)rejf/es ; 
the  one  Reprefenting  the  Sun ,  the  fecond  Plu- 
via,  or  Rain ,  and  the  third  Boreas ,  or  the 
North  Wind;  who  now,  as  in  a  fit  of  Raillery, 
expofe  worldly  Humours,  and  mimick  a  fiibtle 
Money-Game,  or  Trick,  plafd  in  City  Manage- 
ment where  ^People  of  all  degrees,  who  ex- 
pelled the  Benefit  of  wonderful  Rife  of  Stock, 
are  difappointed.  The  Comical  Names  they 
now  take,  are  Mississippi,  Directius, 
^Bubble.    Mississippi  begins. 

M'lJJIJf.  p|JJ»  Like  the  Sun, 

Sni$>    Bright  Beams  put  on  ; 
fgLLJS  And  with  Scotch  Senfe, 
Got  golden  Pence 
From  forward  Fools  that  would  believe  me. 
I  fpread  my  Rays, 
Bailed  their  Eyes, 
And  tho'  fome  gaz'd 
To  hear  my  Lyes, 
I  did  the  Rich  and  Poor  furprize, 
And  no  Plot-Juggler  role  to  grieve  mc. 


The  EPILOGUE.  [85] 

Direct.  Near  the  Exchange,  where  Traders  gain, 
I  fluently  began  to  rain, 
And  making  full  round  Drops  appear, 
Sprinkled  both  Whig  and  Tory  there, 
I  would  not  let  Scotch  Wit  out-do  me. 
The  Men  at  Court,  tho'  proud  and  great, 
Were  bubbled  by  my  Money  Cheat ; 
The  grave  Law-makers  too  with  Pain 
Went  dangling  in  my  growing  Rain, 
I  made  'em  think  they  all  ihould  gain 
Vaft  Heaps  if  they'd  purfue  me. 

Bubble.  To  make  this  City  Chouce  to  grow, '  "V 
And  trick  the  Globe,  as  Time  did  Ihew ;  L 
I,  like  North  Guft,  did  flily  blow;  "  J 
Sword  Blades  and  Copper  I'd  maintain  -v . 

I  mingled  with  the  Sun  and  Rain,  L 
And  ftrove  by  Law  to  make  things  plain  ;  C 
Tork-Buildings,  Fifliing,  many  a  Bubble 
1  manag'd  well,  and  gain'd  each  Day,  without  much  Pain 
or  Trouble. 
Miffif.  But  oh !  the  Drowth  of  fultry  Days. 
Direct.  But  oh!  the  Floods  when  Rain  efTays. 
Bubble.  But  oh !  the  Blafts  when  Boreas  fways. 
Mffijf'  1  with  my  Radiance  lull'd  the  P- — s 
I  Diffipated  all  their  Fears ; ' 
Made  French  Crowns  pafs,  tho'  wanting  Weight, 
Made  Plots  t'  involve  the  K — g  and  State, 
And  grew  my  felf  confounded  great. 
Direct.  I  found  ye  foon, 
Ye  bonny  Loon, 
And  knew  our  Change  Fools  were  in  Tune  - 
To  manage  Matters  in  your  way, 
If  Money  Cheats  could  come  in  play, 
I  therefore  ftudy'd  the  S-« — Sea  : 
Brought  Fops  in  firft  for  three  Pound  ten, 
That  did  not  dare  to  pafs  for  Men  ; 
Soon  after  ten  Pound,  or  a  Score, 
Which  doubled  Weekly  as  much  more; 
Till  the  Increafe  did  fo  command, 
I  drain'd  up  all  the  Money  in  the  Land. 
1  his  by  my  Showers  and  Rain  was  done, 
Which  gain'd  me  (till  a  vaft  Renown 

Thrft\Wh?\lnn  did  SIare>  and  Rain  did  flow, 
Then  backward  I  began  to  blow ; 


} 
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The  Coffee-houfes  cram'd  were  teen, 
With  Bubbles  of  all  Sorts  brought  in; 
So  great  was  (till,  fo  mighty  then  their  Avarice  and  Folly. 

The  common  Ideots  flighted  were, 

The  Brokers  were  employ'd  fo  far, 

The  Garter  and  the  blazing  Star 
Made  porting  hafte  to  crowd  Change- Alley. 
MiJJiff.  But  late  with  fpreadi  ng  fuch  w'arm  Beams, 

And  getting  Gold  by  vile  Extremes ; 

Tho'  I  regal'd  the  Regency, 

And  made  the  K  as  blind  as  he ; 

Some  Rabble  would  explode  the  Cafe 

To  know  what  MiJJiJfippi  was, 

And  whether  having  paid  their  Money, 

That  five  Years  hence  they  lhould  have  any. 

This  curfed  boggle  broke  my  State, 

'Twas  firnY  call'd  Trick,  and  then  a  Cheat ; 

The  Mob  began  to  gather  Stones, 

And  I  to  fave  my  harrafs'd  Bones, 

Finding  the  Perfecution  hard, 

Got  leave  at  Court  to  have  a  Guard  ; 

And  in  the  Palace  (hone  once  more, 

But  not  fo  dazzling  as  before. 
Direfl.  You've  now,  dear  Father  of  the  Skies, 

Related  my  Calamities ; 

For  as  your  MijJlJJipp?s  gone, 

So  S  Sea  Stock  no  more  comes  on  : 

I  wifely  flow'd,  and  gently  rain'd, 

Nine  hundred  once  my  Mart  maintain'd  ; 

But  when  a  Thoufand  I  would  force 

The  Gray  Mare  prov'd  the  better  Horfe  : 

The  Money-trick  no  more  would  do, 

And  down  it  fell  to  one  or  two, 

And  made  more  bufy  Ideots  mad 

Than  ever  Moor-Fields  Bedlam  had. 

You  fay  at  Court  your  State  you  hide, 

I  there  muft  too  my  Perfon  guide ; 

Left  fome  in  pieces  hew  my  Pate 

Whom  I  have  chous'd  of  an  Eftate  ; 

Some  Bubbles  great  turn'd  out  of  Doors, 

That  in  our  Stock,  have  fpent  their  Stores, 

Have  all  refolv'd  to  launch  my  Pores. 

Five  Millions  have  been  dipt,  they  cry, 

Tho'  fome  oW  Wife  lay  that's  a  Lye  ; 
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For  feven  there  fcarce  is  in  the  Nation 
So  that's  th'  effea  of  Reprobation  • 

But  when  the  S  te  fits,  if  thofe 

That  bear  my  Title  are  prov'd  Foes 
And  for  nought  had,  if  they  ihould  take 
I  he  Humour  to  call  Bullion  back, 
Befi  way  to  fave  our  being  undone 
Is  to  confider  where  to  run  ; 
For  the  Stock's  heat  is  now'fo  cool, 
Who i  fcap'd  is  Wife,  who's  dipt  a  — 
Bubble  I'm  glad,  by  Heaven,  fince 'tis  fo, 
I  hat  we  were  fnubb'd  fo  long  ago ; 
My  Breezmgs  now  can't  pleafe  a  Friend, 
I  fizzle  fuch  fmall  puffs  of  Wind  : 
I  cannot  bring  my  Tricks  to  pafs, 
Uf  Chalk,  or  Horn,  or  crimfon  Glafs : 
Uur  modern  Plots  are  open  laid, 

We  ve  chous'd  the  P  s,  and  ruin'd  Trade. 

Search  all  the  Cheats  of  foreign  Nations 
1  hat  have  been  prone  to  caufe  Vexations, 
If  ever  one  was  fo  notorious, 

So  1 11  fteak  off  this  very  Hour 

m,M  Sol  too,  no  more  ihall  dazzle  gay, 
Not  toe  the  Miffiffippi  way  .      s  y' 

Nor7ke     WA6edIeS  Pafs  for  Beams, 
Nor  fcorch  the  Grandees  of  St.  James 

Nor  ftew  my  Effigies  with  grac^  ' 

Di^fl  ?F  CT'  y°ursatG*,7/Wwas. 

tfUe'  7"*  viIe  Sohfcriptfons  ty'd 
My  Shape  was  late  there  dignify^ 
And,  on  my  Soul,  had  I  my  I)ue' 
And  Cullies  would  Revenge  purfiie  C.1 
My  Corps  would  be  fufpended  too  ' 
Therefore,  dear  Friends,  away  I'll'go 
In  fome  Land  foreign  rain  andflowf ' 

fill  5S?G0lH0trilkMw^ 

But         h  £s  expe^ed  every  Day, 

«ut  1 11  not  for  a  Pardon  ftay,      '  h 

Andtho  wequalify'dourCafe, 
They  know  our  Cheat's  too  rank  to  pafs 
And  for  our  Rout  an  Order  was  ' 
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Miffijf.  And  now  to  th'  MiJJiJJippi  Sphere, 

I'll  poit  to  France,  no  more  fhine  here, 

Left  Wilfon's  dreadful  Ghoft  appear. 
Bubble.  Since  bubble  Trifles  fink  fo  low 

My  Blaits  fhall  here  no  longer  blow  : 
Direct.  Nor  fhall  my  fruitful  Showers  of  Rain 

Change-Alley  cheer,  my  Cafe  is  plain ; 

The  S  te  fits,  my  Tribe  muft  run, 

And  here  the  Trialogue  is  done 

'Twixt  P  l  u  v  i  a,  Boreas,  and  the  S  u  n. 
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Dramatis  Perfong. 


MEN, 

Arista nder,     Tyrant  of  Corinth. 

("A  Noble  Lord,  late  Governour  of 
T  \  t  r\  t  tt  3    ^Etolia,  and  General  under  King 

Iimoleon,      <    Demetrius,  Chief  of  the  Ellien 

C    Faction  oppofmg  Aristander. 

p.  ("Captain  of  the  Guards,  and  Favourite 

Damocles,      ^    tQ  Aristander— A  Villain. 

f  A  Prince  of  the  Blood  Royal  of  Co- 
rinth, fav'd  in  his  Infancy  by  the 
Queen,  from  the  Tyrant's  Cruelty 
Demetrius,  <J  of  the  El  lien  Fa£tion,  and  often 
confulting  with  'em  in  Difguife,  un- 
der the  Name  of  Grimoald,  in 
Love  with  C  lor  on  a. 

prtTMT,.ulTC  J  An  honeft  Lord,  Favourer  of  the  E  U 
f  ollidamus,  ^    lien  Party. 


Go.MOND, 


rA  Noble  Collonel,  formerly  under 
<    Timoleon,  and  Friend  to  Deme- 

(  TRIUS. 


7l>7IUA  j* An  honeft  Captain  and  Friend  alfo  to 

Zizimo,  ^  Demetrius. 

Cilon,  A  Fop,  Courtier,  and  Parafitc, 

rTrxTT^n  ("Son  to  Timoleon,  and  Belizar i a, 

Clindor.  ^    a  Child  of  feven  Years  old. 

Long  in,  f  Serjeant  and  Corporal  in  the  Elliek 

Bi  lboe,  I    Fact-ion  againft  the  Tyrant. 

G4  wo- 


WOMEN. 


GlLMUNDA, 

Amidea, 

B  E    I.Z  A  R  I  A> 

Clorona, 
Helmige, 


jEldeft  Daughter  to  Aristander, 
C    Proud  and  Vicious. 

J  Her  Sifter,  Pious,  Mild,  and  Virtuous, 
I    both  in  Love  with  Demetrius. 

{Wife  to  T  i  m  o  l  e  o  n,  the  Grecian 
C  Heroine. 


-rMute  Daughter  to  Timoleon 

X    by  a  former  Wife.. 

Wife  to  Pollidamus. 


Several  other  Ladies,  Prieftefles  of  Bacchus,  Soldiers 
Mafquers  and  Attendants. 

The  SCENE,  CORINTH, 
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THE 

GRECIAN  HEROINE; 

OR,  THE 

Fate  of  Tyranny. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

ACT  I.    Scene  L 

A  Garden  belonging  to  a  Talace. 

Enter  DEMETRIUS  in  Dijguife,  his  Sword  drawn,  and 
Gomond  following. 

E  awful  Powers,  muft  I  then  bear  this 
Villainy  ? 

Behold,  my  Love,  the  Fair,  the  chad 
Clorona, 

Barbaroufly  murder'd  thus ,  before  my 
Face,  [  Raging. 

Yet  leave  her  unreveng'd  ? 

Gomond, 


}emet. 


S>o  The  Grecian  Heroine :  Or, 

Gomond.  There  is  no  Remedy.  ' 
The  Monftcr  now,  heading  the  Tyrant's  Guards, 
Has  fent  for  more,  to  back  his  Homicide  : 
Whole  Troops  will  ftraight  be  here  ;  and  now  this  Moment 
Some  of  his  Creatures  fearch  through  all  the  Rooms, 
Expecting  vaft  Reward  for  taking  Grimoald; 
The  Name  that  you  have  given  your  Difguife  : 
When  you  hold  Council  with  the  Ellien  Party, 
Oppreft  by  this  fell  Tyrant  Arift under, 
If  then,  my  Lord,  inftead  of  the  falfe  Grimoald, 
They  find  the  true  Demetrius  \  not  you  only, 
But  we,  the  Caule,  and  all,  are  loft  tor  ever. 

[Enter  Pollidamus. 

Dernet.  My  Eyeballs  ftart,  my  Brain  and  Heart's  on  Fire, 

When  I  but  think  Oh  execrable  Dog  ! 

To  bath  his  brutifh  Phangs  in  that  fair  Bofom, 
The  Angels  might  miftake  for  Paradife, 
And  joins  no  part  of  their  expe&ed  Happinefs ; 
Death,  and  Confufion,  I'll  go  back  and  kill  him, 
in  th'  midft  of  all  his  Hellhounds ! 

Pollid.  Angels  guard  us!  —  What  can  this  mean? 

Gomond.  Delay  but  of  one  Minute. 
Sinks  all  your  Friends  into  perpetual  Ruin, 

And  lofes  you  irrevocably  for  Heavens  fake  confider! 

And,  gracious  Prince,  as  ever  wretched  Corinth, 
And  th'  few  of  the  old  Strain  were  tender  to  ye, 
Recal  your  Patience;  fly,  and  fave  your  felf. 

Demet.  Oh  bloody,  murd'rous  Villain !  — Oh,  my  Clcrona  J 

Gomond.  The  Princeffes  Apartment  is  the  neareft 
Shelter  at  Hand,  there  you  have  Intercft ; 
Not  a  word  more  as  you  prize  all  our  Lives. 

Demet.  Give  me  Revenge,  ye  Powers,— -or  take  this  Trifle 
back  ; 

Blow  off  this  Bubble,  'tis  not  worth  my  Care.  [Exit. 

Pollid.  Some  ftrange  Mifchance,  fure!  what's  the  matter, 
Collonel  > 
Why  is  the  Prince  thus  hurried  ? 

Gomond.  Whence  come  you,  good  my  Lord, 
That  you  are  ignorant  of  a  dreadful  Accident/ 
Horrid  enough  to  fright  the  Univerfe, 
And  make  all  Nature's  numerous  Offspring  tremble  ? 

Pollid.  From  a  lone  Grotto,  where  I  have  been  reading 
Some  Paffages,  in  the  calm  Halcyon  Days 
Of  our  Fore-fathers,  e'er  curft  Tyranny 
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Ruffled  the  Souls  of  great  ones  to  a  Storm : 
But  fay,  what  Accident  of  Note  fo  dreadful 
Can  fall  o'th'  fuddain  ?  I  heard,  indeed,  that  Damocles, 
The  King's  proud  Favourite,  has  this  Morning  made  th'  Go- 
vernor a  Vifit, 
His  Frown  I'm  fure  can't  fright  the  great  Ttmoleon ; 
Much  lefs  the  Univerfe. 

Gomond.  Hear  then,  my  Lord, 
What  will  fright  you,  and  every  Creature  elfe, 
Whofe  Soul  bears  Senfe  of  Honour,  this  great,  proud 
Fiend  you  fpeak  of,  has  kill'd  the  Governor's  Daughter. 

PolUd,  Hah,  fure  thy  Brain's  crack'd  !  what  fay'ft  thou,  Go- 
mond, kill'd  her ! 

Gomond.  She's  dead,  my  Lord,  the  beautiful  Clorona ; 
The  Flower  of  Virgins,  Pattern  of  true  Virtue  ; 
And  in  a  Word,  her  Sex's  Mafterpeice; 
In  a  curd  Fret  of  Paflion,  by  that Damocles, 
That  Monfter  Damocles,  barbaroufly  butcher'd. 

Pollid.  Immortal  Gods,  fay  how,  for  what  ?  my  Ears, 
methinks, 

Glow  with  Expectance  of  the  dreadful  Tale, 
And  my  Blood  ftagnates,  frozen  up  with  Wonder. 

Gomond.  To  tell  the  Story,  from  its  curfed  Source 
Would  prove  too  tedious ,  therefore  the  main  mattter, 
Briefly,  is  thus: 

You  long  have  known  the  Governor 

Once  of  Mtolia,  under  great  Demetrius ; 

Our  late,  dread  Royal  Matter,  ( till  Antigonus, 

The  conqu'ring  Macedonian^  SuccelTor, 

Winning  a  glorious  Battel  where  he  fell, 

Set  up  his  Son,  this  Tyrant  Ari/lander, ) 

Still  kept  to  head  the  Elliens— whofe  rough  Numbers 

Have  been  but  lately  quell'd,  nor  do's  Timoleon, 

Whofe  Heart  is  fix'd  upon  this  Prince's  Right ; 

Spare  yet  t'incourage  Parties,  and  in  private 

To  own  this  young  Demetrius,  who  has  the  Name 

Of  the  old  King,  and  neareft  is  related. 

Pollid.  I  know  him  of  that  Line, 
And  alfo  know  that  Ariflander\  Policy, 
AlTifted  by  his  Engine  Damocles, 
Had  in  his  Infancy  refolv'd  his  Murder  ; 
Had  not  the  Queen,  now  fome  Years  fince  deceas'd, 
Exerting  her  Companion  one  foft  Minute, 
(A  Virtue  wonder'd  at,  fince  Wife  to  him;) 
Beg'd  him  her  Page,  and  bred  him  with  her  Daughters. 

GomoxoL 
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Gomond  But  yet  fo  itri&,  that  the  Offence  is  Mortal 
I  o  name  him  of  that  Race,  or  own  his  Birthright : 
Himfelf  forbid  too  to  converfe  with  Elltens 
Uf  any  Rank,  tho'  here,  at  Lord  Timoleon's 
Under  Difguife,  and  by  the  Name  of  Gnmoald, 
He  often  fteals  to  meet  the  Malecontents ' 
As  now  this  Morning. 

Pollid.  'Tis  whifper'd  that  the  Tyrant's  youngeft  Daughter 
Has  fuch  Elteem  for  him,  'tis  grown  to  Paffion, 
Tho'  modell  Governance  keeps  it  in  Bounds ; 
She  being,  as  fame  reports,  a  Miracle, 
Coniidering  whofe  Daughter,  fair,  wife  and  virtuous, 
Mild  and  Religious—and  by  Confequence, 
Oft  in  Rebellion,  with  her  vicious  Father, 
But,  for  her  Siller ! 

Gomond.  She  is  the  reverfe; 
Curft  Art/lander's  own,  his  eldeft  born, 
*irft  Grafting  of  his  damn'd  Impiety, 
And  as  her  Face,  by  Nature,  bears  his  Features, 
Her  Soul  too  lhares  his  Vices,— but,  nor  this, 
(Who  tis  thought  loves  him  too,  tho'  her  Pride  checks  her) 
■Nor  t  other,  tho'  her  Merits  pleads  fo  largely, 
E  er  mov'd  the  Prince,  Nature's  chief  Work  :  Clorona 
£ngag  d  him  all ;  that  fweet  unhappy  Virgin 
This  mftant  maiTacred. 
Pollid.  Give  the  reft  Vent,  and  rid  me  of  my  Pain. 
Gomotfd.  1  his  fatal  Morning, 
Juft  as  the  Prince  had  tender'd  her  his  Vows 
As  was  accuftom'd,  rulhes  in  proud  Damocles, 
With  mfolent  Command  from  Arifiander 
1  o  my  Lord  Governor,  to  furrender  up 
His  Daughter  to  his  Charge,  to  be  a  Wife 
I  o  one  that  he  had  chofe,  and  this  fo  pofitivelv, 
I  hat  no  Delay  mull  be  on  pain  of  Death. 

Pollid.  A  Snare,  by  Hell,  laid  for  Ttmoleon\  Life  » 
J [  lmell  it  rank,  they  knowing  he'd  deny, 
And  give  the  Tyrant  thus  fre,lh  caufe  of  Quarrel. 

Gomond.  You  may  fuppofe,  he  that  for  fifty  Years 
Had  led  his  martial  Troops  to  glorious  Battel, 
Where  his  Command  was  like  the  Voice  of  Fate 
As  foon  as  giv'n  obey'd,  was  now  confounded  ' 
At  thefe  unnatural  Orders. 
Pollid.  Was  the  Prince  by  too  ? 
Gomond  He  was  ;  altho'  to  Damocles  unknown 
%  his  J)i%m£o}  but  yet  ftruck  dumb  as  Death, 

As 
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As  was  the  Governor  for  a  while,  till  routing, 

As  from  a  mortal  Trance,  his  troubled  Spirits, 

He  anfwer'd,  Ariftander's  Will — was  Law, 

And  bid  the  haughty  Lord  accoft  Clorona, 

Since  her  Confent  was  neceflary  too, 

Who  did,  and  heie  now  comes  the  fad  Cataftrophe, 

Pollld.  My  Blcod  ftill  bears  an  Ague. 

Gomond.  This  Heir  of  Hell,  it  feems,  fome  time  before 
Had  given  her  Notice  of  his  brutal  Love, 
Which,  withDiflike,  being  anfwer'd,  th'  haughty  Infolent 
Refolv'd  to  feize  her  by  the  Tyrant's  Power ; 
But  with  a  Courage,  wondrous  in  her  Sex, 
Clinging  about  her  Father,  fhe  defy'd  him ; 
Till,  from  that  Guard  he  drag'd  her  with  fuch  Rudenefs 
That  from  her  fnowy  Neck,  the  fwelling  Veins, 
As  if  enrag'd  at  fuch  ftrange  ruffain  Violence, 
Spouted  warm  Gore  in's  Face,  which  as  fhe  faw 
Still  more  refolv'd  her,  for  with  bitter  Terms,  ' 
Repeating  the  whole  Mafs  of  Infamy 
In  his  curft  Matter's,  and  his  own  vile  Actions, 
She  to  the  laft  abhor'd  his  amorous  Paffion,  * 
And  with  fuch  feminine  Inveteracy, 
That  Damocles,  flulh'd  with  a  Night's  Debauch, 
Inflam'd  too  with  Greek  Wine,  and  Hell's  worft  Fury 
And  rais'd  with  her  iharp  words,  to  th'  extream  of  Paffion, 
tiis  Dagger  drawing,  flx'd  it  in  her  Heart, 

Pollid.  Before  her  Father's  Face  ! 

Gomond.  Before  her  Father's  and  her  Lover's  Face1 
Who  ftraight,  like  Thunder,  foot  at  Damocles, 
And  with  a  Weapon,  which  he  wore  conceal'd 
Had  nail'd  him  to  the  Arras,  had  not  th'  Guards 
Quick  interpos'd,  two  of  which  perilh'd  inftantly 
At  the  brave  Prince's  Foot  ;  but  the  reft  preffing' 
My  felf,  and  fome  the  Houfoold  Crys  brought  in, 
Made  fhift  to  force  him  from  them,  and  certain  R'mn 
WThilft  I  at  laft  alone  conduced  him  * 
Out  of  the  Crowd  through  a  dark  PaiTage  hither  ; 
And  what  paft  more  you  faw. 

Polid.  Ye  heavenly  Pow'rs !  can  ye  view  thefe  Horrors 

Yet  idle  keep  your  Vengeance !  But,  good  Collonei 

Where  was  the  Governor's  Lady,  wife  Belizaria  ? 
Soul  of  the  Elliens,  the  brave  Grecian  Heroine 
Whilft  this  inhuman  Scene  of  Death  was  ac~ting. 

Gomond.  At  her  Devotion,  e'er  the  dawn  of  Dav 
Amongft  the  facred  PrieftefTes  of  Bacchus, 
Th.e  Greeks  fam'd  Deity ;  paying  grateful  Thanks  For 
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For  the  Recovery  of  her  young  Son  Clindor, 
Late  from  a  dangerous  Sicknefs ;  the  fole  Gift 
Of  Heaven,  by  her,  to  Lord  Timoleoni—Clorona 
Being  by  a  former  Choice. 

Poind.  Had  the  infulting  Murderer  nothing  to  fay  of  her> 

Gomond.  Yes,  to  conclude,  he  mutter'd, 
The  Sting  of  the  young  Viper  being  blunted, 
There  yet  remain'd  a  Menage  from  the  King 
To  th'  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  whom  he  would  meet 
At  her  return  from  Prayers. 

PolUd.  Mifchief's  old  Strain,  I'll  lay  my  Life:  'twas  hot 
iome  Years  ago 
That  Ariftander  courted  her. 

Gomond.  Mofttrue;  but  fox  the  Governor  was  ftillreje&cd 
Since  when  Love  turns  to  Hate :  But  fee,  my  Lord, 
The  noble  Heroine  we  are  fpeaking  of; 

Hah?  and  that  Devil  Damocles',  nay  then 

This  Interview  muft  be  of  fatal  Note  : 
Let's  Hand  afide  and  hear;  when  th'  Prey  is  mark'd 
I  hat  Fiend  has  Claws  to  reach  a  Furlong  off  • 
I'll  keep  aloof  from  the  fell  Gripe. 

Poll:d.  And  I.  tfhcy  ft  and  afide. 

Enter  Damocles,  Bel iz aria  guarded,  and  Clindor. 

^Damo.  The  Deedmay  feem  too  rafh,  but  whenth'Abufe 
Or  my  great  Mailer,  and  my  felf's  conlider'd, 

The  World  muft  call  it  Juftice;  fome  tame  Fool, 
Perhaps  may  fay,  'twas  but  a  Woman's  Anger: 
Woman !  whofe  only  Weapon  is  the  Tongue, 
And  Men  fliould  laugh  at  it,  a  proper  Argument  ; 
The  Stings  of  Female  Serpents  are  molt  dangerous 
And  fliould  be  trod  out  quickly  left  they  breed 
A  Race  too  ftrong  to  quell;  you  therefore,  Madam,[7iBeliz.- 
I  have  brought  hither  from  that  Houfe  of  Clamour 
Where  now  I  know  Rebellion's  forming  Hydra's : 
Befides  my  Bufinefs  to  ye,  from  my  Matter, 
To  give  ye  Council ;  and  by  the  Example 
Late  fliewn,  to  have  a  Care  to  teach  this  Boy  here 
More  Loyalty  and  Manners  than  his  Sifter 

rBekz.  Caeleftial  Maid  !  of  Heaven  belov'd,  Clorona 
Wno  now  amongft  the  Virgin  Angds  yonder, 
A  new  come  Gueft,  receiver  the  joyful  Welcomes 
Oi  all  me  Dwellers  in  that  Court  of  Glory 
f  orgive  me,  fince  thou  know'ft  I'm  forc'd  to  bear 

The 
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The  tainted  Breath  of  thy  vile  Murderer ; 
And  fince  Revenge  is  not  within  my  Power 
To  put  in  Ad,  accept,  fweet  Saint,  the  Joy 
My  Heart  retains,  to  think  thou  fhalt  be  crowh'd 
With  Happinefs  eternal,  when  this  Wretch, 
Rebel  to  Heaven  and  Nature,  ftung  with  Pangs 
Of  tortur'd  Confcience,  howls  in  Hell  for  ever. 

Damo.  'Tis  well,  'tis  wond'rous  well ;  yet  if  that  Title, 
That  Rebel,  had  been  fpar'd  by  your  Sagacity, 
And  fhar'd  amongft  your  Politick  Family, 
Methinks  your  Speech  had  been  more  natural. 

Beliz.  Oh !  no,  it  can  fuit  none  fo  well  as  thee; 
The  petty  Crimes  are  drawn  in  Minataure, 
Of  thofe  rebel  againft  inferior  Princes ; 
But  thou  againft  the  King  of  Kings  mak'ft  Head, 
Break'ft  down  his  Fence  of  Lav/  and  Divine  Mandate, , 
And  fnedding  innocent  Blood,  with  thee,  is  Juftice, 
Which  fhews  Rebellion  in  the  largeft  Figures, 
Rank  Difobedience  againft  Heaven's  Supremacy : 
Thou  fcorn'ft  to  be  fo  trivial  an  Offender 
To  mutiny  about  Difpute  of  Titles, 
The  Right,  or  Wrong,  or  Male-x\dminiftration 
Caus'd  by  Ambition,  in  this  lower  Orb ; 
No,  to  a  loftier  Vice  thy  Pride  do's  fwell,  «y 
To  Murder,  the  fuperior  Crime  in  Hell,  ■  L 

And  equals  that  proud  Fiend  that  did  at  firft  Rebel !  J 

Damo.  Good  ftill;  well  then,  proud  as  you  pleafe  to 
make  me, 

As  lawlefs  and  ungovern'd,  yet  you  fhall  fee,  I  have 
So  calm  a  Temper  to  endure  Revi lings 

Bitter  as  thefe  without  return.  Proceed, 

Nay  now  I  urge  you  to't,  fay  all  you  can, 

And  in  your  worft  of  Thought  defcribe  my  Character. 

Beliz.  Thou  dareft  not  ftand  it,  fure  ! 

Damo.  Begin,  and  try  me. 

Belz.  So  odious  is  the  Theme,  my  trembling  Tongue 
Faulters  at  th'  Attempt ;  but  fince  'tis  urg'd 
In  part,  'tis  thus :  Firft  then,— That  Form  is  horrible; 
Nature,  in  Pain,  has  given  inch  frightful  Airs 
Throughout  thy  Face,  as  if,  inftead  of  Union, 
She  meant  to  fcare  the  World  from  Amity. 
Thy  Limbs  too  ieem  as  if  contriv'd  in  hafte, 
When  (he  was  weary  of  her  bungling  Work, 
And  fent  'em  out,  half  finifti'd,  to  the  World : 
.  Then  for  thy  Mind,  'twould  craze  a  Stoick's  Brain 

i  To 
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To  think  that  Lewdnefs,  Rapine,  Cruelty, 
Pride,  Rancor,  Avarice,  Envy,  Detraction, 
Murd'rous  Deceit,  and  loathfom  Flattery, 
Join'd  with  the  reft,  as  in  Contempt  of  Providence, 
Should  make  the  Popular  Thing  Men  call  a  Favourite. 

There,  do's  the  Picture  pleafe  ye  ? 

Damo.  Not  extremely;  I  think  I've  feen  it  fairer  draws! 
in  Colours; 

But  you'd  have  yours  be  thought  no  flatt'ring  Pencil, 

Nor  is  it,  I  confefs. 
Beliz.  No,  I'll  be  fworn 

I've  drawn  as  near  the  Life  as  I'm  able. 

Damo.  Well,  I'll  take  yours  yet  with  a  kinder  Hand  : 

Beauty  is  proper  to  exalt  the  Fancy  ; 

Your  Forehead,  like  the  Front  of  Venus  fair ; 

Your  Eyes  have  Fire,  that  could  kindle  Nature 

Were  it  extinct:,  and  new  create  the  World. 

Your  charming  Breads.  But  oh !  where  am  I  roving. 

Thus  fays  the  King.  Now  then  receive  my  Meffage  : 

The  King,  my  Mafter,  wills  ye  to  difcard, 

And  with  a  Heart,  that  wifhes  ye  right  well, 

All  Malecontents,  and  cleave  to  his  Protection  : 

Your  Husband  is  a  weak  mifguided  Dotard. 

Beliz.  Audacious  Upftart! 
'  Damo.  Ruine  is  at  his  Heels,  ready  to  crufh  him, 

And  would,  did  not  your  Intereft  with  the  King 

Stave  off  the  Blow;  be  wife  then,  and  comply, 
Drefs  up  your  Beauty  with  an  Air  of  Pleafure, 
And  let  great  Ariftander  mid  ye  grateful. 

Beliz.  The  Ancients,  when  they  would  depict:  a  Devily 
Still  fafhion'd  him  with  monftrous  Horns  and  Hoofs, 
To  make  his  Form  more  terrible  to  Fancy : 
I  had  forgot  that,  when  I  drew  thy  Picture ; 
For  j  Uft  as  that  to  them,  to  me  art  thou  : 
After  this  Speech,  Thy  Eyes  are  large  as  Bowls, 
Thy  Mouth  Breathes  Fire  that  blafts ;  Hence  horrid  Spectre* 
But  Praife  be  to  Cceleftial  Providence, 
Thy  Power  can  only  fright,  but  not  compel ; 
No,  h'ellifli  Tempter,  let  thy  Mafter  know, 
That  the  chafte  Soul  of  Belizaria  ftands 
Still  rlx'd  on  its  old  Bafts,  facred  Virtue, 
Whence  neither  Gold  nor  Power  can  e'er  remove  it. 

Damo.  Nay  then,  fince  ofTer'd  Grace  is  fo  rejected,- 
'Tis  dangerous  to  give  the  Liberty  : 
Guards,  take  her,  and  confine  her  to  a  Chamber ; 
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\nd,  on  your  Lives,  let  none,  no  not  her  Husband 

Have  Speech  with  her  'till  the  King's  farther  Order.  ' 

The  Boy— may  keep  her  Company— I  think 

He's  yet  too  young  for  Mifchief. 
Be  Hz.  His  dear  Prattle 

Will  give  me  Joy  amidft  a  thoufand  Sorrows. 

Come,  Clindor,  come,  thou  Darling  of  my  Life, 

Comfort  thy  mourning  Mother  ;  and  hereafter, 
When  I've  infus'd  more  Sentiments  of  Honour, 
Tell  that  bad  Man  her  Soul's  not  like  the  Vulgar; 
But  of  that  purer  Eflcnce  which  the  Deities 
Gave  to  the  Votaries  they  chofe,  and  favour'd  ; 
So  perfect,  that  lhould  Fate  and  Hell  confpire, 
The  Gem  is  right,  and  it  can  (land  the  Fire. 
Da-mo.  Oh !  by  all  means,  let's  try  it  then.— Away  there. 

[Exit  Damoc.  Belizaria guarded  off,  and  Clin, 

Re-enter  Pollidamus  and  Gomond. 

Gomon.  No  Sybil  e'er  could  prophefy  more  right 
Than  you,  my  Lord,  you've  gueft  the  Source  of  all* 

Bollidi  By  all  my  hopes  of  Peace,  a  noble  Lady, 
And  worthy  of  all  Honours;  nor  can  Fame  found 
Too  highly  in  her  Praife.    Oh,  Fate !  Oh,  Heaven! 
Mull  then  this  Iharp-fangl'd  Wolf  worry  us  all? 
No,  we  mult  muzzle  him,  perhaps  his  Mailer  too : 
But  hulh  a  while,— fee  where  the  fad  Proceffion 

Appears  in  pompous  Horror.  Heavens !  this  Spectacle 

Wou'd  teach  old  Niobe  to  weep  anew ; 
Forgetting  her  own  Woes,  to  mourn  Clorona. 

Here  Clorona  appears  laid  upon  a  Bier  all  bloody,  Timoleon 
following,  bare-headed,  with  fever EllieiiSj  Spectators  and 
Servants. 

Timol.  Yet,  yet,  more  Air;  the  Sorrows  in  my  Heart 
Will  burft  my  aged  Trunk  ;  give  them  more  vent, 
Tjiat  I  may  blow  my  Sighs  around  the  Globe, 
And  fill  yon'  Azure  fpace  with  mournful  Clamours, 
Ye  mighty  Powers,  that  difpofe  our  Beings, 
And,  as  your  choice!!  Bleflings,  give  us  Children. 
Me  too,  amongft  the  reft  of  thankful  Parents, 
Who  paid  you  daily  Tribute  of  my  Gratitude, 
May  1  not  ask  the  Reafori,  without  finning, 
Why  I'm  thus  robb'd  ?  Why  my  Clorona  lies, 

H  Thq 
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The  darling  Joy  of  an  Indulgent  Father  ? 
Like  a  lweet  Flower  crop'd  from  its  Bed  of  Life  ; 
Wither'd,  Ihrunk  up,  and  pale  ?  Oh  my  poor  Girl  1 
Where's  now  the  Rofie  Bloom  upon  thofe  Cheeks 
That  us'd  to  blefs  me  at  each  Morning's  Duty  > 
Inftead  of  taking  mine,  that  fprightly  Eye, 
Where  like  a  Mirror  I  could  Pride  my  felf, 
And  fancy  the  Meridian  of  my  Age 

Was  come  again  ;  all  loft,  all  gone  for  ever  !  [IVeeps* 
A  Hell-born  Ruffian  fteals  my  Heart's  chief  Treafure 
Even  before  my  Face.    Hah !  old  Timoleon, 
What  wilt  thou  not  revenge  ? — What  fay  ye,  Friends, 
Is  the  curs'd  State  of  wretched  Age  fo  miferable 
We  rauft  look  on,  and  bear  thefe  rueful  Wrongs? 
PoMd.  No,  no,  Lord  Governor,  fliould  you  want  mortal 
Aid, 

The  Gods  themfelves,  to  give  us  Proof  they  cannot 
Taint  their  Divinities  by  fuch  an  Action, 
But  that  it  was  the  headlong  work  of  Fate, 
Rafn  and  precipitate,  without  their  Order, 
Would  range/ in  hoftile  manner,  to  revenge  ye. 

Gomdn.  Lookup,  my  Lord,  and  let  your  Griefs  give  place 
To  brave  Refolves  of  doing  your  felf  Juftice  : 
The  Seafon's  ripe,  the  Tyrant's  Crimes  full  blown, 
And  mull  be  cropt ;  there's  ne'er  a  Tongue  in  Corinth 
Fix'd  in  the  Head  of  any.  Man  of  Honour, 
But  fpeaks  my  Senfe;  nor  any  weeping  Eye, 
Curft  with  a  light  of  this  *  heart-killing  Object,     [*  Clorona. 
But  wou'd  direct:  a  Hand  to  wield  a  Sword 
To  cut  th'  Inhuman  Moniters  from  the  Earth. 

1  Ellien.  Propofe  the  way,  my  Lord,  my  Life  is  yours 
With  Joy,  fo  it  revenge  this  injur'd  Lady. 

2  Ettim.  And  mine. 

3  Ellien.  The  Lives  of  all  here. 
Revenge,  Revenge  my  Lord,  and  fuddenly. 

Timol.-  Cover  her  Face,  and  now  my  Friends,  I  thank  ye. 

[*  To  them. 

Once  more  a  throb  of  Nature :  *  Oh !  Clorona !  [*  K  fies  her. 
Good  Friend,  I  do  befeech  ye  to  forgive  me;     [To  Pollid. 
Tears  are  new  Work  with  me,  give  me  your  Pardon, 
And  only  think  what  'tis  to  be  a  Father.      [!Vij>es  his  Eyes. 
So  then,  no  more  of  that,  *what  yet  agen  a  Look? 

[*  Looks  fadly  on  her,  then  flarts  on  the  fudden. 
Oh  !  thou  white  Liver'd  meagre  Traitor,  Deathy 
Then  now  halt  watch'd  thy  time  to  terrify  me! 

How 
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How  oft  in  foremoft  Ranks  of  bloody  Battle 
When,  like  a  Field  of  Corn,  mellow'd  for  Harveft, 
i  he  Soldiers  were  in  Ciufters  inow'd  away, 
Have  L  with  my  good  Sword  here  claOYd  thy  Scyth, 

And  dar  d  thee  to  the  Combat,  but  vain  Boaft 

Since  when  I  view  (thee  once  fo  flighted)  *  there', 

y  n.a„*  <\r*Af\  ~\       -i  tt  V"  Looking  on  Clotom. 

I  ftai  t,  and  (hake  with  Horror.       {Shout  and  alarm  within 
thy Something  of  Moment's  adling  in  the  Streets  by 

Follid.  Go  and  fee,  good  Gomond.  fg^t 
Gomon.  I  am  prevented,  here  comes  one  from  Court,  a 

wdgling  Certam       kn°W  him  by  hiS  StateSneer>  and  his 
Enter  C  I  L  o  N. 

Gihn.  My  Lord,  I  come  t' inform  ye  from  hisMajefty 
that  having  Knowledge  of  an  Infurredion  defiga'd  amor/ft 
taePeop  e;  and  alio  of  an  Outrage,  meant  to  lord  Damo- 
cles, for  his  doing  Juihce  on  your  Rebellious  Daughter,  by 
lome  Likens  of  your  known  Party;  who,  it  feems,  like- 
wife  oppos  d  the  Guards,  of  which  are  feveral  kill'd,  'tis  the 
King  s  Pleafure  the  Body  Dial!  be  feiz'd,  to  be  difposM  of  a$ 
becomes  a  Traiton  Your  felt;  my  Lord,  he  thinks  fit,  for 
the  prefent,  to  banifli  into  JEtolia,  amongft  fome  Numbers 
more  of  the  Confeoeracy;  nor  fuffered  even  to  take  leave  of 
your  Wife,  but  to  be  gone  within  two  Hours  at  fartheft,  on 
pain  of  Death.    This  is  the  Tenor  of  my  Commimon,  my 

jbord.  Guards  carry  off  the  Body.  7 

Ttmol  Now  hold,  my  Heart,  and  Brain  keep  firm  thv 
Station ;.  3 
The  Air  grows  hot,  'twill  breed  a  Calenture- 
Furies  and  Hell !— My  dear  Clorona  hurry'd 
To  be  difpos'd  of  as  becomes  a  Traitor; 
Perhaps  her  beauteous  Body  thrown  to  Dogs, 
Or  by  vile  Hangman's  Hands  to  be  prophan'd, 

And  dragg'd  about  the  Streets.  Hah!  Patience  avaunt, 

1  his  is  too  rank  ;  Death,  *  once  more  I  defie  thee. 

[*  Draws  and  falls  upon  the  Guards,  who  difarm  him, 
n.]  \/md throw  him  down, 

Lilon.  Secure  the  Governour,  he  is  old,— half  craz'd  we 
mayfbppofe  too;  we  mult  bear  with  Frailty.  You  there  that 
are  his  Friends  take  care  of  him,  d'ye  hear?  And  that  you 
fcape  your  felves,  take  as  my  Favour. 

[Exit  Guards  carrying  off  the  Body. 
Ha  Follid, 
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Pollid.  Infolent  Upftart!  Come,  Lord  Governour,  rile, 
Recal  your  manly  Spirits  to  their  Functions, 
And  let  us  all  join  Hands  to  meet  our  Friends 
There,  in  JEtolia,  for  Til  thither  too. 

Gomon,  And  I,  where/  not  a  Day  fliall  have  an  end, 
Wherein  the  longeft  Hours  feem  not  too  ihort, 
In  Confultation  of  the  Tyrant's  Ruin, 
And  the  Deitruction  of  that  Villain  Damocles. 

'Poll'id.  The  glorious  Sun,  each  Morri,  fliall  gild  our 
Councils, 

And  every  God  propitioufly  direct  us; 
Clorona,  from  her  heavenly  Seat,  fhall  take 
A  pleafing  View  of  each  Defign  we  make,  > 
And  blefs  the  Vengeance  plotted  for  her  fake.  J 
ThnoL  Up  then,  old  Man ,  from  thy  repulfing  Grave, 

[Rifes  u$. 

Reft  even  difclaims  thee,  'till  thy  Wrongs  are  righted ; 
Rouze  and  purfue  what  glorious  Honour  dictates ; 
Honour,  Revenge,  the  Hero's  bright  twin  Deities 
Court  thee  once  more  to  fettle  thy  Renown, 
And  do  a  Deed  fliall  gain  eternal  Laurels. 
'  'Tis  faid,  Medcea  once,  by  Magick  Skill, 
Her  Father's  aged  Veins  did  with  new  Vigour  fill; 
As  his,  by  Art,  mine  fliall  by  Nature  be, 
And  ftrong,  as  were  her  Charms,  Clorona\  Wrongs  to  me ; 
Her  to  Revenge,  behold  me  young  again,  -y 
My  Blood  ferments,  frefli  Heat  warms  ev'ry  Vein, 
Courage  and  Anger  fire  my  Heart  and  Brain  ;  j 
Monarch s  Ambition,  Statefmen  Intercft  prize; 
And  Lovers,  doating  on  fair  Lady's  Eyes, 
Purfue  Delight ;  but  to  a  Soldier  wrong'd, 
Revenge,  a  fweet  Revenge  is  far  above 
The  Joys  of  Empire,  Intereft,  or  of  Love.    [Exeunt  omnes; 

End  of  the  Firjl  Att. 
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ACT  II.    Scene  I. 

Enter  Demetrius  iindifguis'd,  and  Amidea: 
A*"*.  te^BH !  Heaven,  what's  to  be  done !  the  Spies 


have  fworn 
They  faw  this  Grimoald  enter  my  Apart- 
ment : 

My  Sifter's  Agents  too  are  fearching  nar- 
rowly 

Thro'  all  the  Lodgings.  Fie,  my  Lord  Demetrmsy 

How  could  you  entertain  fuch  flight  Regard 
For  my  true  Fricndihip,  to  expofe  me  thus } 

Demet.  Call  it  not  flight,  adorable  Divinity, 
Nor  a  Prefumption  on  thofe  milder  Graces, 
That  beautifie  your  Sou],  and  make  ye  heavenly  ; 
But  that,  in  my  Diftrefs,  as  to  a  San&uary, 
I  came  for  a  Protection.— If  then,  gracious  Lady, 
My  Habit  be  conceal'd,  Grimoald  is  vanifh'd, 
And  muft  deceive  all  Spies ;  if  you  are  pleas'4 
To  think  the  worthlefs  trifle  of  my  Life 
Fit  fubjea-  for  a  Secret,  and  forgive  me. 

Amid.  I  have  taken  Care  that  your  Difguife  be  fafe 
From  thole  that  fearch  ;  fo  much  was  due  to  Honour : 
If  I  had  faid  to  Love,  it  might  be  verify 'd.  [Afide, 
But  you,  my  Lord,  grow  dangerous  in  your  Politicks, 
And  honed  Friendfhip  is  fcarce  flrong  enough 
To  ftop  the  Current  of  a  Daughter's  Duty, 
From  whence  there  might  flow  Safety  to  her  Father. 

P*met.  The  Stream  yet  flows  no  farther  than  Sufpicion  : 
1  hus,  Madam,  you  can  break  no  Bond  of  Duty, 
But  in  each  Point  are  fafe.  ■     ' ' 

Amid.  Were  the  Cafe  mine, 
Heaven  knows,  I  could  forgive  ye,  had  your  Dagger 
peon  bufy  with  the  Inmate  of  my  Brefca,  °° 

H  3  Aik\ 
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And  made  the  little  Buftlcr  ceafe  its  Motion  ; 

Such  fmall  regard  have  I  for  the  vain  follies 

Of  this  round  Ball  we  breathe  on,  and  fo  trifling 

Appear  to  me  the  State,  the  courted  Pleafures 

On  which  the  World  do's  place  its  chief  Contentment. 

One  thing,  perhaps,  worth  living  for,  I  value  ; 

But  that,  like  Mylteries  of  Heaven  to  the  Vulgar, 

Muft  be  conceal'd,  unlefs  a  Blufh  reveal  it.  \Afidc* 

Demet.  May  that,  and  every  other  Bleffing,  crown 
The  beauteous  Amide  a  > 

Amid.  And  tho'  the  fad  Tale  of  C  lor  ana's  Death 
Fxact  extremeft  Juflice  and  Revenge, 
Yet  were  it  known  that  you  are  Gnmoald, 
So  fear'd  and  noted;  and  that  I  am  privy 
To  your  clofe  meeting  of  the  Elite*  Party, 
Againft  the  King's  Confent,  and  dread  Command, 
What  Ruin  might  not  pour  upon  us  both  ! 

Demet.  I  am  fchool'd,  fair  Excellence,  and  will  no  more 
Ingage  you  in  my  Fate. 

Amid.  Perhaps  'tis  Treafon 
You're  plotting  there,  Treafon  againft  my  Father? 
Is't  fit  his  Daughter,  then,  fhould  be  your  Confident  > 
No,  Prince,  1  charge  ye,  on  your  Life,  no  more : 
Thus  far,  fmce  I've  been  bred  up  in  your  Councils, 
I'll  keep  the  Secret ;  but  if  you  rclapfe, 
Honour  and  Duty  put  it  pail  my  Power. 

Demet.  Your  Clemency's  too  great,  and  I'm  aiham'd 
Of  this  unmanner'd  Trouble. 

Amid.  No  doubt,  my  Sifter, 
E'er  this,  has  told  the  King  the  whole  pad  Matter; 
Believe  then,  'tis  a  thing  of  Confequence 
T' evade  her  Malice,  you  well  know  her  Humour; 
(Which  has  been  late  diftafted  with  your  Conduct) 
So  fhould  be  on  your  Guard. 

Demet.  I  am  fo,  Madam ; 
And  have  a  Turn  of  Wit  too,  ready  at  Hand, 
To  throw  Grimoald's  late  Action  from  Demetrius. 

Amid.  That  has  been  worth  your  Study. — Hah !  flic's  here. 

Enter  GlLMUNDA. 

Stol'ri  in  unknown  too,  pray  Heaven  fhc  has  not  heard  us. 

Gilmun*  Alone,  and  in  clofe  Talk  ! — Nay  then  'tis  plain 
There's  Love  betwixt  'cm.    Can  then  that  purblind  Wretch, 
That  Figure  of  a  Man,  that  feiifelefs  Statue,  {Apart* 

Prefer 
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Prefer  that  awkward,  dull,  Religions  Face, 

With  the  pale  Train  of  all  her  ghoftly  Features, 

Siijten'd  by  formal  Zeal,  even  to  Uglinefs, 

To  my  freih  Youth,  and  Flower  of  blooming  Beauty  ; 

Nouiith'd  with  Empire's  Sweets,  and  pleas'd  with  Power? 

How  I  defpife  the  Creature,  and  will  turn 

All  Liking  to  Abhorrence! — What,  are  ye  ftartled  }\_Tothem. 

Some  Plot  then  mnft  be  forming. — Where's  this  Gnmoald2. 

This  VA\k  Arch-traitor,  that  dares  feek  Protection, 

Thus  boldly,  in  your  Highnefi'es  Apaitment? 

Amtd.  A  Traitor  feek  Protedticvi  here!  What  mean  ye? 

Gilm.  Good  ignorant  Holinefs,  d'ye  want  the  Meaning  ? 
Sure  that  grave  Head,  that  has  fo  long  been  poring 
On  mouldy  Authors,  for  Worm-eaten  Morals, 
With  fuch  falfe  Gems,  drefTmg  the  Hypocrite, 
To  pafs  on  Ideots  for  Divinity, 
Muit  know  the  Definition  of  a  Phrafe 

So  german  to  her  Actions.  For  'tis  fworn 

The  Traitor  enter'd  here. 

Amtd.  And  freely  might  do  fo  without  my  Knowledge. 

Gilm.  Or  has  this  clofe  combining 
Another  fort  of  Plot,  call'd  an  Intrigue; 
In  which  this  doughty  Prince  of  airy  Catties, 
Exerts  his  Love,  in  hopes  the  Times  will  turn, 
And  Fate  ordain  your  Saintfhip  for  a  Queen? 
Is  this  the  fubjecl  of  your  Privacy? 
Come,  Sir,  the  Truth,  what  think  ye  of  the  Lady? 

Demet.  Tho'  this  odd  manner  of  Examination 
With  Reafon,  Madam,  might  excufe  an  Anfvver ; 
Yet  fince  you've  nam'd  the  Princefs  in  particular, 
And  make  Reflection  on  this  Interview 
Of  fuch  ftrange  Nature,  I  will  fpeak  the  Truth ; 
And  tell  ye  I  am  forry  to  fee  Beauty, 
Like  yours,  ruffled  with  unbecoming  Anger; 
Which,  in  one  meaner,  might  be  counted  Malice, 
As  to  my  Thoughts — They're,  as  they  ought,  of  both  : 
The  Princefs  is  a  Mint  of  Godlike  Virtues, 
Where  new  bright  Graces  every  Day  are  coin'd, 
To  blefs  all  thole  about  her:  And  for  you,  Madam, 
You  can  be  what  you  pleafe,  there's  enough  in  ye 
To  furnilh  out  a  compleat  Excellence, 
You  are  a  Royal  Virgin. 

Gilm.  Royal  Virgin ! 
Is  that  all  ?-~By  my  Soul's  bed  Joy,  Ambition, 

This  is  a  rank  Abufe  a  pointed  Satyr: 

H  4  Infteaf 
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Inftead  of  pmfmg  Female  Rights  of  ConqucfL 

Of  wounding  Hearts,  of  charming  to  an  Ecftafy, 

And  gaining  Trophies  by  victorious  Beauty, 

He  tells  me,  with  fly  Malice,  I'm  a  Virgin  : 

Vlf  Tthc  Title  of  a  VillaF  Milkmaid. 

HowhlnetTQ  C^  ^°^y  Gulphs,  Love  and  Ambition, 

How  her  proud  Soul  is  tortur'd  1 

Glim.  Well,  witty  Sir,  your  Jeft  is  underftood: 
But  your  fatyrick  Vein  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

^.Majefty,  for  that  I  know  you  dream  1^  * 
TirL      T°f  ufe  t0  ente'tain  my  Father, 
Whom  I  hear  coming,  and  divert  this  GrimoaU 

Affiie  ;  f°  *CCd  yC  b°th?  y°U're  fure  of  m? 

Enter  ArMande*,  Damocles,  Cilon,  and  Guards. 

9u3  ^e  be  Tmth  in  what  1  hear,  of  Traitors 
Sheltring  their  jntamous  abandon'd  Heads 
Here  m  this  Cell  of  vile  Hypocrify  ? 
if  I  did  think  'twere  fo,  degenerate  Brat: 
But  why  not  think  >  What  elfe  can  be  the  Fruit 

X  t  CmtM  Zeal>  thefe  Sh0%  Groanings; 
With  the  long  Bedroll  of  Fanatick  Cheats,  h 
ButMifchief,  Freafon,  rank  rebellious  Villainy? 

^aFifC'  h0w  elfe  is  this  ?  From  whence? 
Where  didft  thou  learn  this  wretched  Trade  of  Bigotry  > 
I  m  fure,  not  from  thy  Father.  6    ]  ' 

Damo.  All  your  Actions 
Purfumg  Methods  of  Imperial  Greatnefs 
And  Glory,  ffill  have  prov'd  your  Soul  too  noble 
ror  inch  low  JTraffick. 

Anft.  Now,  by  my  Crown  and  Dignity, 
Hut  that  I  will  not  queftion  mv  Experience 
I  fliould  believe  thy  Mother  plaid  me  falfe : 
And  that  feme  bigot  Prieft  flufter'd  with  Wine, 
And  gorg  d  with  the  Reverfions  of  the  Temple, 
Scol  n  from  fome  high  luxurious  Sacrifice, 
begot  thee  in  the  Crtfts  of  his  Rhapfody. 

Amid.  Good  Sir,  I  do  befeech  ye  not  to  blame  me, 
Becaufe  my  Acnons,  tull  of  Innocence,  " 

r  T3  \?T^sFJcty-  Pict)s  Royai  Sir, 

Is  the  bleft  Guide  of  Duty,  and  however 

Malicious  Vice  may  wrong  me  of  your  Favour, 

My  Prayers  are  ffill  devoted.  h  Ari^ 
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Arift.  D'ye  hear  ?  Her  Prayers ! 

4-  Girl  of  Fifteen's  Prayers  are  much  material ; 
Stuff,  fturf,  diiTembling,  nothing  elfe,  by  Bacchus. 
She  that  has  that  one  Gift  of  ftrain'd  Devotion, 
Has  twenty  Mifchiefs  in  her  Head  to  vie  with't : 
By  the  bright  Luftre  of  our  Rorle  God, 
I  think  now  'tis  affronting  his  Divinity, 
To  teaze  him  for  more  Bleffings  than  are  voluntary. 
He,  full  of  Indulgence,  prelfmg  the  rich  Grape 
At  Eafe,  and  in  good  Humour,  fmiles  upon  us, 
And  doles  his  Bleffings  as  he  finds  our  Merit, 
Without  the  plague  of  our  Impertinence, 
And  why  then  mult  you  pray  ? 

Gilm.  'Tis  Impofition 
Upon  his  facred  Senfe,  and  mod  ill  Manners, 
As  if  we  would  appoint  his  Hours  of  hearing, 
And  hop'd  to  flatter  him  into  Compliance : 
Befides,  in  Zealots  'tis  all  Affectation, 
And,  ten  to  one,  the  Fruits  of  rank  Hypocrify. 

Arift,  Ah  !  my  Darling, 
Let  me  embrace  thee,  thou  art  my  own,  I'm  fure, 

[  Embracing  her, 
And  ;fhall  enjoy  the  Sweets  of  Empire  with  me. 
Bat  to  the  Point  ftill,  where's  this  Traytor  GrimoaW. 
That  Villain,  who  for  fear  his  Coward  Treafon 
Should  be  detected  by  our  Bofom  Damocles, 
The  Ruffian  made  one  defperate  Pufh  and  fled. 

Demet.  If  ever  Patience  wou'd  be  prov'd  a  Virtue, 
Now  let  it  fliew  its  Force.  [Aftde, 

Gilon.  But  what's  moft  noted 
So,  pleafe  your  Majefty,  is  that  the  Rebel 
Shou'd  be  dog'd  hither  to  her  Highnefs's  fide  : 
There  was  a  pretty  Bufinefs. 

Arift.  Nay,  'tis  not  much  unlikely,  he's  fome  Retainer 

Her  Highnefs  has  in  Pay.  Hah  !  is't  fo,  Minion  > 

Give  me  to  know,  and  let  him  be  produc'd ; 
Or,  by  my  Head,  not  all  your  windy  Prayers, 
No,  nor  your  PriefteiTes,  thofe  holy  Conjurers, 
With  all  the  Myfteries  of  their  Incantation, 
And  fubtleft  Juggling,  ffiall  evade  my  Fury. 

Amid.  I  am  all  yours,  Sir ;  and  as  my  primitive  Being 
Proceeded  from  you,  if  you  mfpecl  my  "Duty 
I'm  ready  to  furrendcr.  [H^eeps. 

Arift.  Whining  Hypocrite ! 
There's  now  another  Sign  of  Female  Mifchief, 

Thole 
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Thofe  Tears,  which  would  as  plentifully  fall 

Were  but  her  Lap-Dog  fick.-Damn'd,  damn'd  difTembling, 

V™  1  IT"1  a ^eeP;»g  ar'd  a  Praying  Woman,  & 
i  ou  that  have  Power,  defend  me. 

Gil-m.  YourMajefty 
Looks  o'er  the  great  Demetrius  there,  whofe  Knowledge 
May  give,  perhaps,  moil  Light  into  the  Bufinefs,  8 
Since  he  was  there;  *Dull  Fool,  negleft  my  Favours  .< 

ri^rewhg'?'  th°;hisDefl^ion  follow. 

Fmm  I!  What  —he !  the  grovelling  Infcd  I  have  nourifh'd 
rZ?h  fnCyry  ?y  '"dulgent  Smiles;  'tis  impofJMe 
I  hat  he  dares  fpeak,  or  think,  or  look  towards 

S  ElJ-7!>  agai'm  my  known  Command, 
Much  lefs  affift  'em  ;  yet  'tis  buzz'd,  indeed, 

AnH \Tefi  -he  RabblTe,ow"       for  a  Prince, 
And  talk  of  Lineage.    Hah !  young  Sir,  what  fay  ye  I 
Is  tms  authentick  >  fpeak,  you  Prince  of  Poppets/  Y  ' 

oi  ^-yOUOf?!s.Irayt0r?  °n  Life  he  Truth. 
T  An  Z  e  &  th£°  Fear'  but  from  th'  effect  of  Duty, 
I  do  confefs  I  faw  a  Stranger  enter  •  " 

Who  likewife  feeing  me,  in  a  wildHurry 
Convey  d  h.mfelf  as  quickly  thro'  a  Window 
into  the  Garden,  e'er  I  could  have  time 
° /PPrehend  him,  or  to  know  his  Crime. 

VclfJa'^^Vl  Slown=rs  "Pon  this  occafion 
£oliert  ye,  Sir,  I  do  not  like  th*  Excufe; 

Therefore  I  would  advife  ye  ufe  your  Diligence, 

\  our  utmoft  Care,  to  find  this  Gnmoald,  8  ' 

This  Bugbear  of  the  Herd,  within  three  Days, 

Or  elfe  your  Head  pays  Forfeit.-Your  Head,  'great  Prince, 

£>y  Bacchus,  I  have  fworn  it.  ' 

xJuemet-  MiShty King, 

What  lies  within      reach  of  Human  Power, 

Be  pleas  d,  great  Sir,  to  excufe  Impoffibilities. 
^yUmpoffibihties!  nothing's  impoffible  that  I  command 

yo^^SS?  likeFate> 

ArT\  Th.Cn  thC  G,0ds  affift  me-  Demetrius. 
r;f '  t"1'  .W,t^a"  fflyHea»,  and  much  good  do  ye 
G:lm.  6o,  there's  a  Virgin  Favour^  for  ye,  Sir. 

-/i  {Scornfully  to  Demetrius. 

Ar,fi.  You  tooj-get  toyourClofct,  *  try  if  Candng 

[*  7*  Amidea. 
Caa 
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Can  cure  the  Green  Sicknefs.  Hence  with  that  Face, 

Pale  as  a  Statue  in  an  Abbey  Chapel, 
I'll  have  another  Hour  for  you. 

Amid,  Let  me  have  Life 
No  longer  than  Obedience  to  my  Father ; 
I'll  to  the  facred  PriefteiTes  of  Bacchus^ 
And  after  fblemn  Sacrifice,  invoke 
The  Deity  to  pardon  all  Offences, 

And  ever  guard  the  King.  [Exit  Amidea, 

Arift.  Thou,  my  Gilmunda, 
Joy  of  my  Heart,  and  Pleafure  of  my  Eyes, 
That  with  the  Rofie  Graces  of  thy  Look 
Excel  l'ft  Aurora  in  her  Morning  Glory, 
Go  to  thy  lov'd  Diverfion,  Mafques  and  Mufick; 
Let  thy  pleas'd  Fancy  ftudy  for  Delights, 
And  take  my  Purfe  and  Power  to  procure  'em. 
Etftfff,  go  you  and  fee  if  th'  Order's  executed, 
The  new  Tax  on  the  Elliens  about  Grain  ; 
Stri&ly  examine  if  it  has  been  paid, 
To  Morrow  I've  another  Game  to  play. 

Cilon.  Your  Majefty  fhall  find  my  Diligence  fwifter  than 
Thought,  and  I  affure  ye  very  proud  of  the  Honour. 

Damo.  What  other  Game,  if  I  may  prefume.  Sir? 

Arift.  Come  hither,  give  me  thy  Ear.         [They  whifper. 

Gilm.  So  much  for  inj ur'd  Beauty :  I  think  his  Head's  at 
Stake, 

And  nothing  lefs  can  make  me  Satisfaction. 

My  pious  Sifter,  too,  is  gone  to  exercife 

Amongft  the  frantick  PrieftelTes ;  poor  Enthufiaft, 

I'm  refolv'd  I'll  follow  in  Contempt, 

And  laugh  at  their  mad  Ceremonies.— What  are  the  great 

More  than  the  vulgar,  but  in  the  variety 

Of  their  Delights  ?  Feaft  then,  my  Soul,  in  Luxury, 

And  tafte  the  Pleafure  of  unbounded  Will ; 

Since  that  vile  Canker,  Time,  muft  fpoil  our  Bloom, 

And  Joys  infipid  in  the  Days  to  come, 

I'll  take  the  prefent  Moment  whilft  I  may, 

And  make  beft  ufe  of  ev'ry  happy  Day.  m  {Exit. 

Damo.  Sir,  I  confefs  I  cannot  guefs  your  Drift, 
Have  you  then  order'd  this  ftrange  Proclamation  > 

Arift.  '  Pis  done,  and  worded  too  as  they  defire. 

Damo.  And  great  Pollidamus,  you  fay,  is  fent. 

Arift.  Sent  from  JEtolia  with  a  Suit  to  me 
This  Morning,  in  the  Name  of  all  the  banifh'd. 

Damo.  To  grant  fafe  Conduft  for  their  Wives  and  Children. 

drift. 
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a  Aa  'JI\  J,h,ejr  Effe<as  too>  thl's  I  have  granted  all 
And  pubhlVd  it  at  ev'ry  Market  Place.  ?  ' 
hm  !— doft  riiou  wonder  > 
No  matter,  e'er  the  Night's  pale  Goddefs  yonder 
Has  'tw.ee  adorn'd  herfelfwith  borrowM  Sht, 'eft 
Got  from  her  Brother*  Magazine  of  Luftre  ' 
There  will  feme  Changes  happenings  b done 

Wa  wfren1;1  He-°WnK  thy  M^'s  ^"^1  Brant  ' 
To  o,Ve  rh    T -ing  thlsi  llaX'  ™o'  contenting 
to  give  tms  Liberty  to  the  r  Wives  and  Familiec 
May  add  to  a  rebellious  ConfpiraCy  ' 
^rrprSorhering  y°»der,-YetI  have  don't. 

BiteX'  nSPVC'  Sif',y°?  n  gfve  me  to  feratch 
f  te  my  ^U,  pore,  or  fo,  I  cannot  iolve  the  Riddle 

Re-enter  Cilok. 
What  Comet  mean'ft  thou  ? 
Admit  him-He  is  weicome.  E 

mil  Jsts    MyE« ««  - 

-rh"  th£e,5e  is  ffeIcome'  bring  him  to  me. 
™  Fhe  worId  turns  ™H  but  I5am  no  Aftrologer 

wSrlZl111"  g?St?ft  G,Tts  that  Fate  beftow'd, 

Mud  now  be  manag'd,-P„£  a  dowdy  Look  on, 

And  fecm  as  if  ve         <\a    x?'  ^  Damocles, 

As  if  fof  Pn  rY  fad— Furrow  your  Brow, 

Madevf  ™   rCIC1pe'  curbin*  ilubbo™  Nature,  ' 
ivi.ae  ye  unea/ie;  I've  a  reafon  for't. 

[Damocles/^  ^  Melancholy, 
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Enter  Pollidamus  with  ClLON. 


Pollld.  Health  to  your  Majefty. 
•  Arift.  Welcome  Pollidamus — I  have  given  Orders 
About  the  late  Requeft  of  thofe  are  baniih'd,  \ 
To  have  a  Pauport  for  their  Wives  and  Children  ; 
'Tis  granted  Lord,  and  that  they  may  not  find 
I  am  the  Bugbear,  counted  by  the  Rabble, 
I've  ratified  the  Grant  by  Proclamation, 
For  them,  and  their  Effe&s— A  free,  fafe  PafTaee  t 
On  the  King's  Word.  5   '  1 

Pollid.  Upon  my  Knees,  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Arlfl.  Oh,  good  Pollidamus,  no  Ceremony  ! 
Wife,  honeft  Lord,  why  thou  haft  been  a  Stranger 
Of  late,  at  Court,  unlucky  Mifconftruclions 
Have  quite  unhing'd  us  all,  fome  Faults  have  been  too, 
I  mult  confefs ;  well,  Friend,  they  muft  be  mended, 
We  are  all  faulty. 

Pollld.  'Tis  common  to  human  Nature,  Sir, 
And  with  a  Joy — unwonted  to  my  Heart ; 
I  muft  declare,  I  feel  ftrange  Satisfa&ion, 
To  fee  your  Majefty  fo  well  difpos'd  :  1 
The  Crowd  would  not  believe  this,  as  you  fay,  Sir. 

Arlft.  Oh,  no,  with  them,  I  know  I  am  a  Monfter  I 
With  far  more  Horns  and  Heads,  than  e'er  the  Hydra  ■ 
But  let  your  Wifdom  judge.  [  Embracing  him, 

Polhd.  Sir,  for  your  Prefence, 
You  may  be  term'd  Divine  ;  I  hope  all  anfwers, 
In  Mind,  as  well  as  Body. 

Dam.  This  is  no  Court, 
This  is  no  School  of  Complements ;  'dsdeath,  I'mgravel'd  ftill 
I  thought  the  King  had  hated  this  old  Fellow.  [Mde. 

drift.  Methinks,  I  wifli  too,  th'  Father  of  the  War, 
The  great  Tlmolcon  better  grafted  to  me, 
But  fome  odd  Matters  

Pollld.  Oh,  his  Daughters  Wrong's,  great  Sir ! 
Can  never  be  fo  foon  forgotten, 
To  make  that  eafy. 

drift.  I  have  thought  upon't,  Pollidamus, 
Who  has  already  had  ftrict  Reprehenfion 
For  the  ralh  Deed,  tho'  'twas  his  Loyalty 
But  Loyalty,  my  Lord,  fhould  ftill  own  Reafon, 

S  a  L<3*13  ,were  Madnefs :~ Vny  look  on  him, 
By  deadly  Melancholly  ftill  pofTeft;  „ 

He 
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He  ever  fince  has  droop'd  his  lowring  Brow- 
Drawn  into  Wrinkles  by  his  lafhing  Confcien'ce, 
Shew  the  true  Lines  of  Sorrow. 

Dam.  I  fhall  run  mad,— I  cannot  bear  this.  \  Afide 

Artft-  He  had  never  regain'd  my  Favour, 
Had  he  not  fhewn  the  Signs  of  true  Repentance, 
n//??'  /1Conftlfion  .'—The  King's  differing  me ! 
Mult  I  Hand  mute  too  ?  —  And  pleafe  your  Majefty  ! 

Arift.  My  Lore I,  my  Lord,  there  needs  no  ioreConfe^t 
Be  forry,  and  be  filent,  I  won't  hear  ye  fpeak. 

Dam.  Cunning,  by  Heaven  I  find  it  now,  —  Oh,  Fool » 
I  o  hit  the  Mark  no  fooner.  r /{[ide 

Arifl.  Without  doubt,  Pollidamus,  ' 
Th*  old  Govemour  has  been  ftirring  up  his  Friends; 
Hah,  is  t  not  fo?~Come,  prithee  fpeak,  good  Lord, 
Be  fo  plain  with  me,  to  relate  the  Truth ; 
Why  thou  may'ft  be  a  means  to  caufe  a  Parly 
1  o  explain  Grievances,  and  make  us  Friends  • 
Say  then,  what  Force  ? 

Dam.  Rare,  rare,  moft  artificial !  f  Afide 

Polhd.  Some  Troops,  'tisfaid,  indeed  there  are  in  Embrio' 
Jbut  none  fo  dangerous.  I 

tfjY^  1  ml  £e  befieg'd,-IVe  had  a  Dream  on't. 

Polhd.  Oh,  no,  I  hope  not,  Sir! 
If  you  are  pleas'd  to  hold  this  gracious  Temper, 
Reflecting  on  part  Errors— with  my  old  Faith; 
I  beg  leave  to  be  free,  Sir,  this  your  kind  PalTport, 
Will  fo  oblige  the  Ladies,  that  their  Intereft 
Will  be  like  Balfam  to  the  feft'ring  Wounds 
Of  thegriey'd  ii/W-Then,  Sir,  your  late  Taxation, 
A  little  mitigated. 

Arifl.  Oh,  the  Tax  on  Grain  I 
Of  half  in  half;  well,  well,  it  fhall  be  moderated  : 
They  fhall  be  full  of  Bread,  and  full  of  Mirth, 
And  we'll  be  Friends  again  ;  by  this  time  the  Edid 
Is  out  to  their  Defire,  and  tell  old  Lyon-heart, 
Timokon,  that  the  Grant's  the  Speedier, 
In  Complement  to  the  fam'd  Grecian  Heroine. 
His  wife  and  virtuous  Lady;  fo,  Pollidamus, 
uood  honeft  Lord,  farewel. 
Pollid.  Heavens  blefs  your  Majefty  ! 

jj  •  n  t  .1      j  .       '  [Exit.  Pollidamus, 

wtft.  In  good  time;  fo  much  for  the  Politician  : 
Now  to  my  felf  again.— Well,  haft  thou  fathom'd  > 

1  Thy  I 
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Thy  Eye  feem'd  to  dart  through  me,  as  if  wond'ring 
At  what  I  fpoke  ;  haft  thou  yet  found  the  Meaning  ? 

Dam.  I  mull  confefs,  Sir,  not  of  every  Circumftancc; 
Tho'  I  knew  Fallacy  was  the  main  End. 

Arift.  Haft  thou  found  that,  —  when  firft  I  favour'd  thee, 
'Twas  for  thy  Heart,  my  Damocles,  not  thy  Head-piece  ; 
Thou  art  a  forward,  bold,  quick,  willing  Fellow, 
To  execute  thy  Mafter's  Will,  that's  fomething ; 
And  then  performing  it  without  examining 
The  Right,  the  Wrong,  the  Virtue,  the  Vice  on't, 
Is  admirable  Service  ;  a  rare  Quality  ! 
Fit  for  a  Prince's  Favourite, — Give  me  thy  Hand. 
Know  then,  that  whilft  my  Tongue  carrefs'd  this  Rebel, 
With  politick  King-craft  guilding  o'er  my  Medicine, 
The  Poifon  was  moft  fatal  underneath. 

Dam.  But,  Sir,  this  Pailport  to  conduct  the  Ladies ; 
Muft  it  not  greatly  add  to  raife  new  Forces,  / 
And  bring  'em  to  a  Head  ?  / 

Arift.  When  they're  there  :  I 
But  when  is  that  to  be  ?  —  Oh,  dull,  dull  Damocles  ! 
Can'ft  thou  believe  I  meant  'em  what  I  promis'd  ? 
No,  Fool,  as  foon  as  e'er  themfelves  and  Carriages, 
For  they  have  leave  for  all, — Jewels  and  Treafure, 
Plate,  and  what  would  have  been  ftow'd  up  in  Holes, 
Cellers  and  Ovens,  had  I  try'd  to  find  it, 
Shall  be  upon  the  March ;  then  fhall  my  Guards  

Dam.  Seize  on  'em  all,  and  make  a  glorious  Plunder ; 
Oh,  moft  divinely  plotted ! 

Arift.  Ay,  now  thou  haft  it ; 
Gold  never  fails  to  prune  a  Courtier's  Wit, 
And  form  him  for  the  Mifchiefs  of  its  Nature, 

Dam.  Let  me  adore  ye,  Sir,  as  you  are  greater 
Than  all  in  Power,  fo  are  ye  too  in  Politicks. 

Arift.  They'll  have  a  glittering  Shew,  I  make  no  doubt; 
And  I'll  command  that  no  Degree  nor  Age 
Shall  be  diftinguifhed,  but  all  feiz'd  and  rifled ; 
Which  done,  the  Women  fhall  be  fent  to  Prifon, 
To  ponder  there  at  Leifure. 

Dam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

The  Matron  too,  S<  haughty  Belizaria, 
Will  now  have  time  to  curfe  her  Infolence, 
In  late  refilling  of  your  offer'd  Grace  ; 
There,  let  her  chew  upon  her  boifted  Honour, 
Or  try  if  ftubborn  Virtue  will  prevail : 
Virtue  that  wretched  thing,  fit  for  a  Goal  \ 

This 
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This  fure  will  low'r  her  Pride.— -  Oh,  I'm  tranfported 
At  the  mere  though  on't ! 
^  Arift.  I'll  give  Orders  inftantly; 
I'll  make  her  fue  to  be  receiv'd,  and  wait  too. 
Till  I'm  at  Leifure. 

Dam.  'Twill  be  double  Joy, 
To  make  the  proud  imperious  Beauty  know 
'Tis  Obligation, — when  you  condefcend.  ' 

Arift.  Why  are  we  here  coriflrm'd  Gods  of  the  Earth 
Unlefs  our  Wills  have  a  commanding  Right, 
To  rule  the  fubjecl  Creature  ?  Let  dull  Monarchs 
Of  frozen  Climes,  difpenfe  with  the  Prerogative  ' 
Kings. fhould  enjoy.    I'll  ftiew  no  fuch  Example 
But  live  Supreme  —  He  that  do's  otherwife, 
And  the  bright  Circle,  on  bafe  Terms  receive, 
Is  King  at  Will,  and  governs  but  by  Leave  ; 
And,  as  the  modern  Satyrift  denotes  him, 
A  marbled  Ccefar  pinnion'd  to  a  Throne, 
The  People  regnant,  and  the  Monarch  Stone. 

[  Ex  en 

The  End  of  the  Second  Att. 
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ACT  III.    Scene  I. 


Enter  Timoleon,  and  Pollidamus. 

Timol  pQgHRO  W  down  your  hiffing  Bolts,  ye  angry 
iftfrTP  Powers, 

phadSkt  Upon  my  Head,  mice  'tis  your  dreadful  Will, 
SeMEM  Let  fall  at  once,  and  dafh  me  to  the  Earth  ; 
For  thefe  dire  Plagues,  thefe  darts  of  Indignation, 

Are  more  infufierable  

Pollid.  Perfidious  Tyrant ! 
Tyrant's  a  Name  too  mild  for  fuch  Barbarity, 
There  ftiould  be  one  in  Hell  new  form'd  on  purpofe  ; 
Curie  on  my  credulous  and  eafy  Folly  ! 
Are  thefe  the  Fruits  of  all  his  flattering  Smiles  > 
Only  to  gain  a  hellifh  Opportunity 
For  more  and  greater  Mifchiefs,  Robbery,  Murder  ? 
Oh,  horrid  !  horrid  ! 

Time!.  Murder  Damnation  feize  him  ! 

That  has  been  ever  known  his  darling  Sin, 

His  dear  Twin-Brother,  ftill  incorporated 

In  his  curft  Infancy,  fome  Woolf  was  (lain, 

From  whom  his  bloody  Nurfe  took  the  warm  Gore, 

To  fmear  her  Breafls,  and  make  him  fuck  in  Cruelty, 

With  his  firft  Nourifhment :  Muft  not  then,  ye  Gods, 

Blood  be  for  Blood  repaid?  Oh,  Juftice!  Juftice! 

Pollid.  The  dreadful  Infolence  too  of  frighting  Ladies, 
Wounding  and  bruizing  Children,  butchering  Servants,  1 
Then  bafely  plundering  all,  is  paft  Example. 

Timol.  Why  Lucifer  has  drawn  him  to  the  Lees 
Of  Wickednefs ;  the  Fiend  runs  low  in  Villainy : 
From  the  firft  rank  of-  Crimes,  Murder,  Opprerfion, 
Rapes,  Inceft,  and  unnumber'd  Sacrileges, 
He  now  defcends  in  curft  Variety, 
To  the  poor,  bafe,  Mechanick  Vice  of  Stealing  ! 

I  The 
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The  Ruffian's  Trade  to  fatisfy  his  Riot, 
When  Want  has  made  him  defperate. 

Enter  Gomond. 

Poilid.  Now,  good  Gomond, 
What's  farther  done  ?  The  worft  we  know  already. 

Gornott,  A  little  to  allay  that  worft  then,  hear 
Something  of  Comfort. 

Timol.  The  Word  founds  as  ftrange 
As  if  it  were  Arabic  k. — Well,  proceed ;  what  Comfort  ? 
Is  my  Wife  paft  her  Fears  and  laid  in  Peace  ; 
Or  my  poor  Boy,  my  fweet  young  tender  BlolTom, 
PJuckt  up  by  fome  rude  Gripe? — Oh !  execrable  Dog ! 
Thefe  are  his  Comforts. 

Gomon.  No,  brave  Soldier, 
Fate  has  not  been  fo  cruel,  your  Wife  and  Son 
Are  fafe,  tho*  yet  in  fome  Diforder,  being  retir'd 
To  Bacchus  Temple,  with  the  reft  o'th'  Ladies, 
T'  avoid  Imprifonment,  threatned  by  the  Tyrant; 
Whofe  Guards  have  made  fuch  an  unmanly  Havock 
'Mongft  all  that  did  relift,  Story  can't  parallel. 

Pollid.  The  helplefs  Women,  ftript  of  their  very  Ornaments, 
Carnages  robb'd,  and  all  their  hoarded  Treafure, 
Sav'd  up  for  many  Years,  'tis  faid,  amounting 
T'aMafsofWealth  

Gomom  All  which  that  Devil  Damocles 
Stood  by  to  fee  difpos'd  to  the  King's  Ufe ; 
Befides  the  common  Plunder  given  the  Soldiers 
For  their  good  Service. 

Timol.  Oh,  Devil !  Devil  !  thefe  are  his  Comforts. 

Gomon.  No,  great  Timoleon, 
Thefe  now  ihall  feaft  your  Ear ;  this  matchlefs  Villainy 
Have  the  JEtolians  fo  poffeft  with  Horror, 
Rage  and  Revenge,  that  throughout  all  the  Country ; 
Nay,  through  the  utmoft  Bounds  of  wide  Achaia 
They  flock  in  Shoals  to  Arms,  each  Hour  brings  Numbers 
So  that  with'thofe  good  Troops  already  rais'd, 
Which  are  to  watch  the  Sign  from  Prince  Demetrius, 
Within  the  Walls;  we  Ihall,  e'er  Morn,  be  ready 
To  form  a  powerful  Siege. 

Pollid.  The  News  was  Yefterday, 
The  Prince  to  be  profcrib'd  at  three  Days  end>. 
Unlefs  he  find  out  Grimoald. 


Gomon 
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Gomon.  'Tis  moil  true,  the  Riddle  of  himfelf  to  be  that 
Tray  tor, 

Being  yet  unknown,  tho'  it  mud  make  Demetrius 
.Extremely  a&ive  to  divert  his  Fate  ; 
Which  under  Covert  of  a  Search  for  Grimoald, 
Still  furthers  our  Affairs. 

PolUd.  The  new  JEtotian  Governour's  revolted  too, 
And  has  to  Day  difpatch'd  a  Letter  to  him, 
T'  encourage  and  affift  all  Enterprizes. 

Gomon.  My  Lord,  I  faw  it ;  every  thing  befides, 
Methinks,  looks  well  and  lucky,  and  to  lead  us 
To  certain  Victory,  dear  General, 
We  only  want  you  there. 

Timol.  Me  !  Saidft  thou  me  ? 
In  fuch  a  Caufe  can  any  one  be  wanting 
That  has  a  Soul,  and  the  leaft  Grain  of  Honour, 
Much  lefs  Timoleon  ?    Oh  !  Gomond,  thou  had  nam'd 
A  Word  indeed  fo  powerful,  that  Revenge, 
Revenge,  with  its  Aflbciate  Vi&ory ; 
That  were  I  dead,  and  flirouded  up  to  lie 
In  mouldring  DuTolution,  a  Clod  inanimate, 
Like  Heavens  firft  Fiat,  wou'd  anew  create  me  ; 
Dart  thro"  the  porous  Marble  where  I  lay, 
Like  bright  iEtherial  Lightning  force  its  way, 
And  farter  raife  new  Life,  than  could  the  old  decay. 
Pollid.  That  was  fpoke  like  Timoleon. 
Timol  Time,  that  giv'ft  Hero's  fpace  for  mighty  A&ron s, 
And  haft,  I  hope,  affign'd  me  thefe  laft  Minutes 
To  crown  my  Days  with  Glory ;  (hake  my  Sands, 
Oh !  fhake  'em  flowly,  that  I  may  have  leifure 
To  finiffi  this  great  Deed  •  then  willingly 
I  fall  thy  Vi&im,  full  of  Years  and  Honour. 

Gomon.  Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  fight  in  your  Refo Ives  Sir 
'Mongft  which  we've  fome  of  the  old  hardy  Kind, 
That  trod  your  former  Marches ;  Sun-burnt  Faces, 
With  valiant'  Hearts,  and  finewy  Arms  to  follow  ye; 
That  when  their  ftill  lov'd  General  gave  the  Word,  ' 
Tho'  Fate  it  felf  ftood  to  oppofe,  would  conquer. 

Tmol.  Let  us  go  on;  Charge,  charge  then,  I  am  ready ; 
Within  my  Banner,  by  fome  curious  Hand, 
The  Figure  of  Clorona  fhall  be  painted, 
Drefs'd  in  her  Virgin  white,  an  Angel  Innocence 
Gracing  her  Look ;  and  in  her  fnowy  Bofom 
A  bloody  Dagger,  ftuck  by  a  black  Fury, 
Grizly  and  baleful,  reprefenting  Damocles, 

I*  Wave 
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Wave  in  the  Air  to  animate  our  Friends. 

Then  found  the  T  rumpet,  and  begin  the  Sport. 

'lis  done,  'tis  done,  methinks  I  fee  the  Action; 

The  Walls  are  mounted,  and  the  Breach  is  made  : 

Oh !  fix  me  there,  thou  martial  Deity, 

That  lov'ft  a  Soldier ;  and  this  Ariftander, 

Once  more  within  my  reach,  if  then  I  lofe  him 

May  I  be  loft  with  Infamy ;  not  Jove's  Bolts, 

Nor  crooked  Fulgor,  with  its  darling  Flames, 

Should  guard  him  from  me;  Heaven  nor  Earth fhould  fave 

him ;  .    _    _  4 

Not  all  the  Powers  Hell  fent  him  for  Supply, 
Nor  all  the  1  hunder  burfting  from  the  Sky.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   II.    The  Temple  of  Bacchus. 

Enter  Demetrius  with  a  Letter,  andZizi  M  o. 

Demet.  Abandoned  as  I  am,  profcrib'd,  difgrae'd, 
Yet  do's  this  Letter  from  the  JEtohan  Governor, 
I«i  the  Name  of  them,  and  all  the  bamfii'd  Klliens, 
Give  me  fome  Hopes,  tho'  with  extremcft  Danger. 
Danger!  what's  Danger,  in  a  Cafe  like  mine  ? 
Nothing,  a  Word,  no  more. 

Zwmo.  The  Siege  is  laid,  Sir,  think  on  that  to  comfort  ye. 
'  Demet.  He  writes  me  word  they're  ready  for  the  Attack,  < 
Bids  me  prepare  too,  my  Friends  within  here,  again!!  five  in 

To  kill  all  thofethat  guard  the  Cattle  Poftcrn, 
Where  they  will  entrance  wait  to  leize  the  1  yrant. 

Ziziwo*  And  rout  the  Guards. 

Demet.  By  Heavens !  'tis  nobly  plotted, 
And  will,  I  hope  too,  be  as  well  perform  d. 
Away  to  your  Port  then,  and  remember  Silence ; 
Silence,  rood  Captain.  .  . 

&l  Doubt -mc  not,  my  Lord.  [ExttXmmo. 

Demet  Oh'  thou  then,  who  within  this  facred  Place 
Receiv'ft  the  Prayers  of  Votary's  diftrefl, 
Propitious  be,  and  grant  us  thy  Afliftance; 
That  Corinth  may  again  retrieve  her  1  eace,  > 
And  the  Traytor,  Grimoaid,  be  lound  her  Prince. 

But  hold  1  tear  my  Feet  intrude  too  rafhly  ; 

Thi  Corner  of  the  facred  Dome  is  hallow'd, 

Where  the  piuftridus  Bones  of  Kings  and  Peers,  p  1 
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For  many  Ages  part,  mouldring  in  Reft, 

Po/Tefs  their  gloomy  Habitations. 

'Twas  here,  ah!  fome  where  here,  the  dear  Remains 

Of  my  fwect  Virgin  Love  were  rudely  caft 

By  Villains  Hands;  guide  me,  fome  pitying  Angel, 

To  the  dear  Receptacle,  that  I  may  with  Reverence, 

The  trueft  Reverence,  fpmng  from  faithful  Love, 

Invoke  my  Angel's  Aid  for  her  Demetrius. 

Ghofl  o/Clorona  afcends. 

Oh,  ye  Immortals,  have  ye  heard  me  then ! 
Am  I  on  Earth,  may  I  believe  my  Eyes  ? 
Oh  !  take  not  from  me,  thou  Cceleftial  Figure 
My  Soul,  that  flutters  between  Fear  and  Joy  ' 
I  ill  thou  haft  bleft  me  with  thy  lov'd  Commands, 
.behold  the  Creature  of  thy  Will,  thy  Lover 
Charm'd  to  an  Ecftafy  at  thy  bleft  Si°-ht 
And  crawling  on  the  Verge  of  Life  to  hear  thee. 

r^i  a  ,  ^  .        Un  his  Ecftafy  drops  the  Letter., 

Ghoft.Go  on,  oh  Prince,  favoured  of  Heaven,  e;o  on  : 

Let  no  Doubt  (hake  thee,  nor  chill  Fear  moleft  • 

Thou  art  fele&ed  for  the  Reftauration 

aJIIQ  °\   Tyranny  fljall  wane, 

•  And  cruel  Anftander  lhall  be  no  more 
From  flow'ry  Groves,  where  SoPs  eternal  Ravs 
UtI  L3ht  PerPetual»  giids  ^-e  Nights  and  Days : 
Where  Heaven  gives ■  boundlcfi  Joys  to  recompile 
I  hole  Virgin  Souls  that  die  with  Innocence 
I  come  to  tell  thee,  Prince,  rh' Almighty  Doom 
Ordains  thy  Rile,  and  the  curft  Tyrant's  Fall 
In  loweft  Difs ;  where  Lucifer  in  Chains 
Shackles  the  damn'd,  that  rage  and  yell  in  Horror' 
Where  frozen  Hides  dart  through  the  Bowels 
<Jt  gnaOung  Fiends,  or  Fire  alternate  melts 
I  he  fcalding  Marrow,  is  a  dreadful  Cavern 
Replete  with  Serpents  Newts,  and  odious  Vermin  • 
I  he  fpptted  Toad  here  fpits  his  yellow  Venom  * 

,-Againft  the  poys'nous  Afpick.  Horrid  Spectres 

Skimming  about  with  piercing  Shrieks  and  Groans, 

Sound  o'er  the  baleful  Place.  This  dire  Abode 

fir  Fate,  is  fix'd  the  Cell  of  Anftander  ? 

Thus  cruel  Pride,  is  by  the  Gods  rewarded. 

This  gives  the  curft  Blafphemer  too  a  Mirror 

Where  he  may  view  himfelf;  on  then,  my  Demetrius, 

1  3  Prepare 
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Prepare  to  ftrike  the  Blow,  revenge,  and  profper : 
The  Powers  Divine  aftur'd  Succefs  will  grant, 
And  wrong'd  Clorona  prove  thy  Guardian  Saint.  [Defcends. 

Demet.  And  guarded  fo,  who  can  fail  to  conquer  ? 
Thou  heavenly  Meftenger,  that  from  the  Depth 
Of  low  Defpair,  haft  lifted  me  to  Paradife, 
Doubt  not  but  I'll  go  on;  the  light  foot  Roe 
Stretches  not  fatter  o'er  the  fpacious  Lawn 
Than  I,  to  meet  this  joyful  Opportunity. 
My  eager  Speed,  fledg'd  with  the  Wings  of  Joy, 
As  fwift  lhall  Poft  as  Time  it  felf  can  liy.  [Ex»t. 

Enter  Amidea  Reading. 

Amid.  Sacred  Devotion,  that  doft  cleanfe  the  Mind 
From  the  vile  Drofs  of  worldly  Vanity, 
Clear  our  fhort-lighted  Reafon,  and  infpire 
The  clouded  Scene  with  thy  Cosleftial  Fire. 
How  excellent  to  me  are  all  thy  Graces  ? 
And,  ah  !  how  fweet  is  innate  Satisfaction  ? 
Bl'eft  Souls  above  feraphick  Joys  may  find, 
But  nought  below  compares  with  Peace  of  Mincj. 
What's  here !  *  A  Letter  fubferib'd  to  Prince  Demetrius ! 

*  Takes  up  the  Letter, 
How  my  Heart  pants !  this  may  be  worth  perurmg ; 
Bu  I'll  retire  and  read  it,  for  yonder,  'mongft  the 
PriefteiTes,"I  fee  my  Sifter  coming,  and  Heaven  help  'em, 
The  haplefs  Belizaria;  and  the  reft. 
Fled  here  for  Sanctuary.    Oh !  Ariflander, 
I  wMi  thou  hadft  my  Heart.  [Exit. 

Enter  from  the  inner  fart  of  the  Temple  Belizaria,  Clindor, 
Helmige,  and  other  Ladies,  with  the  Priejleffcs  of  'Bacchus 
in  their  Ornaments,  Gilmunda  appearing  with  her  Mafques 
on  the  other  Jide ;  the  chief  Pneftefs  coming  forward , 

fpeaks. 

Ch.  P.  Ye  Gods  of  Greece,  and  above  all,  great  Bacchu;, 
To  whom,  for  many  hundred  rowling  Years, 
Our  facred  Rites  and  myftick  Ceremonies 
Have  been  addrefs'd,  protect,  and  be  propitious 
To  thefc  thy  Suppliants;  punifti  too  the  impious, 
Who  dare  prophane  thy  Altar;  fhowcr  quick  Vengeance 
Upon  their  Heads,  thy  Votary  implores  thee. 

Helm.  The  holy  Maid  blufhes  with  glowing  Anger, 

The 
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The  Agitations  of  her  troubled  Soul 
Blaze  in  her  Eyes  and  Vifage. 

Beliz.  Oh !  can'ft  thou  blame  her? 
Seen:  thou  not  yonder,  where  the  Royal  Infolent 
Appears,  in  Mockery  of  thefolemnMyfteries? 

Helm.  Yes,  and  behold  it  with  confus'd  Amazement. 
Heavens !  Can  that  Figure  of  a  perfect  Angel, 
That  beauteous  Form,  whofe  perfonal  Divinity 
Has  Charm  enough  to  force  Casleftial  Favour, 
Be  yet  fo  black  within,  to  incline,  Fiend-like, 
To  horrid  Profanation  ?    It  confounds  me  ! 
See,  flie  moves  this  way,  and  will  fpeak  t'ye,  Madam, 

Beliz.  I  am  prepar'd. 

Gilm.  Is  it  then  poffible  my  Eyes  can  grant  me 
So  rare  a  Sight  as  this  ?  GreaiBeiizaria^~ 
Cry'd  up  for  Patronefs  of  Virtue,  Wifdom ; 
By  the  Crowd  nick-nam'd  too,  the  fam'd  Grecian  Heroine, 
Seeking  a  Shelter  here  for  bafe  Rebellion, 
Amongfl  a  Rout  of  Enthufiaftick  Bigots  ? 
Can  that  great  Soul,  then,  condefcend  fo  low 
To  feek  for  any  Aid  but  from  it  feff  ? 
This  is  moft  wonderful,  fince  I  know,  Madam, 
Do  what  you  pleafe,  your  Deeds  are  glorious  all, 
And  wife,  as  ye  held  Counfel  with  the  Gods, 
And  fafhion'd  their  Decrees. 

Beliz.  No,  not  fo  wife; 
Virtue's  a  thing,  indeed,  of  fuch  plain,  fimple  Nature, 
'Tis  fuited  by  kind  Heaven  for  all  Capacities, 
And  confequcntly  mine ;  but  facred  Wifdom 
Is  a  much  richer  Grace,  a  Gift  peculiar  ; 
Which  as  but  few  poffefs,  fo  few  deferve. 

Gilm.  Oh !  you  deferve  it,  without  all  Difpute  ; 
The  Gods,  when  they  contriv'd  fo  rare  a  Cabinet, 
Could  not  do  lefs  than  give  the  richeft  Jewel 
T'  enclofe  therein. 

Beliz.  One  Jewel,  I  confefs, 
There  is  enclos'd,  of  an  uncommon  Value ; 
Which  is,  Contempt  of  vicious  Dignity. 
I  can  defpife  a  mighty  Man  in  Office, 
Whole  Life  and  Inclinations  are  deprav'd, 

Or  a£ts  unjnltly.  And  if  1  fee  a  Lady, 

Nay,  tho'  as  great  as  you,  out-race  her  Modefty, 
And  from  the  Rules  of  Virgin  Decency 
Rove  up  to  Libertine  Extravagance, 
My  Soul  can  from  its  little  Eminence 

I  4  Look 
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Look  down,  nay  and  contemn  her. 

Gtlm.  You  can,  great  Heroine  ? 
And  from  my  Eminence  of  State,  and  Power  too, 
I  can  look  down  upon  your  proud  Humility; 
Eor  there's  an  Infolence  fometimcs  in  Rags 
As  blameful  as  in.  Robes  of  Gold  and  Purple. 
I've  often  fecn  a  furly  Beggar  fnarl 
Becaufe  he  thought  the  Alms  was  giv'n  too  mean 
For  his  Defert,  tho'  in  extremeft  Mifery. 
This  boafted  Virtue  truly  is  a  Pride 
Fafhion'd  and  gilded  by  Hypocrify, 
Which  equals  even  the  worll  of  vain  Extravagance 
I  revel  and  enjoy  the  World,  am  great, 
Plac'd  high,  and  thus,  perhaps,  indulge  my  Flatterers 
You  re  humble,  fet  your  Face,  give  Alms,  and  pray, 

Dinemble  -All  to  gain  publick  Applaufc. 

What  Difference  then  betwixt  my  Pride  and  yours  ? 

Behz.  The  Difference  is  in  th'  Anions  plain  Sincerity : 
My  Ends  are  facred,  and  the  Good  I  do 
Aims  not  to  be  rewarded  here  below, 
But  in  a  Place  where  Pity's  remcmber'd. 

Gilm.  And  do  ye  never  fear  to  mifs  your  Aim, 
And  after  your  Painstaking  lofe  your  Labour  > 

Beliz,  Oh !  no,  the  Records  are  for  ever  fixt. 
Set  down  by  an  eternal  Rcgiftcr, 
Where  can  be  no  Neglecl. 

Gilm,  It  the  rank  Hypocrite, 
Who  kindles  publick  Feuds  for  private  Ends ; 
Or  th'ftubborn  factious  Kindlcr  of  Rebellion 
May  live  unpunilh'd  there,  and  hope  Reward, 
You  may  be  certain  of  uncommon  Share.  ? 

Beliz.  Rather  for  Loyalty  and  Love  of  Honour : 
For  unlefs  doing  juitice  deferve  Puniflimcnt, 
I  have  no  Fang  of  Conference,  4 

Gilm.  Not  ev'n  for  Trcafon  ? 
That  petty  Vice  lies  funk  in  your  dceo  Wifdom 
Here's  a  rare  Proof  of  Honour,  Virtue,  Conscience  • 
A  precious  Guide  for  our  Corinthian  Dames ;  Pfr  heat 

Or  is  your  Matronfhip  grown  mad  o'th'  iucldcn 
Should  Rebels  have  no  Punilhment  > 
>  Beliz.  Rebels,  Madam! 
The  Word  do's  need  fiich  a  nice  Explanation 
;  1  is  hard  to  be  defm'd ;  and  you,  alas,  her  Voice, 

1  hat jife  em  molt  by  Rote,  without  true  Judgment, 
Had  better  change  it  for  a  modifh  one, 

Relating 


The  Fate  of  Tyranny-. 


121 


Relating  to  your  Head-drefs,  or  your  Body  : 
Study  new  Phrafes  that  run  glib  at  Court, 
Where  Flatt'ry  (till  do's  eccho  ye,  tho'  Nonfenfe  : 
Where  the  vile,  fupple,  cringing  Parafite 
May  take  'em  like  his  Gold,  all  without  weighing ; 
And  let  no  thought  of  the  Rebels  (train  your  Fancy : 
But  if  you  needs  will  defcanr  on  the  Word, 
To  do  it  right,  know,  Madam,  'twas  invented 
When  Royal  Villainy  frrft  plagu'd  Mankind. 
Were  there  no  Tyrants,  there  had  ne'er  been  Rebels. 
Gilm.  Oh !  can  your  Pride  mount  now  o'er  your  Sincerity  ? 


Calm  Virtue,  crofs'd,  I  fee,  can  turn  to  Thunder; 
My  Breaft  is  all  on  Fire,  by  awful  Juno, 
Her  Soul  o'er-tops  me  fo,  I  flag  and  faulter.  {Fretting  about, 
And  have  no  Power  of  anfwering. — But  fee  my  Father, 
He'll  do  me  Right  I'm  fure. 

Enter  Ariftander,  Damocles,  and  Guards. 

Arift.  What !  are  we  then  befieg'd  ?         (To  Damocles* 

Damo.  Yes,  Sir,  injeft; 
Three  or  four  Thoufand  hot  brain'd  Idcots, 
Led  by  Pollidamus  and  craz'd  Timolean, 
Bloated  with  their  long  Eafe  and  Idlencfs, 
Are  got  before  the  Walls.    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Arift.  I'll  fend  my  Guards  anon  to  whip  'em  home  ; 
Their  hoary  Ring-leaders  too  (hall  upon  Mules, 
Their  Faces  to  their  Tails,  ride  thro'  the  City, 

To  divert  thofe  within.  . 

Now,  my  Gilmunda,  what  antick  Forms  are  thefe  ? 
*  What's  all  this  Pageantry  >       [*  Pointing  to  the  Priejlefjes. 
Hah !  I  gave  Order  that  f  thofe  fancy  Women  fhould  be 
Imprifon'djhow  comes  thisNeglecl:  }[]Seeing¥>Q\\l.andthe  reft. 

Damo.  In  the  great  Hurry,  Sir,  they  Tcap'd  the  Guards, 
And  fled  for  Shelter  hither. 

Gilm.  Thefe  here,  the  Pricfteifes, 
The  impertinent  Teasers  of  our  Rode  Deity, 
Are  going  to  entertain  ye  with  their  Ceremonies. 
Pleaic  yourMajefty  to  (it  a  while  you'll  be  diverted. 

Arift.  It  (hall  be  fo,  I'll  borrow  fo  much  time  from  the 
Befiegers. 

Gilm.  How,  Sir,  befieg'd,  is't  then  fo  hot? 

Arift.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. — Come,  let  us  fce  thefe  Ceremonies. 


Here 
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Here  follows  the  Entertainment  of  Sinking  and  Dancing,  which 
done,  enter  Cilon  hajiily. 

iTr^r^TrExtremelyplcafant:  °h'  the  crack-brainM  Anticks, 

What  Whimfies  craze  their  Brains?  How  now  what 

bring'ft  thou } 

Cilon.  Sir,  your  Majefty,  if  you're  at  Lcifure,  ftall  hear  a 
pretty  Bufinefs.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  hee ;  the  Befiegcrs,  it  feems, 
are  now  about  ten  thoufand ;  hee,  hee,  hee.  The  new  JF- 
tohan  Governor,  I  hear,  heads  'em,  and  joins  with  old  7#- 
rnoleon,  hee,  hee,  hee,  hee.    Fools,  Rogues. 

drift.  Confufion  feize  him!  he  makes  Head  againftme 
He,^  by  my  Bounty  rais'd.  Come  hither,  Damocles.  [Whifper 

■^x°i™n  If  my  Eyes  £uide  me  "ght,  I  think  I  fee 
My  Sifter  yonder,  in  that  part  o'th'  Temple, 
Alone  and  muling,  a  Paper  in  her  Hand  too  : 
Now  we're  befieg'd— perhaps  'tis  fome  Intelligence  ; 
1  m  refolv'd  to  know,— jt  may  do  Service.  [Exit 
drift.  Ten  thoufand  wilful  Villains  are  too  many, 

.   ,  .  ,  T  _    ,  [To  Damocles. 

And  tho  1  fear  'em  not,  'tis  good  Policy 
To  be  fecure  :  Hire  then  fome  trufty  Agent, 
With  promife  of  a  Bounty  large  and  gracious, 
In  a  Difguife  to  fteal  out  of  the  Town 
At  the  dead  of  Night,  and  pod  to  King  Craterus, 
Our  Ally  and  Neighbour;  write  our  Cafe, 
And  require  Succours. 

Damo.  Sir,  it  fhall  be  done, 
And  Goddefs  Fortune,  if  thou'lt  be  ador'd, 
Retrieve  thy  Scandal,  be  no  more  inconftant.  [Exit 
drift.  Enquire  you  for  Demetrius,  let  him  be  watch'd, 

tj •  j  ,  j  •  VT°  Cilon. 

His  dated  time  comes  on ;  and  take  thofe  Tatlers  \To  Officer. 
And  (low  em  up  in  Pnfon,  for  their  great  Heroes 
1  hat  are  befieging  us,  thence  to  relieve  'em. 

Beliz.  Dearh  is  a  Hero,  whofe  Relief  is  fure; 
He  s  ours,  and  we  will  thank  him  with  a  Smile. 
Actions,  like  this,  bleft  Innocence  can  do, 
When  thou  (halt  (hut,  and  tremble  at  his  View 

Artft.  Furies  and  Hell !  away  with  that  curft  Adder, 
She  ftings  thus  tar  off.    How  now  ?  what  new  Frenzy  > 
What  would  your  Ceremonial  Holinefs  ?  ' 

[C hicfPrieftefs  approaches  Ariftandcr. 


Chief  P. 
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Chief  P.  By  facred  Bacchus,  myftick  Cyfofc, 
Apollo,  Delia,  the  Auguft  Divinities, 
Each  Morn  ador'd  within  this  holy  Temple, 
I  do  conjure  you  ceafe  this  Cruelty, 
And  eive  thefe  pious  Votaries  their  Freedom. 

Arift.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  what  faid  the  Antick?     [t  leering, 

Chief  P.  Be  cautious,  Ariftander,  how  with  Deeds, 
Impious  like  thefe,  thou  doll  offend  the  Deities ; 
Free  'em,  in  the  Name  of  all  the  Gods,  I  charge  thee. 

Arift.  Hence,  preaching  Ideot,  or  I'll  fpurnthee  from  me; 
Away,  I  fay.  *Now,  by  my  facred  felf,  [*  Ladies  can fd  off. 
Not  all  the  Gods,  did  they  Hand  by,  fliould  free  'em. 

Chief  P.  Then  take  theCurfe  which  I  by  them  pronounce, 
Thy  Ruin,  impious  Prince,  is  near  at  hand, 
Thy  Crown  and  Empire  loft.  ✓  . 

Arift.  Witch  !  impudent  Tray  trefs !  [Drags  her  by  the  Hair. 
I'll  fpoil  your  prophefying;  drag  'em  hence, 
And  give  'em  each  an  hundred  Blows  with  Staves ; 
Then  let  'em  try  agen  to  be  prophetick. 

[Guards  beat  the  Priefteffes, 
The  Fury  lurks  within  'em  will  be  rouz'd, 
Inveteracy  its  high  flown  Rage  extend, 
Curft  Female  Mifchief  adding  to  the  Fiend.  [Lxtt, 

Re-enter  Gilmunda  with  the  Letter,  and  Amidea, 

Gilm.  And  did  you  find  it  here  ? 

Amid.  Here  in  the  Temple,  _    [Amidea  weeping, 

Open  as  now,  fubfcrib'd  too  to  Demetrius ; 
But  oh !  confidcr,  when  I  had  perus'd 
The  curft  Contents,  how  then  I  was  furpriz'd  ! 

Gilm.  Surpriz'd!  Ihe  talks  as  if  fome  petty  News  hrd 
reach'd  us, 

Whilft  I,  convuliive,  tremble  at  the  Terrors 

Are  here  enclos'd.  A  Plot  to  kill  the  King, 

And  let  in  the  Befiegers  to  deftroy 

The  Guards,  my  felf,  and  all  of  us ;  Oh  horrid ! 

And  you  to  rind  this,  that  wants  Confirmation  ; 

You  have  been  thought,  long  fmce,  to  favour  th'  Ellie;is, 
And  own  this  fuppos'd  Prince,  and  now,  perhaps, 
Some  Fret  of  your  Defpair  makes  you  betray  him. 

Amid.  Oh!  wrertnot  impioufly  my  loyal  Meaning 
Such  an  unnatural  way;  reluctant Confcience 
Infus'd  into  my  Soul  a  Fathei's  Danger  ; 
Axid  the  ftrange  Means,  Heaven  fern  me  to  prevent  it. 

I  Thus 
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Thus  a  Ariel  Bond  of  Duty  principajly, 
As  well  as  to  preferve  the  reit  of  the  Court, 
Divulg'd  the  Secret,  elfe  you  ne'er  had  known  it. 

Gilm.  Rather  a  Fit  of  Enthnfiaftick  Zeal  , 
Has  fore'd  it  from  ye;  you  would  fain  be  fainted, 
And  this  you  think  will  do't,  elfe  why  was  I 
Jo  be  an  Ignorant ;  was  a  Siller's  Safety 
So  flightly  to  bevalu'd? 

Amid.  Honour  and  -Confcicncc 
Engaging  me  an  equal  Friend  to  both, 
Produc'd  the  great  Difcovery  ;  elfe  Ihch  a  Siller, 
Who  calls  the  Good  we  do,  the  Acls  of  Phrenzy  - 
And  when  her  certain  Ruin  is  contriv'd 
Mys  her  Reliever  do's  it  from  Defpair,  ' 
Little  deferves  the  Grace  of  fuch  a  Secret 
1  hat  mull  deftroy  a  Lover. 
Gilm.  Dcllroy  .a  Lover ! 
Amid.  That,  amongft  the  reft ; 
Secrets  are  Trifles  in  fuch  times  of  Danger  • 
Yes,  I  avow,  forgive  me,  Modefty,  * 
It  at  this  Junclure  I  tranfgrefs  thy  Laws, 
And  blulhing,  own  Demetrius  for  my  Lover  • 
Whofe  Life  not  all  the  Wealth  of  Earth  or  Sea, 
1  he  Sweets  of  Empire,  or  the  Rage  of  Power, 
Should  have  compell'd  me  thus  to  have  expos'd 
Lut  th'  Safety  of  a  Father. 

Gilm.  Double  Tray  tor  ! 
And  fince  I  find  him  fo,  my  Rage  is  doubled : 
;Vhich  mall,  e'er  Mom,  have  ample  Satisfadion : 
My  F athcr  s  twme  of  Life  fo  llightly  hangs, 
i  hat  even  methinks  grim  Atropos  is  ready; 
III  hafte,  then  and  prevent  her,  and  in  fte'ad 
Make  her  an  Offering  of  his  Enemy  ; 
For  now  Love  to  ranked  Hate  is  grown, 
Avuch  for  my  Father's  fake,  but  more  my  own,  [Exit 

Amid  Oh  wretched  Maid  !  how  dreadful  is  thy  Cafe, 
VV  hen  thou  art  even  oblig'd  to  curfe  thy  Piety  ?  [IVeets 
Nor  could  it  be  a  bleft,  but  fome  ill  Genius  1  1 

J  hat  working  his  dire  Ends,  prophan'd  the  Temple, 
And  lea  me  to  the  Secret.    What  have  I  done  > 
Vv  ny  tav'd  a  Father's  Life,  and  fure  that's  good? 
V y  hat  elfe  ?  Why  then  I  have  to  do  this  Good, 

Murdcr'd  the  Man  I  lov'd!  Oh  Horror!  Horror* 

^an  all  the  Joys  that  blefs  my  filial  Piety 

O  ercome  the  Woes  my  Soul  mull  bear  for  this  ? 

Ah, 
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Ah,  no !  Love  has  a  nearer  Tie  than  Nature, 

And  pulls  the  Heart  Strings  ftronger. — Yet  'twas  my  Father ! 

To  fee  the  Author  of  my  Life  extended 

Upon  the  Floor !  a  Dagger  in  his  Heart, 

Which  I  confented  to ! — —Impious  and  hateful ! 

A  Sin  unpardonable  !  But  then,  Demetrius ! 

Whofe  graceful  Charms  firft  caus'd  my  Virgin  Heart 

To  have  a  Senfe  of  Love;  who,  by  his  Influence, 

Forming  the  Atoms  that  lay  all  confus'd 

And  wild,  firft  made  me  know  I  had  a  Soul 

To  be,  by  my  Difcovery,  dragg'd  to  Ruin  ; 

The  Rack,  the  Sword,  Impaling,  or  the  Gaunches 

Tearing  his  Limbs  to  pieces !  And  I,  oh  killing  Terror  • 

The  fatal  Caufe  of  all !  *Mii,  ye  Gods,  [*!Veepfar. 

Keep  firm  my  Brain,  and  prop  my  daggering  Reafon ;  ^ 

Let  yhmdea  now  be  worth  your  Care, 

For  nothing  elfe  can  fave  me  from  Defpair.  [Exit. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Aft. 
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ACT  IV.  Scene  L 

A  Trifon  Gate. 


Damocles  Solus.' 

Damo.  i^aosra^Onfcience,  thou  Terror  of  irrefolute  Minds, 
Phantaftick  Phantom  that  depriv'ft  the  Sour 
With  fordid  Fear,  of  the  due  Veneration 
It  ought  to  pay  to  that  great  God  Ambition, 
Difturb  my  Peace  no  more ;  there  is  no 
room 

For  any  thing  but  Greatnefs.in  this  Breaft, 

AH  Thoughts  befide  are  Bafe.  How  dar'ft  thou  then 

Prefs,  with  thy  nothing  here,  when  I  indulge 

In  the  Exceffes  of  my  tow'ring  Fortune, 

Lull'd  in  foft  Eafe  and  Riot,  the  bent  Bodies 

And  humble  Looks  of  Suppliants  imploring : 

With  the  large  Train  of  gaudy  Flatterers, 

Who  wait,  as  if  I  were  the  Delphian  God, 

To  worlhip  my  uprffihg?  Thou  intruded, 

And  meagre  as  the  Skeliton  of  Death, 

Pretend'ft  to  moralize;  giving  Reflections' 

I  hat  Favourites,  like  Beacons  fet  on  high,- 
May  warn  the  reft  of  Danger  by  their  Blaze; 
But  firft  confume  themfelves,  that  State  and  Opulence 
Beget  the  People's  Hate,— and  that  their  Ruin. 
This  thou  would'ft  fright  me  with ;  poor  dull  Chimocra'^ 
Bugbears  o'th'  Vulgar,  fpirittefs  and  bafe, 

But  lhall  be  my  Diverfion.    I  ne'er  enter 
My  Garden  but  methinks  the  Statue  there 
Of  Pallas,  Vefta,  Daphne  and  Diana, 
All  taking  on  themfelves  Clorona's  Figure 
With  Daggers  ftab  at  me;  at  which,  perhaps,- 
1  Hart,  and  for  a  Minute  may  be  ruffled  p 

But 
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But  ftraight  all's  drown'd  within  the  Greekijh  Bowl, 
1  hen  fomething  new,  and  wicked,  Charms  my  Soul. 

Enter  C  I  L  O  N  with  a  Letter. 

Who's  there,  oh  Cilon !  Well,  my  Friend,  what  News  ? 

Cilon.  So,  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  I  have  here  in  Charge 

A  Letter  of  Importance.  Where's  the  King, 

?Tis  from  the  Princefs  ? 

Damo.  What,  Gilmunda,  hah,  his  darling  Daughter  ? 

Cihn.  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  had  th'  Honour  from  her  own 
fair  Hands. 

Damo.  He  promis'd  to  be  this  Inftant  here,  on  a  Defign 
T'  harangue  th'  Imprifon'd  Ladies  with  fome  Orders, 
Some  new  Commands ;  he'd  have  'em  fend  their  Husbands 
Without  their  Walls.    Has  there  been  ought  of  Note 
Since  the  laft  Sally,  I've  been  burled  elfewhere. 

Cilon.  Nothing,  my  Lord,  of  Worth,  fince  I  commanded 
The  Party  that  beat  'em  off  from  the  laft  Baftion. 
I  hope  your  Lordfliip  heard  how  th'  Counterfcarp 
Was  taken ;  and  where  I  order'd  'em  to  fpring  the  Mine, 
When  the  Enemy  delign'd  upon  our  Trenches, 
Near  the  South  Ravelin ;  there,  if  your  Lordfhip's  ignorant, 
I  muft  be  bold  to  fay,  I  pepper'd  'em : 
They  have  got  Ground  fince,  I  hear,  and  are  come  up 

Clofe  to  our  Pallifades.  But  if  the  King,  my  Lord, 

Would  take  my  Counfel  

Damo.  Oh!  no  doubt  he  will,  [Trumpet  founds  within, 
I  hear  he's  not  far  off,  let's  go  and  meet  him.  [Exeunt.. 

Enter  from  the  Prifon's  inner  part  Belizaria,  Helmige  and 
Ladies,  Clindor,  and  other  Children. 

Helm.  The  Tyrant's  coming,  Madam. 

Beliz.  So  is,  fweet  Friend,  our  latter  Day  fatal, 
And  ruinous,  like  him  ;  let  us  with  brave  Contempt  then 
Receive  'em  both  alike ;  are  all  our  Friends  here 
Join'd  in  Opinion,  and  refolv'd  unanimoufly 
On  what  was  laft  confultej  ? 

Helm.  All  mo  ft  firmly, 
And  chiefly  declare,  a  Death  with  Honour 
Prefer'd  before  the  leaft  ignoble  Adion, 
To  taint  their  Memories.- 

Beliz.  Let  me  hear  'em  own  it, 
Methinks  the  very  Sound  is  fo  feraphical^ 

The 
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The  Joy  will  fill  my  Heart.  What  fay  ye,  Ladies, 
Can  ye  ?  For  without  doubt  when  Ariftander 
Comes  to  difcourfe  Affairs,  he'll  make  Propofals 
Fit  for  his  Intereft,  tho'  to  your  Difhonour. 
Can  ye  refill  ?  Shall  not  his  Flattery  tempt  ye, 
Nor  Threatnings  fright  ye  to  debafe  your  Honour, 
And  fo  betray  your  Country  ? 
,  I  Lady.  No,  we  are  confirm'd. 

2  Lady.  And  all  refolv'd  to  bend  our  Refolutions 
To  what  you  fhall  think  proper  in  your  Anfwcr. 

3  Lady,  And  this  we  all  have  fworn  to. 
Omr.es.  All,  all,  all. 

Beltz.  Inftead  of  Infamy,  a  Death  with  Honour. 
Death ! — Well,  and  what  is  Death,  hoary  Philofophers 
Term  it  a  leap  i'th'  dark  !  A  Difquifition 
Horrid,  yet  natural. — Senfelcfs  Contradiction, 
Death  is  no  more  than  Nature's  final  Couch, 
Whereon  ihe  refts  from  Cares ;  fo  eafy  too 
That  little  Birds  endure  it  without  Noife, 
And  Infants  with  a  Sigh  give  back  their  Beings : 
Or  if  Difeafe  or  Age  give  fome  fhort  Pangs, 
The  Joy  free  Confcience  brings,  and  balmy  Honour 
So  heals  the  Minute  Woe,  it  turns  to  Pleafure. 

Helm.  And  tho'  the  Separation,  may  feem  terrible, 
Of  Soul  and  Body,  like  two  ancient  Friends 
Of  long  Acquaintance,  that  are  loth  to  part ; 
Yet  when  we  think  of  the  Future  State — — 

Beliz.  Ay,  my  Helmige,  that  Scene  of  Lifting  Glory, 
Where  impious  Tyrants  a£l  no  cruel  Part; 
Nor  dreadful  Revolutions  can  moleft  us, 
There's  the  Reward  ftill  of  a  Death  with  Honour ; 
Life's  a  fhort  Voyage  to  that  heavenly  Place, 
Prepar'd  to  recompenfe  our  anxious  Days ; 
To  which  the  Soul  in  her  frail  VefTel  ftow'd, 
Thro'  numerous  Dangers  makes  its  vent'rous  Road ; 
And  painfully  o'er  Rocks  and  Sands  do's  ride 
Thro'  the  tempeftuous  War  of  Wind  and  Tide : 
Endures  the  Storms  above  that  boifterous  grow, 
And  booming  Terrors  of  the  Deeps  below  ; 
'  Fill  paft  Vexations  that  each  Moment  chance 
On  Nature's  Sea,  of  frail  Intemperance, 
The  blifsful  Haven  do's  at  laft  appear, 
Where  endlefs  Joy  fucceeds  fhort  Pain  and  Fear- 

Enter 
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Enter  Ariftander,  Damocles,  Cilon,  and  Guards. 

Arift.  So,  my  good  Subjects  of  the  Viper  kind* 
You  bare  it  bravely  ftill ;  thefe  great  SucceiTes 
"Without  the  Walls,  by  your  victorious  Husbands, 
Add  Freflmefs  to  your  Cheeks ;  my  Clemency, 
I  fee,  has  been  to  blame,  I  fhou'd  have  Hinted  ye 
Of  your  high  Diet,  and  your  Eafe  ;  a  Woman 
Muft.be  kept  low,  if  you  Wou'd  have  her  humble. 

Da-mo.  Jufl:  like  the  Viper  you  were  {peaking  of, 
Wear  'em  within  your  Bofom,  they  (hall  fling  ye ; 
But  let  'em  feel  the  frozen  Blalt  a  little, 
The  Venom  cools,  then  you  may  turn  and  wind  'em 
Jtift  as  you  pleafe. 

Cilon.  All  Women  are  to  me  a  fort  of  Cockatrices* 
And  kill  me  with  a  Look,— as  I  do  them. 

Arift.  But  think  not  but  I  note  your  Infolencies, 
Your  proud  Contempt*  and  your  negleft  of  Duty ; 
Efpecially  of  you,  their  Captain  here,  [To  Beliz^ 

Who  are,  no  doubt,  molt  wonderfully  pleas'd 
With  your  new  Hopes  of  Liberty. 

Beljz.  My  Soul  do's  ftill  enjoy  its  Liberty, 
That  foars  aloft  above  thy  Power  to  fetter ; 
And  for  my  Body  in  this  impious  World, 
Where  Villainy  has  got  fuch  monftrous  Privilege, 
*Tis  not  worth  thinking  on,  enflav'd  or  free. 

Arift.  Moft  Heroine-like  deliver'd  ;  let  the  Devil, 
If  he  would  act  Pride  nearer  to  the  Life 
Than  he's  yet  Mafter  of,  copy  it  there. 
But  I  have  no  time  to  trifle.— — Hear  me, 
And  with  regard,  for  it  concerns  ye  nearly ; 
Your  Husbands,  a  vile  Rout  of  lawlefs  Rebels, 
Have  dar'd  to  take  up  Arms  'gainft  me  their  Matter, 
As  infolently  have  befieg'd  my  City  ; 
And  tho'  I  cou'd  confound  'em  in  my  Anger, 
Scatter  'em  like  a  Flock  of  fearful  Crows 
Upon  aField  of  Grain. — Yet  my  indulgent  Grace 
Moves  me  another  way  more  mild  and  gentle, 
And  guides  me  calmly  to  remand  their  Duty, 
Before  my  Power  ftorms  with  Extremity. 
Sit  down,  take  Pen  and  Ink  then  all,  and  write ; 
Write  with  aTendernefs  your  Sex  is  skill'd  in ; 
When  you  defign  and  purpofe  to  inveigle ; 
Intreat,  that  for  your  bakes,  to  fave  your  Lives, 

K  Which 
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Which  elfe  fhall  furely  fecond  the  Refufal, 
Straightway  to  raife  the  Siege,  and  to  retire. 

Damo.  The  Matron  ftarts ;  there,  the  proud  Heart  being 
pinch'd,  • 

Shrinks  at  the  biting  Pain.  -How  the  reft  ftare  too? 

[T^Cilon. 

,  Artft.  Nor  fhall  your  puny  Lives  atone  th'  Affront, 
But  what's  far  dearer  to  ye  ftill,— your  Children, 
Without  confidering  either  Sex  or  Age, 
Mangled,  difmembred,  torn  and  cut  in  pieces, 
Shall,  as  a  Prefent,  on  each  Soldier's  Blade, 
Be  fent  your  Husbands  the  next  Sally  made. 

Beliz.  Now,  dear  Helmiwe,  the  fatal  Crifis  comes, 
With  Afpeft  horrible! 

[Clindor  is  playing  amongfi  the  Children. 

Helm.  The  Gods  direct  ye. 

Damo.  Your  toyfome  Chit,  there,  will  have  little  reafon 
To  thank  his  Mother  for  her  Obftinacy, 
Should  you  hold  out ;  be  wife  then,  and  go  fcrawl, 
The  King's  not  in  a  Humour  to  be  play'd  with ; 
Think  on  the  Boy. 

Beliz.  Oh,  do  not  name  him,  Monfter ! 
Left  thy  invenom'd  Breath,  tho'  thus  far  off; 
Wither  the  infant  Bloomings  of  his  Face, 
Lately  his  wretched  Mother's  chief  Delight, 
With  loathfom  Leprofy. 

Arift.  'Sdeath!  Dare  ye  then  delay  ? 

Now,  by  the  Gods  of  Greece,  let  it  be  done, 

Write  quickly,  or   > 

Beliz.  Oh  !  that  thofe  bounteous  Gods 
Should  give  Mankind  a  Figure  like  themfelves, 
To  damn  it  fo  with  Frowning. 

Arift.  Death  and  Hell  ! 
Am  I  ftiil  trifled  with  ?  Who  am  I,  hah  ! 
Am  1  not  Ariftander,  my  Will  abfolute? 
Which  whoe'er  dares  to  difobey,  my  Breath, 
Like  darting  Lightning,  can  confume  to  Atoms ; 

To  Duft  in  th'  Moment !  Briefly  then,  will  ye  write  > 

Beliz.  Then  briefly  no ; 
Believe  not,  cruel  Tyrant,  becaufe  Women, 
Thy  Threats  fhall  awe  us  to  betray  our  Country; 
And  by  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Sex  and  Fear 
Nature  impofes;  for  our  Childrens  Slaughter 
Shall  e'er  deftroy  the  Means  of  publick  Liberty 
To  all  the  Ellien  Race.    No,  Ariflander,     [Boldly  to  html 

The 
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The  Tra6l  our  Husbands  have  begun  we'll  follow; 
Follow  with  Wills  unanimous,  confirm'd  tod 
With  Venture  of  our  Lives. 

Arift.  You  will,  you  fay; 
By  Heaven  'tis  brave,  fantattically  brave. 
Come,  think  agen  e'er  'tis  too  late. 

Damo.  Scrawl,  fcrawl; 
Ten  Billet  Deux  had  been  blur'd  o'er  by  this  time  ; 
Begin  your  Conjuring. 

Beliz.  I  will  not  write  a  Tittle  ; 
No,  let  the  Confequence  be  what  Heaven  pleafes, 
I  he  Happinefs  of  Corinth  to  be  freed 
F rom  Each  abominable  Tyranny, 
Out-vies,  by  far,  the  Woes  that  we  can  fuffer. 

Arift.  Oh !  there's  the  Bar,  the  Hopes  you  have  of  Freedom 
■by  t  orce  and  Conqucft ;  but  remember  Hecate, 
You  fhall  be  nothing  e'er  that  comes  to  pafs ; 
Your  rebel  Off-fpriug  too  be  chopt  to  Fragments, 
And  thrown  to  Fowls  o'th'  Air. 

Beliz.  'Twill  be  fome  Comfort 
To  know  thofe  airy  Executioners 
Soon  after  fhall  revenge  that  Cruelty, 
And  gorge  upon  the  Carcafs  of  a  Tyrant 
More  ravenous  than  they. 
Arift.  Fetch  her  Brat  hither. 

Damo.  I'll  do  ye  thatkiiid  Office.  [Damocles  fetches  Clin- 
Ldor,  who  is  playing  with  an  Orange  among  ft  the  Children, 
tteltz.  And  Pluto  one  for  thee  in  happy  time : 
Go,  Clmdor,  go,  my  little  Angel,  willingly, 

-r  ,    ,  jl  [Tenderly  to  Clindor. 

To  meet  thy  heavenly  Play-fellows  above ; 
And  blefs  the  Gods,  dear  Boy,  that  frees  thee  from 
J  he  Slavery  thy  wretched  Country  fuffers; 
I  hou  art  the  fecond  Martyr  crown'd  for  Corinth  • 
Make  hade,  my  Darling,  from  yon'  ftarry  Manfion, 
bright  Cherubims  will  foar  to  fetch  thee  thither, 
And  pleafe  thy  innocent  Soul  with  Joys  innumerable. 

[Here  Clindor  looking  pity  fully  in  AriftanderV  Face,  ofi 
Ifers  him  the  Orange  he  was  playing  with,  who  fpurns 
[him  away. 

Arift.  Ha  ha,  ha,  ha,  give  the  Brat  the  Joys  fhe  fpeaks  of; 

this  Minute  comply,  or  

u  '   •  VT  [Here  one  of  the  Guards  ftabs  Clindor, 

Bettz.  Now  help,  relenting  Nature,  ye  bleft  Deities, 

[Trembles  and  ftands  filent* 
K  a  Arift. 
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Arift.  Ha  !— ftubbornftill !—  Strike,  ftrike  then,  and  throw- 
it  to  her  fprawling.  [The  Guards  kill  Clindor. 

Be  Hz.  Ah  !—worft  of  Devils  !  {Shrieks. 

Arift.  I'll  make  ye  change  your  Note. 

[iValking  about  ragtngly. 

Bel'tz.  No,  Tyrant,  thou  fhalt  never ; 
Tho'  thou  haft  done  a  Deed  would  make  thy  fellow  Fiends 
Blufh  even  in  Hell,  with  a  much  deeper  red 
Than  Fire  can  imitate !  Make  all  Nature  dumb, 
Stupid  with  Horror,  *  yet  (hall  the  anguifti  of  my  Soul 

[*  Wringing  her  Hands. 
Breath  out  new  Curfes  and  perifh  to  Death  ! 
Oh  my  Soul's  Happinefs  !       [Throws  her  felf  upon  Clindor. 
Art  thou  then  gone,  that  pretty  prattling  Tongue 
That  was  each  Day  my  moft  delightful  Mufick, 
tJntun'd  for  ever  >  Oh  !  could  that  curfed  Hand 
Do  this,  and  yet  not  rot  dropping  to  Earth  ! 
Ye  Powers,  Once  this  can  be,  from  henceforth  then 
Let  injur'd  Innocence  defpair  of  Vengeance. 

Arift.  Vengeance  is  me,  I'm  Fate,  and  will  controul ; 
Not  the  fiditious  Terrors  of  the  Priefthood 
Charming  the  Gods  to  fhower  down  Plagues  upon  me, 
Nor  all  the  juggling  Magick  of  their  Trade 
Shall  ever  change  me  from  my  fixt  Refolve; 
My  Will's  my  Law,  and  born  to  be  a  Monarch ; 
My  Province  is  to  govern,  without  weighing 
What's  Right  or  Wrong,  Juftice,  orotherwife; 
'Tis  iuft  enough  if  I  command:  *  Once  more  then, 

[*  To  Helmige  and  the  reft. 
Since  by  Example  I  have  {hewn  ye  now 
What  I  intend  to  profecute,  will  ye  yet  write, 
And  lave  the  reft  ? 

Helm.  Never,  *tho'  utmoft  Cruelty  fall  upon  us  and  ours. 

[*  Raifing  her  Voice. 

Omnes.  We  never,  never  will. 

Arifi.  Hags,  Witches,  Furies  feize  'em,  Fm  all  Flame  ! 

Beliz.  Oh!  ye  moft  noble,  virtuous,  beft  of  Women, 

[_Rifing  and  embracing  the  Ladies. 
You  now  out-do  the  Heroines  of  old, 
So  praclis'd  in  the  glorious  Laws  of  Honour  ; 
How,  when  this  poor  weak  Manfion  of  your  Bodies 
Shall  crumble  into  Duft,  fliall  your  bright  Names 
in  Golden  Letters  deck  the  Monuments, 

That 
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That  Time  fhall  ne?er  erafe?  *Now,  cruel  Tyger, 

[*  Turns  to  Ariftander-. 

For  thou  art  loft  to  all  Humanity; 

Reflet  with  Shame,  how  far  a  Woman's  Honour 

Excels  thy  Power;  fenfelefs,  feeble  Woman, 

Undaunted,  can  defie  the  Rage  of  Tyrants : 

Woman,  well  arm'd  with  the  ftrong  Mail  of  Virtue, 

Can  fmile  on  Ricks,  Wheels,  Axes,  Swords  or  Poyfon  : 

Woman,  defies  the  Rage  of  Hell,  and  th'  worft, 

The  great  Devil  there  curft  Ariftander. 

[In  extreme  PaJJIon. 
Arift.  Defiance  is  a  Call  to  Combat—there  * 

[Offers  to  kill  her,  who  flands  ftill  boldly  oppoftvg  V/7/De- 
[metrius  rapes  and parry s  his  Sword. 
How  now !  how  dareft  thou  crofs  me  ?  Hah !  fere  my 
Eyes  dazzle,  fpeak,  Art  thou  not  Demetrius  ? 

Demet.  I  am,  Sir,  happy  Demetrius  now ,  mice  'tis  my 
Fortune 

To  fave  great  Anftander  from  an  Action 
That  would  for  ever  have  eclips'd  his  Glory, 
The  Blood  of  fimple  Women  ;  let  your  Enemies, 
Who  now  are  in  the  Snare,  Sir,  feel  your  Sword. 
To  be  more  plain,  Sir,  firft  know  Grimoaldls  taken. 

Arift.  That's  well,  now  I  begin  to  under ftand  thee. 

Demet.  And  fhall  have  better Reafon,  Sir:  I've  long 
Been  curft  with  Mifconftruclion  from  your  Majefty, 
But  now  kind  Fate  is  pleas'd  to  give  the  Means 
Of  (hewing  Proofs  of  my  Fidelity. 

[Belizaria  throws  her  felf  agen  on  Clindor. 

Arift.  'Tis  well,  there  has  indeed  been  fome  Sufpicions. 

Demet.  Befides  my  apprehending  then  that  Traytor, 
I  have  encountred,  Sir,  by  being  diligent, 
Some  friendly  Meflengers  fent  from  Craterus, 
Your  Royal  Friend  and  Ally ;  who  inform  ye 
Ten  Thoufand  Men  are  on  the  March  already 
To  raife  the  Siege,  which  will  be  done  to  Morrow. 

Arift.  My  brave  Demetrius,  this  is  indeed  fuch  Tidings 
As  I  could  wifli  for,  and  a  piece  of  Service 

Which  fhall  not  be  ill  paid.  Prithee,  good  Friend, 

Forget  what's  paft,  the  Value  of  good  jewels 

Are  never  known  'till  try'd ;  I'll  make  Amends ;  this  coming 

Njght,  then 
Thou,  and  I,  and  Damocles 
Will  make  Collation  with  our  trufty  MefTcngers; 

K  3  And 
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And  after  we  have  examin'd  that  Dog;  Grrmoald, 
Confult  about  a  Sally  ;  at  that  Juncture 
The  others  fball  attack. 

Df™>-  Eafilydone,  Sir,  and  furprize  Timoleon. 

Artft.  Oh !  I  could  eat  his  Heart,  and  th'  Bandog  GovernorV 
Come?  Friends,  let's  to  our  Strangers,  no  Affair  now 
.but  this,  (hall  fill  my  Thought ;  here  is  a  Letter 
Juft  fent  from  my  Gilmunda  ,  News  of  fome  Trick  I 
warrant 

Upon  her  preaching  Sifter.  Prithee  read  it  at  thy  Leifure ; 

*  "  ,  ,  ■  [Gives  Demetrius  the  Letter. 

And  humour  her,  you  are  acquainted.  You  Officer 

Go  lock  up  thofe  fhe  Wolves,  who  e'er  next  Sun 
Will  howl  out  loud  Repentance  for  their  Infolence 
And  in  return  meet  Scorn.  Come,  my  Demetrius. 

nr^T?eafe  ye  t0  Srant  mc'  Sir>  but  one  Minute 
With  the  Virago  there,  I  have  fomething  new  to  teaze  her 
with. 

Artft.  And  doft  me  Pleafure  in't;  *  fhe  has  loft  her  Cub 
,    ™er.e'  _  [*  Officer  takes  off  Helmige  and  Ladies. 

And  is  in  Tears,  damn'd  Traytrefs,  infolent  Fury  ! 
Fate  grant  me  but  her  Husband  in  my  Power, 
Then  my  Revenge  is  perfect. 

[Exeunt  Ariitander,  Damocles,  Cilon  and  Guards, 

Manent  Demetrius  and  Belizaria. 

De-met.  So,  hitherto  it  profpers ;  fhine  out  my  Stars, 
Cloud  not  one  Spark  of  your  propitious  Radiance 
From  your  Demetrius;  and  thou,  my  better  Genius, 
My  fweet  Clorona,  let  thy  facred  Spirit 
Be  ftilfat  hand  to  hallow  my  Revenge, 
Hah!  here  agen,  *  by  Heaven,  and  fmil'd  upon  me. 
XT       ,  _  [*  Gbofl  appears,  fmiles  and  Exit. 

■Nay,  then  my  Enterprise  fuccecds  I'm  Hire, 
Thofe  Looks  have  no  Portent  but  Happinefs. 
Now  to  my  Letter  Here,  Pm  grown  a  Man  in  Truft, 
Damocles  will  grow  jealous  if  this  hold. 
Oh  Fate  !  *  Oh  my  iov'd  Genius !  Is  this  poffible ! 

t->    tt  •  [*  Reads  the  Letter  and  fiarts. 

by  Heaven,  a  fatal  Letter  from  the  Princefs 
Discovering  mine,  and  our  clofe  Correfpondence 
With  the  JEtohan  Governor;  which  had  the  King  but  feen 
My  Lite  had  gone  with  Torment,  fhe  wing  this  loft  Paper, 
Winch  has  fo  terrify'd  me,  left  any  Foe  Ihould  find  it. 

Now 
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Now  I  perceive  too,  why  bleft  Clorona  imiTd, 
Which  fhews  the  Fate  of  Tyranny  is  rlxM 

To  give  it  due  Reward.  Oh  Belizaria  !    [Coming  to  her. 

If  thy  deep  Sorrows  can  afford  an  Ear 

To  one  that  brings  thee  News  of  fweet  Revenge, 

And  Comfort,  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Beliz.  Oh  Heaven  !  Comfort ! 
Is  Comfort  poffible,  when  fuch  Griefs  as  mine 
Prefs  on  the  loaded  Heart,  and  crufh  it  down  > 

Demet.  The  facred  Powers,  that  have  their  Caufe  for  all 
The  Infelicities  of  human  Life, 
Have,  in  their  Turn,  the  Means  of  Comfort  too  ; 
And  have,  no  doubt,  referv'd  for  you  fome  Share 
To  mitigate  your  Sorrows :  Let  your  Senfe  then 
Be  thus  inftrudted  :  E'er  the  Sun  frail  drive 
This  burnilht  Carr  twice  round  the  Univerlb, 
Timoleon  lhall  be  found  a  Conqueror, 
And,  crown'd  with  Laurel,  blefs  the  Streets  of  Corinth. 

Beliz.  Are  then  the  Guardian  Angels  of  the  City 
Return'd  again  ?  Will  they  be  good  to  Corinth, 
And  to  the  reft  of  the  Diftrefs'd  within  ? 
No  longer  fuffer  Ariftander's  Cruelty, 
Nor  let  his  horrid  Minifters  of  Death 
Gorge  in  the  Vitals  of  their  Infant  Sons  I 
I  Joy  to  hear  it,  but  withal  muft  fay 
I  was  forgot,  they  were  not  fo  to  mine. 

[Weeping  over  Clindor. 

Demet.  Divert  the  Thought,  dear  Madam,   with  the 
Profpect 
Of  Comforts  that  are  coming. 

Beliz.  My  poor  Boy  ! 
Forgive,  ye  Gods,  if  thus  a  Mother's  Paffion 
Forgets  her  Reverence,  was  not  fo  much  your  Care. 

Demet.  The  awful  Deities  have  fecret  Ends 
In  all  thefe  wond'rous  Acts,  and  Refignation 

Is  our  chief  point  of  Duty.  Fate  is  tir'd 

With  the  ill  Dooms  fal'ii  on  unhappy  Corinth, 
And  has  refolv'd  to  make  her  Satisfaction. 

Beliz.  Me'tisimpoflible;  Oh  Heaven!  what  Satisfaction ! 

[Weeping  tenderly. 

Demet.  Nay  all  the  tutelar  Divinities 
Join  on  our  fide  ;  amongft  the  reft,  Clorona, 
The  facred  Genius  of  our  hopeful  Enterprise, 
Whilft  you  lay  there  o'erwhelm'd  in  Floods  of  Sorrow, 
Appear'd ;  and  with  a  propitious  Smile 

K  4  On 
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On  you  and  me,  difperfing  Influence, 
Gave  Omen  of  Succefs,  and  fafe  Revenge. 
Bcliz.  That  then,  a  while,  fiiall  raife  me  from  the  Grave 

[Rifwg  up. 

A  little  Buttle  muft  be  done  in  the  World  ; 

Then  to  my  darling  Angel  Til  return,       [Kiffing  Clindor. 

Make  his  cold  Bed,  and  gently  lie  down  by  him. 

Demet.  The  Voice  of  Fame  eternally  muft  fing 
In  your  Applaufe,  the  noble  Grecian  Heroine 
Will  be  a  Theme  to  all  Futurity 
For  our  immortal  Bards  upon  their  Lyres, 
To  charm  the  World  with,  and  in  Womens  Right 
Renown  their  wond'rous  Conftancy  and  Honour. 

Beliz.  Traverfe  the  Stories  of  immortal  Heroes, 
Penn'dby  the  nobleft  Hands  in  their  Applaufe 
For  doing  Wonders  in  their  Country's  Service ; 
Contempt  of  Danger,  and  Heart-breaking  Woes, 
Let  'em  be  all  enrol'd  and  canoniz'd  ; 
And,  when  they  arc  fum'd  up  to  the  laft  Degree, 
Then  let  all  tender  Mothers  write  of  me. 

[Looking  tenderly  and  kijjing  Clindor, 

Demet.  A  Theme  for  ever  to  be  celebrated 
Whilft  Time  exifts,  and  Humans  have  a  Being. 
Come  then,  thou  Soul  of  Honour,  rouze  and  cherifli 
Thy  noble  Heart  with  Courage,  clear  thy  Brow, 
And  then  prepare  thy  felf  to  bear  a  part 
In  the  enfuing  Wonders. 

Beliz.  Lead  the  way, 

[  Takes  up  ClindorV  Body  in  her  Arms. 
Revenge  infpires  me,  and  I'll  try  to  follow, 
Clearing  fad  Looks,  as  if  my  Heart  were  eafy  : 
But  as  the  wounded  Deer,  by  Hunters  preft, 
Bearing  a  Shaft  deep  in  his  wounded  Breaft, 
Bounds  over  fpatious  Plains,  do's  Mountains  climb; 
And  makes  the  beft  of  his  fhort  dated  1  ime 
T' avoid  his  Pain;  from  thence  he  hops,  he  flies, 
Runs,  then  (tops  fhort,  and  fevcral  ways  he  tries ; 
But  vainly  drives  his  former  Reft  to  win, 
The  Dart  fticks  faft,  the  Grief  is  ftill  within. 

[Exeunt,  Jhe  carrying  out  ClindorV  Body, 

End  of  the  Fourth  Aff. 
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ACT  V.    Scene  I. 


Enter  Demetrius  meeting  Ziziino. 

Demet.  IflgSSfTand,  give  the  Word  e'er  you  pafs  farther. 
Zizim.  Demetrius  ? 

Demet.  Oh,  honeft  Captain, — come 
opportunely 
To  forward  Matters  in  this  Night  of 
Wonders. 

Zizim.  Wonders  indeed,  my  Lord ;  for  fure  till  now 
Never  was  City  taken  in  fuch  Silence  : 
No  Stir,  no  Noife,  in  fuch  a  hufli  of  Quiet, 
That  when  the  Poltern-gate  was  open'd  to  us 
To  let  the  General  in,  and  all  that  follow'd ; 
When  thofe  who  made  Refinance  were  cut  off, 
'  Twas  done  with  fuch  a  Stillnefs,  as  if  Death 
Made  purpofely  quick  Work  to  prevent  Outcries. 

Demet.  The  Tyrant  being  in  th'  heighth  of  his  Security, 
By  his  Neglect,  made  th'  Enterprise  fo  eafy, 
Never  was  Bird  of  Prey  caught  in  a  Snare 
So  pleas'd  as  he,  ignorant  of  what  is  pad, 
He  has  been  drinking  largely  with  his  Favourite, 
Sufpe&ing  nought  even  here,  in  my  Apartment; 
And  I'm  now  fent  to  fetch  th'  fuppos'd  Grimoald 
With  th'  MefTengers  of  Crater  us;  who  they  are, 
And  what  the  end  of  this  Night's  Work  muft  be, 
Go  with  me  and  be  fatisfy'd.    I've  promis'd  Mufick  too 
To  entertain  him— I'm  now  a  Primiere  Minifter. 

Zizim.  Thus  the  juft  Gods  ordain  the  Fate  of  Tyranny, 
When  things  mod  dangerous  have  eafieft  Turns. 
Firll,  that  the  Letter  loft,  of  fuch  dire  Confequence 
Had  Anftander  feen't,  fliould  fall  fo  contrary ; 
Then,  that  the  Creature  of  proud  Damocles, 
'J  rain'd  up  fo  long  in  Villainy,  and  trailed 

With 
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With  Packets  to  Craterus  to  raife  Succours, 
Should  at  that  Crifis,  by  reafon  of  a  Grudge 
Taken  perhaps,  aI?out  fbme  Suit  refus'd, 
Revolt,  and  ftraight  difcover  the  main  Secret 
That  has  cut  all  their  Throats. 

Demet.  Nay,  and  to  me  too, 
His  Mailer's  known,  refolv'd  Remembrancer, 
Is  half  a  Miracle !  Why,  Captain,  Pm  fo  trufted, 
That  even  this  Night,  when  we  furpriz'd  the  Guards, 
They  ftar'd  on  me  as  if  they  thought  'twas  done 
By  the  King's  Order. 

Zizim.  The  Mtolian  Soldiers 
Are  plund'ring  now  the  Palace,  and  th'  Tyrant's  Daughters 
Jixpos'd  to  utmoft  Fury. 

Demet.  Which  Pll  prevent,  if  poffible,  for  Amideah  fake, 
Tho  much  I  fear;  but  firft  let's  make  the  Game 

Secure  with  Ariftander.  Guards  are  ambufli'd, 

And  every  thing  in  Order,  come  thou  along 

And  help  on  my  Difguife.  See,  yonder  he  comes 

Like  a  fell  Dragon,  gorg'd  with  hop'd  Revenge  : 
J  here  let  him  Bask  a  while,  We'll  to  our  Work. 

Zizim.  Pm  glad  there's  Joy  in's  Face.-  'Tis  ominous. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Aristander. 

Arift.  I  heard  a  Noife,  no  doubt  'tis  the  new  Succours. 
And  the  great  Work  is  doing  ;  where  Timoleon 
And  the  Rebel  Crowd  ftiall  crufh  beneath  my  Vengeance, 
Fate,  thou  had  ferv'd  me  now  as  I  could  wifli, 
And  like  a  God  in  yon'  celeftial  Dome, 
Methihks  I  fix  me  here  an  equal  Deity. 
Oh  Power  !  thou  darling  Miftrefs  of  my  Soul, 
I  will  enjoy  thee  now  with  my  full  Guft, 
In  fpite  of  crawling  Infers,  the  bafe  Vulgar  ; 
Who  tho'  they  all  exift  by  my  warm  Beams, 

Yet  envy  me  in  my  Glory.  Power,  thou  Creator 

Supreme,  firft  Caufe  of  perfed  Happinefs, 

What  is  not  done  by  thee?  To  thee  the  Mifer 

Fenders  the  Golden  Idol  of  his  Soul, 
Dearer  than  that  by  far;  to  thee  the  Tranfports 
That  Beauty  brings  with  that  fweet  angelick  kind, 
Are  humbly  offered  ;  high  exalted  State, 
Honour's  bright  Wreaths,  and  awful  Dignity; 
Bent  Knees  ofVaflals,  flowing  Eves  of  Suppliants, 

1     ■>  With 


The  Fate  of  Tyranny,  1 3  9 

With  the  vaft  Train  of  diligent  Attendants, 
All  waiting  for  the  Hand  or  Nod  to  execute, 
Subfervient  are  to  thee,  celeftial  Power. 
Feaft,  feaft  my  Soul  then,  fate  thy  felf  with  Joy, 
Indulge  in  BhTs  which  nothing  can  deftroy. 

Enter  Damocles. 

Hah  !  Shall  we  not,  my  Damocles  ? 
Damo.  No  doubt  you  ftiould,  Sir. 
Arift.  Thou  fmil'ft,  what's  the  occafion  ? 
Oamo  To  think  that  you,  who  are  this  God  in  Power, 
\  Should  let  a  trifling  Mortal,  pufft  up  with  Pride, 
I  Oppofe  the  darling  Pleafure  of  your  Heart, 
And  by  that  Infolence  boaft  a  Power  above  ye. 
-r&f't^h  ^^^Belizaria!  Furies  take  her, 
1  he  Luit  J  had  t'  enjoy  her  is  now  turn'd 
Into  Revenge,  which  Ihe  fliall  feel,  and  fuddenly. 

Damo  Revenge  your  felf  upon  her  Beauty  firft ; 
1  ake  that,  I  know  'twill  plcafe  ye  ftill  t'  enjoy  her  * 
For  to  do  Juftice,  tho'  (he  ads  a  Fury, 
Her  Body's  moulded  of  celeftial  Matter, 
And  mull  exquifitely  charm.    When  I  faw  her 
Lately  in  Prifon,  mourning  her  young  Cub, 
Methought  her  Eyes  in  Tears  caft  ftill  more  Sweetnefs : 
Her  Cheeks,  that  wore  an  Air  of  folemn  Sorrow, 
Hufli  d  with  warm  Blood,  fiiew'd  fuch  a  pure  Vermilion, 
Would  infufe  vig'rous  Warmth  to  frozen  Hermits, 
And  make  'em  languifli  in  a  new  Defire. 
Arift.  Nay,  th'  Enchantrefs  has  her  Charms  'tis  true. 
Damo.  Then  as  flie  lay, 
Her  well-form'd  Shape  extended  on  the  Floor, 
Railing  her  felf  a  little,  Oh !  what  Heaven 
Appear'd  about  her  Neck  and  fwelling  Breafts, 
1  hat  with  her  Paffion  heaving  ftill,  and  felling, 
txpos  d  at  large  the  beauteous  demi  Globes, 
boh  as  Swans  Down,  and  white  as  Virgin  Lillics : 
Not  Cither \ea,  when  the  Dardan  Prince 
Gave  her  the  Prize  for  his  tranfporting  Objeft, 
Was  grac'd  with  half  her  Charms. 
Arift.  Curft  ftubborn  Traytrefs  ' 

A  ?Aa'7u  Stubborn  i  why  Sir>  the  Pride  of  the  Refinance 
Adds  ftill  more  to  the  Pleafure  of  the  Conqueft  ■ 
J  was  born,  Sir,  to  further  your  Delights, 


And 
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And  would  not  have  you  mifs  a  Joy  fo  lingular, 
Becaufe  the  Nymph,  forfooth,  is  coy  and  fallen. 

Arift.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  I  will  have  her,  I've  now 
refolv'd  on't. 

Damo.  Befides,  fhall  that  old  Rebel 
That  Fate  ne'er  durft  intend  to  be  her  Husband, 

XJnlefs  to  be  your  Cuckold  Shall  he  boaft 

He  has  out-rival'd  mighty  Ariftander  ? 
No,  were  I  you,  poffeft  with  Means  and  Power, 
I'd  Ihew  Diftinclion  between  King  and  Vaifal ; 
I'd  foon  divert  that  fcandalous  Difgrace, 
And  have  my  Will  to  prove  fuperior  Pleafure. 

'Arift.  It  fhall  be  fo  -  thou'ft  fir'd  me,  bring  her  on  th' 
Inftant,  [*  To  an  Officer, 

'Twill  be  a  proper  Sport,  join'd  with  the  Mufick, 
I  hear  they  are  preparing. 

.  Damo.  I've  yet  more  News,  and  happy  for  ye,  Sir. 
Arift  My  bell  of  Friends, 

Damo.  A  Cheft  of  Treafure  found  of  old  Timoleon\ 
'Mongft  which,  'tis  faid,  there  is  one  Gem  ineftimable, 
Hoarded,  no  doubt,  for  his  rebellious  Ufe, 
Is  feized,  and  brought  ye  hither. 

Arift.  Ye  Gods,  this  is  too  much,  my  Joys  crowd  on  too 
thick. 

Damo.  Long  may  they  laft,  Sir.    *Oh  the  Entertainment 

[*  Mufick  founds* 

Is  juft  beginning;  pleafe  to  fit,  Sir. 
Arift.  My  fecond  felf,  fit  by  me. 

Here  Demetrius  is  brought  in  by  Zizimo,  difguis'd  like  Gri- 
moald,  and  fuppos'd  bound ;  with  him  Timoleon,  Pollida- 
mus ,  Gomond ,  difguis'd  as  the  Ddeftengers  of  Craterus, 
then  Cilon  and  a  Cheft* 

Arift.  Is  that  the  Ruffian  Tray  tor  > 
Damo.  Yes,  Sir,  that's  Grimoald,  he  had  the  fame  Habit 
When  he  late  'fcap'd  me,  he  was  doom'd,  Sir,  for  the 

Gaunches. 

Arift.  Thou  ihalt  be  cloy'd  with  Vengeance. 

Mufick  found,  then  a  Song  and  Dance  done  ,  exprefting  the, 
Reward  of  Tyranny. 


Zizim.  The  Sports  being  ended,  Sir,  and  I  hope  fuitable 
To  your  great  Thoughts,  tho'  fomewhat  moralizing, 
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Be  pleas'd  to  tafte  a  better  Entertainment, 
JL/iifcious  Revenge ;  here's  Grimoald,  your  fworn  Foe, 
What  Death,  what  Torture,  for  your  chief  Diverfion, 
Pleafe  ye  t'  allot  him  > 

Arifi.  I  will  confider  on't^ 
'Twill  take  time,  I'll  have  fomething  new  and  exquifite 
For  fuch  a  Dog.  [Frowning  on  Demetrius, 

Zizim.  Oh,  Sir,  Delays  are  dangerous. 

Demet.  I'll  be  more  quick  with  him, 
He  fhall  be  torn  in  pieces  inftantly  ; 

I  dare  pronounce  it,  I,  Demetrius,        [Difcovering  himfeW. 
Neareft  of  Blood  to  th'  late  Corinthian  Monarch* 
Arift.  Hah,  Demetrius  I — What  means  this? 
Damo.  Treafon  !  Treafon  ! 
Timol.  Contriv'd  to  crufh  your  Dignity. 

[Timoleon  ft  amps,  and  Guards  rujh  in,  who  with  Pol- 
[lidamus  feize  Damocles. 
Pollid.  I  hope  you'll  ufe  your  Intereft  for  a  Pardon,  Sir. 

.,,         ,    ,  ,         ,  [To  Damocles. 

Ltlopi  Adsheart,  what's  here  to  do,  within  there,  Treafon! 
Treafon ! 
Here's  a  very  fine  Bufinefs. 

Gomon.  'Tis  fo,  and  falls  exactly  to  do  yours,  *  my  fine 
Court  Caterpillar.  [* Kills  Cilon. 

Cilon.  Ah  Lard!  I'm  ftuck.— Ah!  here's  a  pretty  Bufinefs. 

Arift.  Betray'd !  furpriz'd  !  Art  thou  then  fuch  a  Traytor *> 

n  .  [2«  Demetrius. 

Demet.  Here  is  my  Anfwer. 

[Brings  up  Timoleon  who  flares  at  Ariftander, 
Anft.  Thy  Eyes,  like  Daggers, 
Seem  to  ftare  at  me.    Hah  !  what  art  thou  ?  Speak. 

Timol.  My  Name  will  (tab  thee  worfe,  take  it,  'Timoleon. 

.  .„  ^,    ^  [Difcovers  himfelf. 

Arift.  The  Devil  !  J  J 

Timol.  Right,  in  th'  inftant  come  to  damn  thee. 

Damo.  Oh,  damn'd,  damn'd  Fate  ! 

Demet.  I'll  leave  him  to  your  Juftice,  noble  Father 
I've  Bufinefs  elfewhere,  drag  that  Hell-hound  after  me. 

'  [To  fome  of 'the  Guards. 

Damo.  Let  Hell-hounds,  if  a  Hell  there  be,  torment  me 
Gnaw,  mangle,  tear,  fo  they  do  but  lend  an  Hour 
Of  Joy  to  fee  that  hoary  Rebel's  Cuckoldom; 
The  Rape  was  well  contriv'd  I'm  fure :  Curft  Fortune 
To  lour  on  fuch  a  bleft  Defign. 

Demet, 
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Dehtet.  Stop,  flop  his  Mouth,  away. 

{Exit  Demetrius  and  Zizimo,  Guards  dragging  out  Da- 
t>  Jt-  Lm°cles>  and  ™°re  appear  on  t'other  fide. 
Polhd.  Nay,  you're  faft  in  the  Trap, 
My  gracious  Prince  of  Clemency, 

Whence  neither  Earth  nor  Hell  can  ever  fave  ye,  and  Hea- 
ven m  fure  wo  not ;  your  Creature  too  I'll  fee  (hall  have 
true  Wages.  Pollidamus, 

I  i ITI'a  ?a  feC*  ^lfe'  S°od  G"***4  deliver  what 
1  late  order'd.    *  Oh  all  ye  avenging  Powers! 

xt       •         ^  .  [Exit  Gomond* 

Now  give  me  Patience  to  out-face  the  Horror 
1  hat  ffnkes  me  from  that  Objeft  ;  for  not  Madufa 
With  her  fell  Gorgon  Shield,  nor  Snaky  TrefTes, 
Were  ever  feen  fo  terrible. 

Arift.  Since  I  am  then  fo  terrible, 
Let  Fear  fupply  the  place  of  proper  Duty, 
And  get  thee  from  me;  for  to  turn  the  Notion, 
1  fte  lelr  lame  Gorgon  thou  art  now  to  me 

AnJTL  Novrm  °rdain'd i°  be  y°ur  Slave  in  waiting, 
And  have  not  fhew'd  ye  yet  Timoleon\  Treafure 
Yonder's  a  Jewel,  Sir,  which,  Mifer  like, 

My  Soul  once  doated  on :  my  greedy  E^e'^  *°  **" 

Was  never  fatisfy'd  with  gazing  on  it, 

Nor  my  Heart  free  from  Trouble  for  its  Safety 

T  et  b?™8  doom'd  your  Prize,  the  Robbery 

1  mud  bear  as  I  can. 

Arift-  Oh!  1  forgive  it  thee, 
Take  back  thy  Treafure  fo  thou  wilt  be  gone. 

thine    '  n°'  'dSPaft  my  UfC  n°W'  3Ild  0nl^  fit  fof 
For  Ornament  then  hang  it  on  thy  Breaft, 
i  was  once  of  a  true  Lultre;  unlock  the  Coffer  there, 
And  bring  it  to  his  Mightinefs. 

[Here  the  Soldiers  open  the  Chcft  and  take  out  Clindor's 
[dead  Body,  Timol.  tales  it  in  his  Arms. 

a  J     ^ere  k  is'  Hah !  what !  d'ye  fa*  * 

Arift.  The  Boy  !  a  new  Madufa,  and  more  horrid. 

i  u  ^  [Starts  and  looks  amaz?d.- 

UmoL  Here  is  my  Gem;  on  this  with  covetous  Eyes 
1  us  d  to  gaze,  'till  I  even  crackt  their  Opticks  : 
My  Heart  was  mTd  With  Cares  how  to  preferve  it  • 
X  et  mixt  with  Joy  too,  being  the  bleft  Pofleflbr  ' 
ut  tllIS>  my  all>  thy  barbarous  Power  has  robb'd  me. 

Unfer 
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Unlet  the  Jewel,  fully 'd  its  bright  Luftre, 
And  what  was  noted  of  fuch  hopeful  Merit, 
Had  Time  improved  its  Value,  that  great  Monarchs 
Greater  than  thou  can'ft  dream  of,  or  imagine, 
W  ould  have  been  proud  f  have  worn  within  their  Bofoim, 
Haft  thou  defac'd,  for  which  thou  art  this  Moment  ' 
r  Juit  hurrying  into  Hell. 

drift.  Hah  !  who  fiiall  dare 
To  force  me  to  ride  Poft  on  fuch  a  Journey  ? 

XtmoL  Thofe  that  retain  as  fmall  Regard  for  Tvrants 
As  Tyrants  do  for  Juftice  or  for  Honour.  7 
All,  r  ,       ,         r  \fiives  Clindor  to  one  of  the  Guards. 
All  thefe  here  dare.  ^Stamps  with  his  Foot,  Ind  more  Sot 

[tmL7    '*  ggerS  draW^  and  ground  Arif- 

All  thefe  here,  at  my  Motion,  or  a  Word, 
Shall  quicker  fend  thy  Soul,  thou  purple  Monte, 
1  o  thofe  low  Dungeons  than  etherial  Flame 
Could  pierce  thee  from  above. 

drift,  Senfelefs  Bravado, 
Thy  peevifli  Age  grown  tefty  in  th'  extreme, 

Th.W'?a^-S  -h?e  Te>  elfe  thou  wouldft  trembling  own 
There  is  Divinity  about  a  King,  '  5 

Which  is  perpetual  Guard. 

TtmoL  About  good  Kings, 
I  grant  there  is  a  ltrong  and  facred  Virtue 
That  would  unedge  the  Sword  of  Treachery: 
But  thou,  firft  a  Ufurper,  then  a  Tyrant, 
Set  up  in  Blood,  and  in  it  ever  reigninff: 
Making  thy  Death  an  A£tion  meritorious 
Haft  nothing  but  the  Fiends  of  Hell  about  thee 

frf^l/f  ?,n'n'  ^  howl  for  thy  Deftruclion. 

dnft.  Well,  I'm  a  King  however,  let  that  awe  thee. 

ltmoL  lhou  art  not  mine,  Demetrius  was  my  Kine  ■ 
Awtuous  Prince,  that  govern'd  ftin  with  JufticI      g  ' 
His  Coronation  Oath,  Cement  of  Royalty, 
(Which  when  a  King  once  breaks,  the  Sub  e&s  Faith 
Mfy  well  be  brittle  too)  he  kept  inviolable. 
Thy  ill  built  Title,  rais'd  on  th'  Chance  of  War 
And  Revolution  of  one  fatal  Battle, 
Weakly  would  force  my  Homage  ;  efpecially 

WjmaTim?ny>  hkethi^  istheRefulton't. 
Jtrtft  Rebellion  do's  authorize  Tyranny 

Ar3/?K     ?mdty  and  InJuftice  form  Rebellion, 
And  that  thou  art  word  Foe  to  human  Nature. 
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To  Juftice,  and  to  Pity,  is  fhewn  here. 

[Taking  and  Jhewing  Clindor- 
Canft  thou,  thou  damn'd,  beyond  the  rage  of  Hell,- 
From  all  thy  Pyramids  of  Power,  give  back 
The  rofie  Breath  that  once  perfum'd  thefe  Lips, 
Plealing  my  Ear,  and  ravifhing  my  Heart  ? 
Or  thofe  warm  Springs  that  made  this  heavenly  Cheek 
Blufh  like  Aurora,  which  could  my  Heart  replenilh 
With  Blood  that  it  contains — Oh  thou  lov'd  Angel ! 
My  Soul's  beft  Joy,  and  quintefcential  Part, 

[Hugs  and  kijfes  Clindor; 
How  fhould  thy  Father's  Spirits  gufli  into  thee, 
And  with  the  Remnant  of  my  Life  infus'd. 
Raife  thee  agen  ?  but  oh !  'tis  impoffible. 

Arift.  My  Soul  relents,  and  fcarce  can  bear  this  ObjecT 

[AfiAe* 

Timol.  Belides,  where's  my  Clorona  ? —  Oh  Devil !  Devil ! 

[Raifing  his  Voice  < 
That  Mifchief,  in  the  Heap,  was  half  forgotten  ; 
Why,  what  a  Rout,  what  a  dire  Defolation 
Has  this  wild  Boar,  with  his  fharp  favage  Tusks, 

Made  in  my  Bowels  \  Yet  fliall  I  not  dare 

To  gore  him  in  Revenge.  Horror  !  Damnation  ! 

Sheath  all  your  Daggers  in  him !  *  Dare !  f  Not  dare ! 

[*To  the  Soldiers.    \  Stamps  ragingly 
Arift.  Stand  off,  ye  Villains,  hearmefpeak,  Ttmoleon. 

Timol.  What,  wouldft  thou  beg  to  pray  ?  Perdition 

feize  thee ! 

That  were  more  Impudence  than  yet  difcover'd, 

1  o  hope  the  Gods  will  balk  my  juft  Revenge, 

By  pardoning  thy  black  Soul ;  no,  let  Hell  take  it 

Frelh  from  the  bloody  Shambles  where  it  dwelt,  [Ragingly. 

Spotted  as  it  is,  not  one  curft  Crime  abated, 

Elfe  my  Revenge  were  poor.     [Soldiers  prepare  agen  to  ftab* 

Arift.  Hear,  for  thy  own  Soul's  fake. 

Timol.  Unreafonable  Fiend,  but  come,  thy  laft  then. 

Arift.  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  and  well  know'ft  my  Title ; 
Be  it  thy  Glory  then,  if  yet  thou  ho  Id 'ft 
In  that  craz'd  Urn  a  Spark  of  the  old  Valour, 
To  let  it  now  break  out  upon  a  King; 
And  let  not  Story  make  fuch  hideous  Blots 
To  fhew  how  bale  born  Vaflals  did  thee  Juftice 

Upon  the  King  thy  Mafter.  Do  it  thy  felf, 

Come,  thus  unarm'd  I  dare  thee. 


Timol. 
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Tirnol.  Dare  me,  doft  thou  ? 
*Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  think'ft,  being  all  o'er  Devil3 
Thou  haft  not  human  Flefti  enough  about  thee 
To  feel  my  Rage. 
Arift.  If  thou  deny'ft,  'tis  Fear  and  'Cowardice. 
Timol.  Oh  ye  Immortals,  Cowardice  ! 
How  that  curft  blafting  Word  has  fir'd  my  Hearty 
Nay,  and  refolv'd  me.  now  to  do't  my  felf. 
Retire,  my  Soldiers.  *Nay — no  Words,  I'll  have  itfo  : 

[  *  They feem  unwilling,  but  go  out,  he  giving  them  Clindor . 
And  tho'  thou  haft  deferv'd  no  Ufage  honourable, 
Yet  fince  there's  fomething  left  thee,  of  a  Soldier, 
For  Kingfhip's  nothing —  i  his  laft  manly  daring 
Has  arm'd  thee  for  Defence — *  There,  now  come  on,  young 
Wolf,  Gives  him  a  Sword. 

And  thou  (halt  fee  how  the  old  Man  can  muzzle  thee  * 
For  be  alTur'd,  my  Vengeance  carries  Thunder; 
And  whilft  my  Clindor 's,  and  Clorona's  Wrongs, 
Sfe  arpen  my  Point,  and  finew  my  old  Flefti.  ' 
The  Force  of  Tyrant  Armies  were  too  Imall, 
And  I,  in  fuch  a  Caufe,  ftiould  conquer  all.  , .  t,] 

[Here  they  fight,  Timol.  kills  Arjfh 
[  but  is  mortally  wounded  himfelf* 
Arift.  I  have  ir,  and  I  think  too,  fo  haft  thou; 

That's  yet  fome  Comfort.  But  oh  !  weak  and  poor 

Is  the  vain  boafted  Vigour,  that  my  Youth 

Believed  invincible  —  1  would  fain  think  now, 

But  that  my  Spirits,  with  my  Blood,  are  pofting 

To  their  new  fome- where,—  That's  my  greateft  Pang; 

Oh !  that  fome  welcome  Blaze  of  Lightning  now 

Would  dart,  and  cruft  all  Nature  in  a  Moment. 

But  Darknefs  comes  inftead, — Black  gloomy  Horrour; 

Whilft  fhaking,  with  the  cold  vile  Curfe  of  Fear, 

I  ftruggle,  fink,  and  plunge,  I  know  not  where.  \Diesl 

Re-enter  Pollidamus  ^  Soldiers,  with  Clindor, 

I     Pollid.  So,  Tyrany  is  fal'n  then— That's  as  it  fhould  be; 

:  But  what,  my  Lord,  what  means  this  Blood  appearing  ? 
You  would  not  weakly  fure  attack  a  Lion  ; 

!  You  had  in  th'  Toyle. 

Timol.  The  Royal  Viper  ftung  me  . 
With  the  word  Coward,  which,  with  Reproach  of  AgCj 
Tainting  my  Honour,  rouz'd  th'  old  Spirit  in  me, 

h  to 
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To  take  Revenge  my  felf  for  my  poor  Boy, 

And  my  belovM'  Clorona— Scud  him  after  me.  ["To  the  Soldiers. 

For  tho'  I  find  the  boarifh.  Paws  have  fcratch'd  me, 

Yet  have  I  Life  enough  to  fee  due  Punifhracm 

Done  on  his  Monfter  Damocles. 

Pallid.  'Tis  preparing  :• 
Nor  will  the  Eilicn.  Crowd  be  fatisfkd, 
Tiil  they're  poller];  of  Ayijlander'%  Body, 
To  ufe  it  as  they  pleafc. 

T'imoL  Go,  bear  it  to  'em, — Keep,  keep  Houfe,  my  Soul, 
A  little  longer,  then  away,,  and  willingly. 

[  Exit  leaning  on  Pollt'damus. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Belizaria  and  Gomond. 

Gomon.  Now,  Madam,  your  propitious  Stars  thine  clear ; 
The  Tyrant's  fa*?n  e'er  this. 
Beliz,  Did  m-y  Lord  fend  for  me,  f\ 
G -omov.  He  did,  Madam,  to  fee  the  Execution  done  on 

Damocles, 

And  his  proud  Matter,  of  whofe  curfed  Race 

Not  one  have  'fesp'd  the  eager  People's  Fury. 

.1  faw  his  Daughters  led  out  by  two  Ruffians, 

Who,  becaufc  Virgins,  arc  giv'n  up  by  the  Officers  ; 

Firft  to  be  rayifh-'d-,  to  evade  the  Law, 

Then  executed:  Yonder,  i  think,  they  come,  brought  by  their 

Plunderers, 
As  I  fuppofe,  expecting  your  Reward, 
Giving  you  full  Revenge  for  your  Son  Clindor. 

Enter  G I  L  M  U  N  D  A,  and  A  M  I  D  E  A  with  Hair  diJJie- 
vel Id,  dragged  by  Longin  and  B I  LB  O  E,  their  Swords 
dravj/i. 

Beliz.  Have  Mercy,  Heaven,  what  dreadful  Sight  is  this  ? 

Gomon.  Look  up  with  Joy,  Madam,  and  take  juft  Revenge 
Upon  the  hated  Grfspring  of  the  Tyrant, 
That  wallow'd  in  the  Blood  of  your  dear  Son. 
I  mull  to  th'  General.  [■Exit.  Gomond, 

Beliz,  Dear,  dear  indeed  ! 
As  ever  tender  Mother  fmil'd  upon, 
When  the  Birth  Pangs  were  o'er,  but  yet  alas, 

4  Tho* 
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Tho'  my  poor  C/Ws  m-JrtherM;  haw  arc  theft  W&y  f 
But  then  Revenge-Theft  are  o'th'  Tyrants  Blood,  *  5  ' 
As  my  fweet  Boy—was  mine.  '  rr, 

t°"Sm\  C?ms>  come'  Iittie  Linl-hridef,  come  al<W 
why  here's  [7i  Amid.]  Fortune  in  a  Bag  now f  gad  ikfe 

Oh  mm,  Oh  help,  ye  Divine  Powers ' 
.  Lo»g,„.  Oh  yonder  fee  is  !  I'm  lure  we  ftail  have  a  fwfn* 

S&:tyoS'Jt  hCar'  COrp0ral  «        f  & 
Bilboe  Why  look'e,  I muft be fo bold, Serjeant,  feral!  vou're 
my  upenor  Officer,  to  tei!  yc  you'll 'find  you   ftlf  a]?oo 
I  trouble  her  about  t;  a  Pox  on  Rewards,  as  the  Y^b 

£*$slowi  ft  TO  "p°n  roM«  ^'and  a  Pli£ 
upon  Speeches  too  ;  adzooks  I  have  hch  a  mind  to  ™ 
princely  M.flrcfs  here,  that  Pll  make  none  for  my  ft  ^ 
Speeches  will  take  up  time,  gad  I'm  in  haft  *         Y  ' 

fm.  Stab  me,  yc  barbae  Slam ;  SSft  9""^ 
Kail  me,  but  keep  off  yonr  filthy  Hands. 

Hn^h  ''••I!3nds'  JER  wbat's  the  natter  with  my  Hands  M 
Humh    nstrue,  they  are  not  made  of March-pane  a  ,  L 

Ben,.  Oh  Heaven!  can  ^SfM^J^^ 
Muery  fo  great  to  equal  this? 


a    j         *        oiW"*-  *-w  '-•i'-uii  tula  : 

^nd  can  companionate  Virtue  look  npon  it 
Without  Abhorrence?  my  Heart  bleeds  for  'cm 

?°%'*-  He»h  hem,  we  have  got  theft  two  Women 
fc  ¥%m.  %  «.o«gb,  and  £leafe youur IHon  % 
lave  heard  how  I  Me  Mailer  has  been  us'd   and  li  Pve 

°ctPtt;,-°  MVC  £m0ie;  Aether  hanging,  orftaS 
(rent; throng,  or  any  way;  we  arc  ready,  and  plcafc  ye* 

Ifonour.        '  *'  *t  Way'  and  P>«Kjoor 

;  Lo„p„  And  as  for  t'other,  the  mUfhg  part  o**lW  T 
|t  had  a  Frinc efis  fal  n  to  myShate  a  gr"ft  Se;ffi 
«t  ye,  let  me  alone  with  her. 

?*  mine  '"f^t  wdI'  fa,'th  5  1  love  a-piump  fu'l 
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Amid.  Oh,  if  the  Senfe  of  Pity  be  not  loft  ! 
Quite 'loft,  in  all  the  Foes  of  Ariflander  ; 
Let  a  poor  Virgin — wretched  in  th'  Extream, 
And  fal'n  from  higheft  State  to  loweft  Mifery, 
Invoke  thofe  Eyes  that  feem  to  be  relenting, 
To  dart  one  Beam  of  Charity. 

Beliz.  Oh  my  Heart ! 
And  thou  chaft  Goddefs,  beautiful  Diana, 
How  fliall  my  Confcience  anfwer  it  to  thee  ? 
That  I've  fulfillM  the  Sacred  Laws  of  Virtue ; 
If  I  permit  thy  unpolluted  Virgins 
To  furTer  Shame,  whilft  in  my  Power  to  fave  'em. 

Long.  She  ftudies  a  little  too  long,  methinks:  Oh,  now 
I  believe  flie  s  feeling  for  her  Purfe. 

Wtlb.  Feeling  for  a  Pudding,  is  not  fhe?  I'll  tell  ye,  as  I 
f  id  before,  gad  you'll  find  your  felf  a  Fool,  Serjeant,—* 
I  don't  like  thefe  Delays ;  if  we  are  not  fobb'd  at  laft,  I'll 
be  hang'd :  Oons,  if  I  might  have  carried  it,  I  had  been  mar- 
ried to  my  Princefs,  or  as  good,  by  this  time. 
'  Gilm.  Oh  moftabhor'd  of  Slaves!  Heavens!  now,  methinks, 
My  ftubborn  Soul  could  condefcend  to  beg, 
If  I  could  get  by't  a  Sword  or  Dagger. 

Long  'Dflight,  I  tell  thee  ffie  is  feeling  for  her  Purfe  | 
fee,  fee  there,  now  Corporal  Codfhead,  who's  the  Fool 
now  > 

Beliz.  No,  it  (hall  never  be  declar'd  in  Story; 
Or  laid  in  times  to  come,  that  Belizaria 
Expos'd  the  Temple  of  Virginity 
To  the  vile  Force  of  horrible  Pollution, 
Through  her  Default,  — here  Friends— 1  know  you  brought 
Thefe  Prifoners  thus,  to  fliew  the  readinefs 
Of  your  Good  Wills,  in  furthering  my  Revenge. 
Take  then  my  Thanks  with  this,  and  leave  'em  with  me. 

[  Gives  Longin  a  Purfe. 
Long  Humh— Why,  there's  the  Devil  on't,  I  was  afraid 
of  this  all  along,  now  Serjeant  Shacklehead,  how  much  is'? 
j  jUo-h  >  [  They  flare  at  one  another. 

Long.  A  hundred  Duckets,  Corporal,  'tis  more  than  their 
CI  oaths  are  worth,  however. 

Bilk  Cloaths,  hundred  Duckets,— hum— but  then  to  lole 
fuch  a,  fuch  a,  no  gad  it  won't  do;  why  look'e,  Madam- 
we  thank'e  heartily  for  yourBountifulneis,  but  we  mult  obey 
our  Officer,  d'ye  fee,  and  then  the  Law,  and  pleafe  ye. 

Beliz.  Oh,  as  to  thofe,  I'll  vouch  with  my  Authority . 
Go,  tell  your  Officers— I  took  'em  from  ye,  . 
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Who  neverthelefs  will  fo  difpofe  of  'cm, 

The  People  fhall  be  fatisfied,  both  theirs 

And  my  Revenges  fhall  be  perfected  \ 

Go,  go,  for  Shame;  *Ha!  fure  dare  not  mutter  ? 

[  *  They  look  on  the  Ladies  and  grumble. 
For  honourably  deferring  a  vile  Ctiftom, 
Invented  by  fome  Devil,  as  in  Difgrace 
Of  all  Humanity,— If  you  are  Soldiers 
You  fliould  have  Honour,  which  abhors  this  Aclion. 

Lougin.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  we  are  Soldiers,  and  we  have 
Honour — But,  but  

Beliz.  But  what,  can  there  be  better  proof  of  it  than  this  > 

Bilboe.  But  thofe  fweet,  fweet,  fucking  Bottles ;  Oons,  I 
fhall  never  fee  fuch  agen. 

Beliz.  Away,  I  fay,  and  dare  not  difpute; 
I'll  rouzeup  Honour  in  ye,  if  you're  reity. 

Longin.  Come,  there's  no  help  for't;  here's  a  good  Purfe,. 
however.  safeM 
But,  Corporal — If  I  had  thought  'twould  have  come  to  this — 

Bilboe.  Thought,  Serjeant  Suckegg,  *  a  Pox  upon  ye, 
what  could  ye  think  lets?  well,  never  was  fuch  a  Prize  ! 
never  was  Rich  a  Pair  of  dear  fucking  Bottles  loll !  a  Pox 
upon  ye. — Come  away  and  be  hang'd.  [*  Pupes  him. 

[  Exeunt  grumbling  and  curfing  one  another. 

Gilm.  Oh,  noble  Action !  worthy  fame  Eternal. 
How  does  her  facred  Virtue  diffipate 
The  odious  Mills  that  lately  clog'd  my  Reafbn, 
And  made  me  know  my  felf  by  true  Reflection ! 
Bed  of  thy  Sex,  permit  an  humble  Penitent, 
Converted  by  thy  heavenly  Influence,  [Kneels  to  Beliz. 

And  loathing  former  Errors,  to  adore  thee. 
Oh  pardon  my  late  infolent  Behaviour ! 
Tutor'd  by  Hell,  and  blinded  by  curd  Vice ; 
I  could  not  fee  that  Purity  of  Goodncfs, 
Which  now  Calamity's  true  Mirror  fhews  me. 
But  oh !  let  Angel-pity  blanch  my  Crime, 
And  true  Repentance  leiFen  thy  Rcfentment. 

Amid.  Blell  be  thy  Days,  an 3  doubly  bleft  thy  Nights, 
Thou  Patronefs  of  Piety  and  Honour, 

[*  Kneels  on  f  other  fide  of  Beliz. 
And  may  this  Deed,  fo  worthy  of  Applaufe, 
Be  frill  thy  Glory  in  fucceeding  Ages. 
Thy  Fame  in  Songs  of  Joy,  be  annivcrfary, 
Whilft  the  whole  Stock  of  fpotlefs  Maids,  renown  thee. 
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Po^JvgVC1  Av^s  t\m  from  heavenly  Throws 

rour  out  me  Viols  ot  your  ladimulm 

tS^'I'V^ft  for  me, 

Som-  Co ntl  ™wd  0t,myr own  innat-  Arrows, 
ToU^rf     $        >  that  I  have  done  this  Juftice 
FromvS'A     £  y°?~Y™  Honour  fate  J 
p!°  V  ,0,iatl0» -Death's  a  trivia!  nothing  ' 

r  i  ca_nnot,  mall  not,  hope  £ 

B„„  '  ^^bdnKftccdfromluftful  Villainy 
By  your  angehek  Virtue,  beft  of  Wonv-n 
VpU  meet  Death,  with' better  Refolu  on' 
I  nan  ever  yet  I  did  a  vicious  Pleufure 
in  my  Cllm  Days  of  Riot. 

beLz.  Bravely  laid.  , 
On  be  aflbr'd,  had  1  the  Power  to  five  ye 
&2  SrCtS>  >  fcid  th«c  ^  in.  Vengeance 

SSftSiS,0  a  15  »!T!ng  °"  your  Head!  ' 

a!'t#V"-^  bur  ic  ca"»°r  be; 

Xv  Th^H  Pr?,lcrii>Vnd  y°»        die.  ' 

1  ne  Ciods  allot  us  Patience         rrj     •  , 

Courage,  dear  Sitter  1  f "*VW* 

C loftt?  mv'f $  f  2  ^^nvcrt  preft  thee 
A°iL°  u  yi2r  j^'  Wltil  A:nitv  "nfeign'd, 
beg  tfiy  Pardon  for  all  part  Remiilneis 

The  GodS  y"  i0r  mci  for  now'  mcth!«l«, 


^^tfti^GulphofFate. 

From  Violation  of  unhalJow'd  £«• 
^or  teli  yourlunhs  be  mangled,  'as  intended 

With  aH  R  ^V1*'1?  y°llr  lilc«  Tombs  ' 
/vuh  an RClpea  to  virgin  Innocence.  ' 
On  neavemy  Breath  ! 
4mg,  Oh,  the  good  Gods  reward  ye  ! 

[  Both  kneeling  and  embrace  her. 

Bel>z. 
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Bcliz.  And  fince  the  Sheers  of  Fate  cuts  off  all  Paffions. 
And  with  the  Brave  concludes  Revenge  and  Hatred, 
Look  on  mc  calmly,  as  a  parting  Friend, 
That,  in  the  Crisis  of  your  M  Extremity, 
Gives  ye  two  ligual  Tokens  of  her  Love. 
Firft  this,  *  with  pitying  Tears  for  your  hard  Fortune. 

[  *  Kijj'es  them. 
A  prefent  from  my  Love,— then  this  *  from  Honour. 

[*GYr<r.f  Gilm.  A  Bugger. 
A  Charm  to  lave  ye  from  infultfng  Cruelty, 
Ufe  it,  ye  Royal  Victims,  as  become  ye; 
Then  fall  renown'd,  and  peace  eternal  crown  yc.  [Exit. 

Gilm.  She's  gone,  whilft.thus  beftow'd,  her  fatal  Preient 
I  grafp,  with  an  undaunted  Refolution. 
Oh,  what  a  world  of  Wealth  had  I  poilemon  ! 
Would  I  have  giv'n  fome  Minutes  fmce  for  this, 
Which  now  my  Guardian  Genius  offers  me  : 
For  this— What's  this  ? — A  Dagger  :  What's  its  Office  > 
Why,  'tis  to  make  eternal  Separation 
Twixt  Soul  and  Body,  with  one  noble  Blow; 
That's  all,  and  fo  to  free  us  from  Diurcfs, 
And  put  an  end  to  Lire's  Inquietudes ; 
Yet  fee,  how  Nature  fhakes  at  the  dire  Motion. 
Oh  Coward  !  Would'!!  thou  fit  1 1  be  miferable  ? 
Here  is  the  World,  and  here  Eternity  ; 
What  a  vaft  Freight  of  Hopes,  and  Fears,  and  Doubts 
Troubles  and  Joys  float  on  that  flormy  Sea, 
Which  yet  we're  fure  in  th'  end  mult  1  wallow  all  ; 
Courage,  my  Soul,  and  Dagger  hold  thy  ShaYpricfs  1 
This  Strife  mall  foon  be  miiih'd  ;  come,  dear  Sifter, 
Too  late  belov'd,  but  now,  my  Heart';;,  fole  Joy, 
Look  up,  and  fee  mk  Life  Blood  make  thee  Rccompenfe. 

Amid.  Oh  hold  !  for  hnce  you're  now  fo  good  to  love  me, 
See  me  die  fjrft.    Alas !  Fm  all  o'er  Coward, 
And  tremble  fo,  that  did  you  not  a  full  me, 
i  fear. I  lhouid  not  lbike  the  Blow  to  free  me. 
Let  me  then  ule  the  Dagger  in  your  Preience. 

Gilm.  The  Aid  thou  haft  from  ilicred  Innocence 
Will  make  thee  bold,  and  charm  thee  with  new  Courage: 
Bcfides,  it  is  my  Birthright,  I'm  the  elder, 
And  fnoBld  die'firft. 

Amid.  Oh  !  having  rn^re  of  Years, 
You  have  the  more  of  Courage;  limpleTendcrnefs 
Will  make  me  fwoon  when  1  behold  yon  die 
And  leave  my  B  ;dy  fcnfelcfs-  to  be  fhanf  d 
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By  fome  vile  Ruffian  :  Oh  pity  me,  dear  Sifter, 
And  fhew  me  how  to  ftrike  ' 

■wfuT         ix?,C ,haS  ^°V'd  me  from  for. 

With  her  laft  Words-See  how  the  poor  Soul  trembles, 
Like  a  weak  callow  Bird,  torn  from  its  Neft, 
1  hat  knows  not  where  to  get  new  Habitation. 
■Her  1^  ears  will  certainly  evade  the  Stroke, 
And  leave  her  to  Abufes— 'Tis  refolv'd  then. 
VVell,  Amidea,  you  fliall  conquer  me; 
Give  me  firfL  one  dear  Sifter-like  Embrace, 
And  a  kind  Pardon  for  my  paft  Offences. 
And  then,  fweet  Soul,  farewel.  *  Oh  Tyrant  Deftiny  ! 

Now  take  the  Dagger,  and  one  happy  Bio  J/ ^ 
struck  home  like  this,  *  feats  thee  among  the  Stars. 

jl^j   ai   ,  .  j       ,  .  ,  [*  Stabs  Amidea, 

*mtd.  Ah  tis  done,  'tis  done,  dear  Sifter,  bleft  be  thy  Hand  ■ 
Kifs  me,  and  take  my  laft  Thanks ;  Oh !  -Farewel.  * 

Gilm.  The  laft  of  rofy  Breath,  came  coldly  to  me[ 

A  fecond  blow :  And  thus  I  give  thee  mine,    a  ,  -      g  '* ' 

-    t  .r     ,  [Stabs  her  Celf. 

Adieu,  vain  Life,  thou  childiih  Bubble,  blown 
A  while  about  the  World,  flaflit  off,  and  gone.        [  Dies. 

S  CENE  III.  Tlifcovers  the  Heads  of  Ari- 
standfr  and  Gil  ok  held  by  Soldiers  on 
Spears,  with  their  Limbs  torn  off,  and  held 
by  others  3  who  ft  and  on  each  fide  of  Da- 
m  o  c  l  e  s  5  who  appears  imp  at d  upon  a  Stake, 
on  the  fide  of  the  Stage  s  the  Bodies  of  C  l  o- 
Rona  and  Clindor  lying  in  State,  Ti- 
-Mo l eon  fitting  by  it,  holding  Belizaria's 
Hand,  Pollidamus,  Gomond,  Helmige,  La- 
dies and  Guards  ftanding  round  'em. 

Timol  'Tis  now  my  Peace  of  Mind  is  perfe&ed, 
And  dear  Revenge  is  full ;  the  Fate  of  Tyranny 
At  large  is  proved  ;  reft  then,  fweet  Souls,  for  ever ; 
And  thou,  my  better  half,  live  long  and  happy  ;  \ 
1  Wlli  be  the  greateft  of  my  Joys  above, 
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To  look  down,  and  behold — Virtue  rewarded. 
Be  Hz.  Ah,  what  Reward,  dear  Lord,  whilft  you  are  in 
Danger, 

And  this  lov'd  part  is  gone,  *  can  Belizaria 

[  *  Pointing  to  Clindor. 
Expert  or  hope  for  >  Oh  relentlefs  Powers  ! 
This  laft  worft  Blow,  has  fal?n  on  me  ungcarded.  \JVeeps. 

Gomond.  Hope  better.  Madam, — The  Surgeon's  laft  Ac-, 
count  made  of  his  Lordfhip's  Wound  is  favourable. 

Timol.  Where's  Demetrius  ? 

Pollid.  The  Prince,  my  Lord,  went  out  in  eager  Hade, 
having  your  Grant,  and  the  great  Govern our's,  in  hopes  to 
fave  the  PrincelTes,  but  the  People  oppos'd  it,  through  their 
Hate  to  Ariflander,  even  to  the  laft — and  fee  his  Highnefs 
comes. 

Enter  Demetrius  with  a  Dagger. 

Demet.  Fate  has  been  now  too  fpeedy,  they're  both  dead, 
And  by  themfelves,  with  this :  *  Poor  Amidea,  thy  Virtue 

[*  A  Dagger. 

Well  deferved  Pity,  tho'  it  late  was  likely 
To  prove  my  Ruine. 

Behz.  Oh  Royal  Virgins !  you  have  nobly  paid 
Bright  Honour's  Debt. — The  Dagger's  mine,  my  Lord, 
Which  was  but  lent  to  do  that  glorious  Office  ; 
As  I,  for  the  fame  Ufe,  had  long  referv'd  it, 
Whenever  my  Diftrefs  gave  an  occafion  ;  * 
Pleafe  to  return  it,  that  it  may  be  hallow'd, 
And  kept  up  as  a  Relick  to  Pofterity. 

Demet.  Madam,  I'll  not  difpute  your  Pleafure. 

'[Gives  the  Dagger. 

How  fares  my  noble  Father  ? 

Timol.  Like  one  that  holds  his  Soul  betwixt  Jiis  Lips, 
Only  to  give  fome  tender  Friend  a  Farewel. 
Royal  young  Man  !  Heaven  fhower  down  Bleflings  on  thee. 
Make  ready  there,  all  you  that  love  Timoleon, 
To  give  a  Shout,  and  cry,  Long  live  Demetriusy 
Now  rightful  King  of  Corinth. 

Polltd.  Allow'd  by  all,  with  general  Joy,  my  Lord. 

Zizimo.  His  Spirits  faulter,  and  his  Face  grows  paler; 
Raife  him  a  little. 

T'tmol.  If  there  were  ought  remaining  of  a  BlefTing 
Which  I  had  not  beftow'd,  thou  Soul  of  Goodnefs," 

[To  Belizaria. 
Pattern 
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Pattern  of  Heroines,  and  peerlefs  Wife, 

With  my  laft  Gafp  I'd  give  it.— But  'tis  over ; 

The  Life  Love's  Cordial  kept  fo  long,  decays, 

I've  now  no  more  Space,  nor  no  more  Breath  to  praifc. 

n         T  t  o  [Swoons* 

Uemet.  He  Swoons,  remove  him  to  more  Air. 

Beliz.  Nor  I  a  Soul,  now  thine  has  left  its  Body. 

^  [1  imol.  is  carry  'd  off. 

Polltd,  Keep  back  the  Lady,  her  Grief  will  more  "difturb 
^'im'  [She  is  going  after  him7  they  flop  her. 

Behz.  Oh  cruel  Powers  !  are  thefe  then  the  Rewards, 
The  Comforts  ye  receive  for  patient  Virtue, 
To  feel  the  utmoft  Pangs  of  Wretchcdncfs ! 

Gomon.  Tis  but  a  Swooning,  Madam,  he'll  foon  recover. 

Behz.  My  Brain  grows  hot,  diftcmper'd  Reafon  faulters 
At  this  myftenous  point  of  Relignation  ; 
And  when  i  look  on  thofe  heart-breaking  Objects, 
The  Chain  of  Senfe  is  broke,  diftra&ing  Sorrow 
Turns  me  to  Rage  ;  *  Hand  off,  for  he  that  touches  me 

[Lifts  up  the  Dagger,  the  Prince  offers  to  take  hold  of  her. 

Fixes  this  here.  Give  then  juft  Paffion  way, 

Oh,  my  lov'd  Hero !  *  Have  then  all  thy  Actions; 

TT  [*  Looks  after  Timoleon. 

Kefin  d  by  Honour  dill,  and  facred  Virtue, 
Acquir'd  no  Doom  but  this,  this  dangerous  Tryal. 
But  thou,  my  tendered  Nerve,  *  my  Soul's  chief  Joy, 

[Takes  up  Clindor. 
And  Life,  Blood  of  my  Heart,  how  has  thy  Innocence, 
That  equalrz'd  the  Purity  of  Angels, 

Delcrv'd  this  Fate?  Oh,  let  me  bury  thee  [Kt [fin-  him  eagerly. 
Here  in  my  Bofom !  Let  thy  Mother's  Body 
Be  thy  laft  Tomb,  in  which  it  firft  was  nourifh'd  ! 
What!  what!  ye  Gods,  will  ye  not  grant  mc  this 
I  o  reconcile  me !  Oh !  but  you'll  lay  we're  taught, 
Our  Comforts  are  hereafter,— 'tis  well  thought  on. 

[Lavs  him  down  again, 
I  o  purchafe  then  the  Joy  hereafter  promiies, 
And  rid  my  Soul  from  its  vaft  Load  of  Woes ; 
Betides,  to  meet  my  Husband  and  dear  Son,  ' 
This  polls  me  to  the  Place  where  they  are  gone.   [Stabs  her  ft  If. 
forgive,  ye  Gods,  you  fliould,  i£mw  1  err: 
Have  giv'n  lefs  Grief,  or  elfe  more  Strength  to  bear. 

Mm.  Oh,  file  is  loft  J  .  [$hriekhi7. 

Demet.  Fatal  and  fudden. 
1  Comon.  Not  fatal,  I  hope,  Sir,  thcWTound,  by  chance,  is 
flaunting.  E;ter 
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Enter  ZlZlMO  haftily. 
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ZizJmo.  Madam,  the  noble  General  recovered  from  his 
rit,  wifties  to  fee  you. 

Beliz.  Oh  Heaven,  can  this  be  poffible  ?  [She  is  carry*  doff. 

Demet.  Take  great  Care,  good  Gomond,  M 
To  haflen  Art  to  give  her  Remedy.    Come,  Vollidamus, 
Let  s  leave  this  Scene  of  Death,  and  to  the  People 
With  kind  Oration,  fettle  our  new  Royalty  ■  ' 
Pull  down  the  Fabrick  of  ill  Government  ' 

£U?,d  °ne,oPC?n  Juflice'  Truth>  and  Honour: 
Whilft  all  good  Subjeds,  glorying  in  their  Change, 
Reflect  on  Ills,  from  Tyranny  did  grow, 
And  blefs  the  happy  Revolution  now.  ' 

End  of  the  Tragedy, 
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ATHENIAN  JILT. 
The  firft  Comick  Story. 


Beneath  a  Planet  born,  to  get, 
S!  £  [B  At  jfafcjw,  with  his-  lovely  Spoufe, 
g^,  gj  |  Not;  long  fince  kept  a  frugal  Houfe  ; 

•     '      '  ^  As  much  below  the  large  Eftate, 

Dold  to  the  Churl  by  partial  Fate, 

As  was  his  Conforms  leaft  fair  par* 

Above  the  Bounds  of  his  Defert : 

'Till  by  cohabiting  with  Vice, 

The  Peft  of  odious  Avarice, 

From  Virtue  fne  eftrang'd  her  Will, 

And  all  things  good,  to  all  things  Ml 

She,  e'er  flie  well  knew  what  flie  did, 

Became  the  Part'ner  of  his  Bed, 

By  Parents  too  fevere  Commands, 

Whofe  fordid  Int'reft  join'd  their  Hands; 

And  forcing  her  to  be  a  Wife, 

Entail'd  on  her  a  Plague  for  Life  ; 

Had  not,  for  intervals  of  Reft, 

Kind  Fortune,  feeing  her  diftrefs'd, 

To  eafe  in  part  her  tedious  Doom, 

Ordain'd  he  fliould  be  oft  from  home  : 
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For  Gain  did  ftill  his  Soul  inlpire 
Beyond  the  Heat  of  am'rous  Fire. 
Beauty  had  many  Charms  in  Store, 
But  tempting  Gold,  he  thought,  had  more. 

What  Curfes  waited  on  thy  Birth, 
Thou  baleful  Product  of  the  Earth ; 
Dug  by  fome  envious  Daemon  thence, 
T  o  rob  us  of  our  Innocence. 
Happy  in  verdant  Groves  we  lay 
When  Light  firft  form'd  the  infant  Day  : 
When  fruitful  Pafture  unmanur'd, 
The  World  with  bounteous  Glebe  infur'd  ; 
And  Pluto  yet  no  Seeds  had  fown 
Of  Ore,  that  rank  and  common  grown, 
Has  flnce  made  half  the  World  his  own. 

Gold  then,  that  robs  Mankind  of  Reft, 
Sway'd  wholly  Battardo's  Breaft; 
Nor  had  the  Plague  its  Period  there, 
Sabtna  too,  the  Young  the  Fair  : 
The  Name  of  her  whom  we  mull  ufe, 
And  as  his  Wife  muft  introduce,- 
Was  tainted  in  the  felf  fame  kind, 
And  foiling  Graces  of  the  Mind, 
Was  made  by  darling  Profit  blind. 
And  when  the  Wittal,  worldly  bent, 
Abroad  to  make  a  Purchafe  went, 
To  golden  Ormus^  or  Peru, 
Her  Clofet  prov'd.an  Indies  too  ; 
Where  with  rich  Traders  Ihe  made  bold, 
To  traffick  Beauty  for  their  Gold. 

In  different  Cafes  oft  we  find 
How  Vice  fubje&s  the  Female  kind  ; 
A  Woman  once  by  Anger  fway'd, 
Good  Counfel  fcarcely  e'er  obey'd. 
If  Love  polTefs  her  Fev'rifii  Breaft, 
Vexation  ftrong  difturbs  her  Reft : 
If  Pride  inflames  her  Ihe's  on  Fire 
'Till  fhe  has  compafs'd  her  Defire  ; 
But  if  her  Soul,  by  Avarice  feiz'd, 
With  Love  of  Money  be  difeas'd ;  ' 
She'll  boggle  at  no  fort  of  ill, 
But  ranfack  Hell  to  have  her  Will. 

The  Family  this  Couple  kept 
Might  very  well  be  over-flipt, 
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Did  not  their  Circumftance  avail 
To  the  Contexture  of  my  Tale  ; 
Their  Number  being  in  all  but  two, 
A  Bearded  Swhzer,  and  a  Jew. 
The  fjrft,  to  ferve  in  different  ways, 
Cook,  Groom,  or  what  their  Humours  pleafe 
Whilft  t'other,  in  a  nicer  Station, 
Was  train'd  for  Madam's  dear  Occafion, 
And  dole  above  Stairs  Occupation. 
This  Nymph,  of  whom  we  mult  fpeak  on, 
Sprung  from  the  Tribe  of  Zebulon  : 
Her  Parents  of  that  fingle  Race, 
That  in  old  Times  deferted  Grace, 
And  learnt  more  forts  of  Vice  from  Hell 
Than  all  the  Prophets  could  expel : 
She  too  fo  tractable  was  known 
To  have  good  Skill  in  every  one ; 
But  what  was  held  her  Mafter-piece, 
In  which  Ihe  far  excell'd  all  Greece, 
Was  the  renown'd  and  darling  Art, 
Ador'd  by  all  the  better  Sort, 
To  find  meet  Help  for  handfome  Gains, 
Lovers  to  eafe  from  fierceft  Pains  ; 
And  free  'em  from  that  heinous  ill 
Of  taking  Oaths  againft  their  Will  : 
The  Stature  of  the  Tumbril  Make, 
From  Rule  did  no  Proportion  take  \ 
But  then,  to  make  Amends,  her  Eyes 
Large,  black,  and  fparkling,  did  furpme, 
And  ghtter'd  round  her  Saffron  Mould 
Like  Phabus  on  a  Marygold  ; 
Hornwork'd,  with  Semicircles  fmall, 
Deciphering  Sin  Original  ; 
A  m'gmatizing  Mark  in  trf  Face 
Of  all  that  Unbelieving  Race  ; 
Befides  experienc'd  fifty  Years, 
That  in  her  wrinkled  Front  appears, 
Eftabliih'd  the  officious  Dell 
To  be  in  kind  a  Non  paretl 
This  Creature  gifted  for  the  Stews, 
Was  to  Sabina  of  great  Ufe  ; 
As  one  that  was  her  Cully  Setter, 
To  give  the  Sign,  and  fhift  a  Letter  : 
Conceive  with  judgment,  if  the  Spar/ 
She  aim'd  at  were  a  proper  Mark  : 
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What  Humour  govern'd,  brisk  or  dull, 
But  cniefly  if  his  Bags  were  full ; 
Which  Article,  if  verify'd, 
To  do  was  little  elfe  befide, 
But  Cunning,  to  conclude  the  Match, 
And  Ipread  the  fiaeft  Nets  to  catch  ; 
The  Cuckold  gone  abroad  to  Trade, 
His  yearly  Ufe,  as  has  been  faid. 

Now  then,  to  let  the  Tale  go  on, 
You  muft  fuppofe  him  fhipt  and  gone 
To  Qandia,  with  the  outward  Fleet, 
With  provident  Defign  to  cheat ; 
Whilft  Trulla,  by  which  Name  we'll  grace 
Our  lately  mention'!}  Jewijh  Lafs, 
Was  merchandizing  too,  with  Care, 
And  fetting  forth  her  Lady's  Ware. 
Daily  her  Walk  around  (he  took, 
And  fearch'd  the  Town  in  cv'ry  Nook  ; 
To  know  what  PalTengers  came  in, 
And  Woodcocks  proper  for  her  Gin  : 
Nor  was  her  Induftry  in  vain, 
For  now,  as  Fortune  did  ordain, 
She  hears  of  one  that  lately  came, 
Flufht  full  of  Gold,  from  Amfierdam. 
A  Belgian  Hunks,  of  noted  Rank, 
That  had  the  Devil  and  all  in  Bank  ; 
Befides  of  Homes  a  whole  Street, 
And  Shares  in  the  Eaft  India  Fleet. 
This  Gull,  as  now  fhe  hop'd  he  was, 
Spite  of  his  Birth,  or  native  Place  ; 
7  o  bring  her  Purpofes  about, 
She  makes  her  Bufinefs  to  find  out ; 
And  order'd  Matters  fo  to  meet, 
As  if  it  were  by  Chance,  in  th'  Street  : 
Then  flops  him  in  his  dull  Career, 
And  with  thefe  Words  accofts  Myn  Heer, 
Permit  me,  tho'  no  Sybil  old, 
To  flay  your  Speed,  Sir,  and  make  bold 
T'  affirm  you  one  whom  Fate  do's  blefs, 
And  doom  the  happieft  Man  in  Greece. 
Your  long  Ear,  and  the  humid  Brain 
Moiftnin£  th'  interior  Pericrane  ; 
With  the  fet  Gravenefs  of  your  Eye., 
Colour'd  like  Pufs  in  Majefty, 
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Denotes  ye,  by  the  Stars  defign'd, 
The  darling  Joy  of  Womankind  : 
That  Bulk  too,  in  your  Perfon  fhewn, 
With  Hips,  Dutch  built,  fo  like  my  own  ; 
That  Fulnefs,  with  an  Air  fo  great, 
Fafhion'd  to  fill  a  Chair  of  State  ; 
With  lucky  Moles  that  ftrew  your  Skin, 
Prove  ye  mod  fortunate  of  Men. 

In  fliort,  for  many  Words  are  vain, 
Your  Face,  your  Figure,  and  your  Mcfn, 
Have  captiv'd,  Sir,  a  Lady  bright 
As  Cynthia  burnifhing  the  Night  : 
Who  tho'  referv'd  beyond  her  Kind, 
Such  Charms  do's  in  your  Perfon  find ; 
Such  Darts  were  thrown  too  from  your  Eye 
As  you  have  carelefly  paft  by  ; 
As  ev'n  put  Virtue  to  a  (land, 
And  make  her  prone  to  come  to  Hand. 
And  if  you'd  know  each  taking  Grace 
That  decks  her  Body  and  her  Face 
I'll  do  her  Juftice  to  a  Tittle, 
And  draw  her  Picture,  Sir,  in  little. 

She's  white  as  Snow  from  Head  to  Foot, 
With  lovely  Eyes  as  black  as  Soot ; 
She's  fmooth  as  Cupid's  Iv'ry  Bow, 
And  plump  and  flefiiy  all  below  ; 
A  little  Mouth,  with  Feet  and  Toes ; 
Her  Fingers  long,  and  fliort 'her  if  oil ; 
With  graceful  Jetting  in  her  Pace, 
And  not  quite  twenty  till  next  Grafs. 

Thus  with  a  Tongue,  as  glib  as  Oil, 
1  he        held  forth,  and  all  the  while 
Myn  Heer,  not  fearing  to  be  trap'd, 
Like  a  Tide-waking  Oyfter  gap'd  ; 
But  when  he  heard  her  tell  the  Pow'r, 
His  Merit  gain'd,  his  Mouth  ran  o'er'; 
And  frothy  Joy  fcarce  gave  him  w:  v 
To  ask  where  that  kind  Beauty  lay, 
'Till  having  clear'd  his  Mouth  and  Senfc 
And  rally'd  Belgick  Confidence, 
He  told  the  Jew  'twas  foch  a  Grace 
He  could  not  hope  for,  in  that  Place  : 
Then  who  this  beauteous  Charmer  wa§ 
Defir'd  to  know,  who  might  comnmnd 
His  Duty  with  his  Heart  and  Hand  : 

Ma 


I $4-  The  Athenian  Jilt :  Or, 

For  Love  Intrigues  were  his  chief  Blifs, 
But  ne'er  had  one  fo  fine  as  this. 

The  Jew  then  vamps  a  Story  new, 
And  whets  him  for  an  Interview  : 
Telling  him  that  divine  Affair 
Should  be  the  chiefeft  of  her  Care  ; 
Then  gives  fome  Hints  too,  by  the  by, 
To  wake  his  Generblfity  ; 
By  dropping  Words  how  this  fair  Dame 
Was  of  a  fpecial  Rank  and  Fame  ; 
Whofe  Riches,  were  her  Lover  wife, 
Might  very  foon  be  made  his  Prize. 
This  Charms  Van  Dotrell  more,  who  now 
Believes  'tis  proper  he  fhould  fhew 
Some  Token  that  his  Soul  was  great, 
So  quips  her  with  a  Piece  of  Eight ; 
With  promis'd  Mountains  for  her  Lot, 
If  by  her  Aid  this  Prize  he  got. 

Our  Succub  Satanick  now  found 
She  touch'd  his  Soul  in  place  unfound, 
And  that  a  Harlot  was  the  Bait 
Molt  fit  to  flfh  for  his  Eftate. 
The  Dew  laps  from  his  chuckle  Chin, 
That  had  with  gorging  pamper'd  been  ; 
The  Sleeknefs  of  his  fhining  Gills, 
His  pendant  Belly,  poftern  Hills, 
With  long  lank  Elf-locks  on  his  Poll, 
Denounc'd  him  for  a  brainlefs  Tool ; 
Who,  whether  'twas  to  win  or  lofe, 
Ne'er  baulkt  a  Punk,  nor  'fcapt  her  Nooze, 
And  now,  fince  Fortune  was  fo  free, 
He  thinks  more  forward  he  fhould  be  ; 
Whilft  fhe  that  knew  her  Game  to  play, 
Confents,  and  meets  him  half  the  way. 

The  Night  is  fix'd  then,  and  the  Hour 
When  he's  to  enter  Beauty's  Bower  ; 
Which  foon  approaches,  and  the  Spark 
Led  by  Dovegna  in  the  dark, 
Advances  to  the  fweet  Alcove 
Defign'd  to  be  the  Scene  of  Love. 

Sabina,  like  gay  Iris  drefs'd, 
With  a  kind  Smile  his  coming  grae'd  ; 
And  reaching  out  her  fnowy  Hand ; 
Seeing  how  he  confus'd  did  ftand, 
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With  clumfie  Motion  dopping  low, 
Which  he  intended  for  a  Bow, 
Engages  him  to  venture  nigher, 
And  fit  (fans  Ceremony)  by  her. 

The  Skellum,  that  had  ne'er  been  bred 
A  Courtier,  nor  knew  ought  but  Trade; 
With  auk  ward  Air  accepts  the  Favour ; 
And  now  do's  upfey  Dutch  endeavour 
To  make  himfelf  more  valu'd  be 
By  bragging  of  his  Family. 
As  foon  as  then  a  Bufs  had  pafs'dy 
And  they  had  lovingly  embrac'd, 
He  treats  her  with  his  Race  and  Name, 
And  tells  her  his  grand  Lineage  came 
F  rom  the  Fan  Owles  of  Rotterdam. 
Then  of  the  Power  and  Riches  prates 
Of  feveral  Owles  amongft  the  States ; 
How  many  Tun  of  Butter  they 
Had  fliipt  off  weekly  from  the  Key  ; 
Qf  Oil  what  VelTels,  and  with  thefe 
What  Cargo's  van;  of  Holland  Cheefe : 
And  what  prodigious  Heaps  of  Gold 
W  ere  got  by  pickled  rferrings  fold. 
At  laft  his  cfwn  Concern  he  names, 
Trading  for  Stones,  and  Eaftern  Gems, 
His  lucky  Ventures,  to  make  Sale 
Of  Logwood,  and  of  Cochineal ; 
And  what  Gold  Dull  his  Ships  did  bear,- 
Drawn  from  the  Ganges  every  Year ; 
Of  which  he  had  no  little  Store 
Pack  in  his  Warchoufe  there  on  Shore, 
Of  fuch  grand  Price,  he  had  fome  fear, 
Tho'  lock'd  up  clofe,  to  venture  there; 

The  fubtle  Dame  obferv'd  this  Cue, 
And  after  a  brisk  Glafs  or  two 
Of  Greek  Wine  (which  the  Jew  brought  in) 
Was  drunk,  and  Prattle  did  begin, 
She  thought  'twas  time  to  fix  her  Gin, 
She  tells  him  then  her  Houfe  was  large 
And  ilrong,  to  keep  lb  great  a  Charge  ; 
And  if  her  Name  fuch  Credit  bears, 
That  he'd  truffhis  Eftatc  with  hers, 
She'd  warrant  then  Security 
From  Accidents  and  Dangers  free, 
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Fan  OivJe  half  flatter?*  with  her  Look, 
And  with  the  Wine  he  late  had  took, 
Thought  'twas  an  Oracle  that  fpoke  ; 
Believing  that  this  Invitation 
Was  made  to  take  a  kind  occafion 
To  own  the  Paffion  in  her  Breaft, 
And  make  him  Lord  of  all  the  reft; 
Her  Houfe,  her  Funiture  and  Plate, 
And  Treafure,  which  he  knew  was  great/ 
Wrapt  with  the  Tranfport  then  he  feels, 
To  kifs  her  Hand  the  Dotrel  kneels ; 
ArTuring  her  this  Favour  fhewn, 
For  ever  fixt  him  for  her  own. 
And  now  there  can  no  Minute  pafs 
W  ithout  a  Kifs  or  kind  Embrace  ; 
The  League  is  made,  to  fuch  Degree 
He  calls  her  his;  whilft  fubtle  fhe 
Still  praclifes  new  Arts  to  win, 
And  lets  him  bring  his  Treafure  in. 
Then  Revelling  they  wafte  fome  Days, 
Her  Smiles,  her  Words,  that  fweetly  pleafe, 
And  now  and  then  a  gentle  Squeeze, 
Our  Cully  do's  fo  far  entice, 
And  draw  into  Fool's  Paradife, 
He  fcorches  with  conftrain'd  De/ire, 
And  grows  unruly  to  enjoy  her. 

But' Hie,  whofe  nice  ill-natur'd  Wit 
Had  feafon'd  her  a  true  Coquet, 
Who  not  contented  with  her  Spoil, 
And  Purchafe  got,  by  fubtle  Guile  ; 
Refolv'd,  fince  'twas  his  haplefs  Cafe, 
Her  wav'ring  Fancy  not  to  pleafe ; 
Right  Jilting  Humour  to  purfue, 
And  cheat  him  of  Enjoyment  too. 

Finding  her  felf  poiTeft  of  all 
Which  he  his  Property  could  call, 
She  now  will  change  her  am'rous  Grace, 
And  Ihew  the  Fool  her  t'other  Face. 
The  Jew  chief  Counfellor  is  made, 
AnJ  now  the  fubtle  Plot  is  laid 
To  find  fome  Rival  out  or  other, 
And  drive  one  Nail  out  with  another. 
This  fhidied  foon  effected  was, 
For  e'er  the  Period  of  two  Days 
The  Features  of  Sab'ma'%  Face 
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A  flutt'ring  Monfieur  had  alarm'd, 
And  like  another  Circe  charm'd. 

As  active  as  a  modern  Ape, 
And  full  as  a  Frontiniack  Grape 
Of  Vanity  the  Frenchman  was  ; 
The  fitter  therefore  for  her  Cafe  : 
Whom  having  brought  for  her  Defign, 
The  Belgian  Huncks  to  undermine, 

She  ftraight  proceeds-  One  Morn  in  Tears, 

As  he  was  fettling  fome  Affairs, 
And  managing  the  Houfe  Accompt, 
As  if  he  was  Lord  Paramount, 
She  meets  him  ;  and  with  Sighs  and  Sobs, 
Feign'd  Paffion,  and  fantaftick  Throbs, 
And  putting  a  fad  Grimace  on, 
Tells  him,  in  fliort,  fhe  was  undone  : 
That  her  too  forward  Love  for  him 
Had  made  her  thus  a  Widow  feem, 
When  fhe  a  Husband  had  at  Rome, 
Who  now,  fhe  heard  was  coming  Home  ; 
And  to  prepare  her  for  his  Ufe, 
Had  fent  his  Nephew  with  the  News ; 
A  young  French  Hotfpur,  fierce  and  wild, 
One  bred  up  with  him  from  a  Child  ; 
Whofe  Animofity  was  fuch, 
She  knew  againft  the  frugal  Dutch, 
For  being  to  Britain  an  Ally, 
And  leffening  Gallic k  Majefty, 
That  fhould  he  ever  come  to  hear 
One  of  that  Nation  harbour'd  there, 
Her  Throat,  as  well  as  his  fhe  put, 
In  hourly  Danger  to  be  cut ; 
,  And  therefore  begs  him,  as  he  priz'd 
A  parr  of  Lives,  to  be  advis'd, 
And  inftantly  to  difappear  ; 
And  for  th'  Effecls  remaining  there 
She'd  take  fuch  wife  effe&ual  Care, 
They  fafe  fhould  for  the  nrefent  ftand, 
And  be  forth  coming  on  Demand. 

Now  limply  lookt  our  Holland  Sheep, 
He  heard  her  Tale,  and  faw  her  weep ; 
He  knew  his  Goods  in  Danger  lay, 
Yet  too  much  Coward  was  to  ftay  : 
For  tho'  ftrong  Fear  for  them  he  bore, 
The  Cut- throat  Monfieur  fcar'd  him  more. 
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So  that  not  daring  to  be  feen 
Hearing  the  Nephew  was  come  in, 
He  ne  er  demands  a  parting  Kifs, 
iiut  fcampers  off  without  his  Fleece. 

And  now  Sabina  is  well  pleas'd 
ifr?  ^Som  Skellum  thus  releas'd, 
Whofe  Wealth  ihe'll  keep  t'  encreafe  her  Store, 
ivefolving  ne'er  to  fee  him  more  : 
Whom  here  we'll  leave,  chous'd  by  the  Dame 
To  tell  ofMonfieur  what  became  :  ' 
Who  was  as  much  too  brisk  a  Fool 
As  t'other  Lobcock  was  too  dull.  ' 
Wo  fooner  had  he  gain'd  the  Grace 
Or  being  admitted  where  Ihe  was 
-But  out  he  pulls  a  Flageolet, 
And  ftrikes  up  a  French  Minuet ; 
Then  dances  up  his  Entrance  to  her, 

And,  en  Franpis,  begins  to- woe  her. 
xx¥i  et0\s  tr~  hien  her™x,  Madam, 
Where  by  Fate's  Doom  I  hither  came, 
1  o  mid  in  one  iare  Matter-piece 
T  he  full  Perfection  of  all  Greece. 

The  fparkling  Luftre  of  your  Eyes 

Adorers  charm  wrth  fuch  Surprize  • 

It  like  the  Sun  diffunVe  is, 

And  chears  the  World  with  Rays  of  Blifs. 

oo  far  do's  Excellence  advance, 

That  even  I,  tho'  born  in  France, 

Where  Ladies  boafi  they  dill  receive 

All  Charms  Omnipotence  can  give  • 

Am  forc'd  to  own  your  jufter  Caufe, 

And  give  your  Conqueft  my  Applaufe  : 

With  douDled  Power  you  gain  the  Sway, 

For  when  your  Beauty  I  furvey, 

I-Tom  all  it  bears  the  Palm  away  • 

And  when  your  poinant  Wit  I  hear, 

At  once  diverting,  and  fevere, 

I'm  ev'n  afnam'd  of  our  Dacier. 

And  all  the  Females  of  Renown  ' 

Who  now  adorn  the  Gallic k  Crown 

Your  bel  Tailee,  m&Jauntee  Mein  i 

But  here  Sabina  having  been 

Enough  harangu'd,  mice  Compliment 

She  knew  but  hinder'd  her  Event, 
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Cuts  fliort  the  Spark  with  Repartee, 
Then  forms  her  Project:  cunningly. 

She  tells  him,  tho'  his  Courtefy 
Had  influenc'd  his  florid  Tongue 
To  fpeak  in  her  Applaufe  fo  long, 
He  did  the  Dames  of  France  much  Wrong  ; 
Now  therefore  beg'd  him  to  delight 
Her  Ear  with  giving  'em  their  Right ; 
And  that  he  would  as  fluent  be 
On  t'other  Sexes  Gallantry, 
From  Harlequin  to  Grand  Louis. 

Le  Prate,  for  fo  we'll  Monfieur  call, 
Told  her  the  Characters  of  all 
The  Court,  as  their  Defert  appears, 
Would  hold  him  tack  a  thoufand  Years ; 
But  he'd  ingrave,  as  late  did  one, 
Th'  Apoftles  on  a  Cherry  Stone  ; 
And  the  great  Bourbon  Lineage  tell, 
In  fhort,  fliould  ferve  the  Turn  as  well. 

Le  Roy,  the  Deiu  donne,  as  'tis  faid, 
The  Offspring  of  a  Bedrid  Dad, 
Some  Blemifli  with  a  fpurious  Blot, 
And  boldly  publifli  him  begot 
One  Night  when  the  Religious  Queen 
Was  fhut  with  Prelate  Mazarine ; 
Who,  by  his  fpiritual  Perfuafion, 
Gave  Life  to  th'  Bleffing  of  the  Nation, 
And  after  gave  him  Education  ; 
Others  made  drunk  with  Infolence^ 
With  Pimping  tax  his  Reverence;  , 
And  that  his  true  Progenitor, 
A  hot  young  Count  finilht  th'  Amour, 
Whilft  the  fhorn  Card'nal  held  the  Door,  ] 
Howe'er  that  was  we  pafs  it  by  ; 
And  crown'd  with  Immortality 
Statues  exalt,  and  fing  abroad 
His  Praifes,  honour'd  like  a  God  ; 
By  courtly  Flatt'ry  fo  advance 
The  Fmeffe  of  our  native  France  ; 
Whofe  Complaifance  fo  Angular 
The  knowing  World  muft  needs  prefer- 
Before  the  Mode  d" Angleterre ; 
Or  the  dull  Dutch,  .who  fcarce  knows  how 
To  move  a  Hat,  or  make  a  Bow ; 
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And  hold  as  vain  fine  Words  that  pleafe 
But  fuch  as  Bargains  make  for  Cheefe. 

His  Fate  is  fo  predominant 
We  ne'er  that  he's  a  Tyrant  grant, 
And  tho'  he  ftrips  us  to  our  Skins 
We'd  have  it  thought  'tis  for  our  Sins, 
And  make  Heav'n  guilty  of  the  thing 
Rather  than  calumnize  the  King  ; 
Nay  tho'  this  forty  Years  e'er  fince 
Oppreffion  did  his  Rule  commence, 
The  wifer  Party  all  agree 

We've  worn  perpetual  Slavery  :  I 

Yet  fince  the  late  Confed'racy  C 

Have  jointly  (Europe's  Peace  to  crown) 

Us'd  proper  Force  to  pull  him  down, 

We  varnifli  ev'ry  A&ion  o'er, 

And  make  our  loud  Te  Deum's  roar  ; 

When  glorious  Marly  rough,  brave  and  wife, 

The  Genius  of  the  bleft  Allies, 

His  boldefl  Gen'rals  Captives  led, 

And  a  ftrong  Army  Pris'ners  made. 

Here  then,  *  oh  Mufe,  in  ferious  Vein,   [*Poeta  loquitur. 
Sing  on  that  Theme  a  tuneful  Strain, 
From  Donavert  and  Hockflet  date 
The  Triumphs  of  our  Hero's  Fate ; 
The  upper  Hungary  can  tell 
What  matchlefs  Wonders  there  befel, 
When  Blenheim's  Purple  Field  was  loll, 
And  vain  Tallard  taught  lefs  to  boaft  • 
Nor  was't  thy  Condu&,  valiant  Prince, 
That  only  do's  my  Praife  commence, 
But  thy  undaunted  Soul  to  dare 
To  march  the  Brtiijh  Troops  fo  far, 
And  hazard  by  Mifchance  thy  own 
Mori  certain  Fate  of  being  undone  ; 
Nor  only  had  thy  noted  Fall 
Pleas'd  the  voracious  Crowd,  but  all 
Thy  Family  and  beauteous  Race 
Been  foil'd  with  Blots  of  foul  Difgrace. 
The  charming  Pleafure  of  Succefs 
Admittance  gives  to  Senates  Grace  ; 
F  or  martial  Dangers  well  part  o'er 
The  Nation  has  large  Thanks  in  (lore ; 
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But  if  Jilt  Fortune  (huts  her  Eyes, 
And  you  miftake  in  Enterprise 
'Tis  foolifh,  what  would  elfe  be  wife. 
And  'tis  a  Curfe  our  Britain  breeds 
Not  to  look  backward  on  paft  Deeds ; 
The  prefent  A&ion  gains  Applaufe, 
And  fair  Succefs  great  liking  draws, 
Gets  Love  in  worldly  minded  Breafts, 
And  loud  Huzza' s  from  City  Feafts ; 
But  fhould  the  a&ive  Chief,  whofe  Fame 
Succeffive  Years  did  long  proclaim, 
Return  in  one  unfortunate, 
Deterr'd  and  crofs'd  by  adverfe  Fate  ; 
Tho'  his  great  Soul  has  tortur'd  been, 
And  fuffer'd  countlefs  Pangs  within, 
Perceiving  things  not  fuit  his  Mind, 
Which  he  with  lab'ring  Care  defign'd  ; 
The  naufeous  Crowd,  the  Monfter  Mob, 
His  Brow  would  of  his  Laurel  rob, 
And  grudge  a  trivial  Taxes  Loan,, 
For  which  his  Life  has  been  ftak'd  down* 

But  mighty  General,  thy  Renown 
Stands  too  fecure  to  tumble  down  ; 
^lenheim  fhall  rife  with  lofty  Spires, 
And  tell  hereafter  who  requires 
His  Deeds,  whom  now  the  World  admires « 
Nor  can  thy  matchlefs  Conduct  grow 
Outworn,  or  high  Efteem  fall  low 
Whilft  Danube,  or  the  Nyle,  do's  flow. 

And  now  returning  to  his  Theme, 
Le  Prate  went  on  .    The  vaft  Efteem 
We  bear  our  King  for  many  Years, 
Has  fill'd  all  Chrtftendom  with  Fears  ; 
The  German  Eagle  that  fo  long 
Has  foar'd  aloft  the  Stars  among, 
Was  ne'er  confin'd  by  fatal  Chance, 
And  coopt  within  our  Clime  of  Frame 
Grand  Lewis  had  been  Emperor 
Had  not  the  Worthy  nam'd  before 
Eclips'd  him  in  Meridian  Power  ; 
Conforted  with  the  brave  Eugene, 
That  fecond  Miracle  of  Men  ; 
And  injur'd  Savoy,  late  reilor'd, 
Who  rince  his  Sides  fo  deep  has  gor'd, 
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^rduhl  Rfenge  one  A61  had  done 
With  bold  Attempt  upon  Toulon  ; 
Mad  not  preventing  1  empefls  rofe 
1  he  grand  Performance  to  oppofe 
grange  Accident,  with  Time's  Delav, 
Jointly  fupprefs'd  the  bold  Effay  ;  • 
Our  Navy  burnt,  or  funk  had  lain, 
And  Britain  Lorded  o'er  the  Main  • 
BxLt  Gallick  Planets  bright  did  fhine,' 
And  he  by  us  is  mTd  Divine  ; 
I  he  Phoebus  of  the  Northern  Clime 
And  greateft  Monarch  of  his  Time.' 

Not  fo  his  Offspring,  Sloth  and  Eafe 
loo  much  the  Dauphine  did  poilefs  : 
1  hen  misbegotten  Burgundy. 
The  JEfop  of  the  Family. 
Keply'd  the  Lady,  who  thus  long 
With  great  Impatience  held  her  Tongue, 
And  finding  Monfieur  entertain 
Himfelf  with  this  Satyrick  Vein, 
m  railing  at  his  Countrymen, 
Thought  W  a  thing  fo  odd  and  new, 
And  what  the  French  fo  rarely  do  ■ 
I  hat  the  Abufe  he  made  her  hear  ' 
Muft  be  in  Complaifance  to  her 
And  being  skill'd  as  well  as  he  ' 
In  Themes  of  Gallick  Vanity  : 
Tx^en,fearinS  to°  much  Time  to  lofe, 
Which  her  Defigns  could  better  ufe  ■ 
And  that  his  Tongue  fet  in  to  prate 
Would  hold  out  full  fix  Hours  in  Chat, 
™!  <*  ^  ftould  a  while  have  done, 
And  give  her  time  to  breathe  her  own  : 
bo  thus  difiurbs  him.    Ah,  Mon  Dieu ! 
1  hat  Creature  Burgundy  1  knew, 
W  hen  I  was  lately  at  St.  Clou  : 
Jt  chanc'd  to  be  his  Wedding-day, 
J :  faw  that  Princefs  thrown  away  : 
A  hideous  Monfter  he  appear'd, 
With  Cloak  d'Efpagne,  and  Paris  Beard  ; 
With  dangling  Peruke  to  his  Rump, 
Invented  to  difguiCQ  his  Hump  ; 
Which  now's  an  odious  Mode  become 
t  or  half  the  Fops  inChriftendom. 

I  here  Berry  too,  a  Figure  made, 
Wboia  adifF'rent  Humour  bred, 
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Appeared  as  much  too  brisk  a  F  1, 

As  t'other  dinted,  was  too  dull ; 
Riot  and  Revel,  Dance  and  Song, 
This  Spark's  inlipid  Hours  prolong ; 
Who  fitter  was  to  dance  prevaux, 
Than  at  a  Siege  his  Conduct  fhew  ;  , 
Tho',  as  in  Fable,  th'  Ape  of  old, 
Strange  Wonders  of  her  Offspring  told  : 
The  Sire  believes  both  Charlemains, 
Becaufe  they  iffued  from  his  Reins. 

Amongft  their  Chiefs  too  I  have  heard, 

Proud  Vil  y  and  Tal  d  preferr'd, 

Till  great  Eug  ne,  who  changed  their  Stile, 

The  firft  took  napping  by  a  Wile; 
And  Princely  Marlborough  the  laft, 
With  Title  of  his  Prifoncr  great. 
Nor  has  Ven— — rn's  wife  Caution  mift, 
My  open  Ear  amongft  the  reft. 
Much  fam'd  of  late  for  ftudious  Care, 
In  the  preventing  fatal  War  ; 
Who  fafely  in  lntrenchment  kept, 
His  Army  ftill  as  if  they  flept ; 
Altho'  fo  ftrong  and  bulky  grown, 
'Tis  thought  they  might  be  two  to  one. 
But  judging,  if  he  met  his  Foes, 
His  Mafter  ruin'd  fhould  he  lofe; 
They  fubtly  ftiun'd  the  fatal  Deed, 
And  to  his  Lines  abruptly  fled. 
And  there  things  fuiting  to  his  Wifh, 

Gave  Theme  for  Thanks  to  the  Archbilh  * 

To  none  of  thefe  can  Fame  bequeath, 
By  Right  her  nobleft  Lawrel  Wreath, 
Since  one  there  is  of  princely  Race, 
Who  do's  their  Merit  fo  furpafs  ;  ' 
The  Lyon's  Offspring  plain  is  found, 
Sprung  from  his  Loins  on  Britijh  Ground. 

Illuftrious  Ber  k  blam'd  for  nought, 

If  pious  Duty  be  no  Fault  ; 

To  Loyalty  feverely  jiift, 

And  nobly  conftant  to  his  Truft. 

France  fmiles,  whilft  they  fuch  Merit  life, 

And  Albion  mourns,  fuch  Worth  to  lofe  \ 

Who  tho'  they  fee  his  Martial  Feats,  * 

And  honour'd  Wreaths  he  yearly  gets; 
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His  Valour  does  fuch  Juftice  Ihew, 

They  think  'tis  bafe  to  call  him  Foe ; 

Whom  they  in  filent  Thought  commend, 

And  wilh  he  was  their  Country's  Friend. 

-This  new  Digreflion  was  fcarce  done. 

When  with  the  others  (he  goes  on, 

Defcribes  De  Theffe,  Fourbin,  Villar, 
And  all  the  noted  Men  of  War, 
Does  briefly  praife  or  difcommend, 
And  has  'em  at  her  Fingers  end  ; 
So  long  that  now  victorious  Night, 
Having  o'ercome  declining  Light, 
And  in  black  Robes  obfcur'd  the  Day- 
She  ceafes,  to  fit  down  to  Play  : 
Cards  being  brought  in  by  the  Jew. 
Well  knowing  what  lhe  had  to  do, 
And  at  what  Hour  to  take  her  Cue. 
She  knew  her  Lady's  Matter  Key, 
To  her  clofe  Stock  of  Subtlety, 
Was  her  dear  darling  Game  Piquet, 

By  which  improving  female  Wit,  / 
1  heir  Gold  lhe  could  from  Cullies  Ret,  \ 
And  fometimes  to  divert  the  Courfe, 
tyadiho\  too,  and  Matadores 
Contriv'd  by  cunning  flight  of  Hand, 
Obey  d  at  Ombre  her  Command. 

Thefe  too  were  Graces  all  in  her,  •> 

F or  Monfieur  did  her  Face  prefer,  L 

And  charming  Brisknefs  of  her  Air  \ 

Beyond  all  Wealth  the  Sun  does  view,  * 

I  reafur'd  in  Ormus,  or  Peru. 

Largely  he  flakes  his  Money  then, 

And  often  courtly  lets  her  win,  ' 

When  Chance  his  Loffes  would  redeem - 

Wnilft  lhe  t'acknowledge  her  Efteem,  ■ 

Piques,  and  repiques,  as  oft  in  courfe, 

And  makes  Quint,  Point,  and  her  Quatorz.c, 

Her  Pimps  to  raife  the  Golden  Crop; 

And  draw  the  Pleafure  to  her  Lap 

He  never  heeding  the  Event, 

£ut  when  the  Rolls  of  fifty  went  • 

If  her  white  Hand  by  chance  did  lirav 

And  let  him  take  a  Kifs  in  Play, 

He  s  plcas'd,  what'er  he  loft  before  • 

And  ready  to  be  chous'd  of  more  * 
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And  thus  ran  many  Days  and  Nights, 
In  Gaming  Sports  and  Love  Delights  ; 
No  Bounds  being  to  her  Favours  fet, 
When  Gold  was  there,  and  flie  could  get ; 
Her  Eyes  were  kind,  her  Air  was  free, 
And  none  fo  welcome  was,  as  he. 

But  Fate  that  gives  a  mortal  Tafte 
To  Joy,  too  heavenly,  fhould  it  laft, 
That  it  may  never  be  entire, 
With  the  fweet  Rofe,  ftill  plants  the  Briar; 
Le  Prate,  too  frequent  gen'rous  Deals 
Now  ufher  his  approaching  Ills  ; 
The  Wine  was  now  drawn  to  the  Dregs, 
And  golden  Medals  from  his  Bags ; 
The  Sinews,  as  our  Bards  declare, 
Of  pliant  Love,  as  well  as  War. 

Now  then,  'twas  plain  as  Gold  decreaft, 
The  current  of  her  Favours  ceaft. 
His  Vifits  all  grow  troublefome, 
She's  often  fick,  or  not  at  home, 
And  now  fhe'll  hardly  let  him  come. 
Another  Lover  muft  be  brought, 
Which  our  induftrious  Jew  has  got> 
Nor  would  it  any  thing  avail, 
His  nice  Punctilio,  there  to  rail ; 
He  like  the  Dog,  had  had  his  Day, 
Which  he  in  Pleafure  paft  away ; 
Whilft  ftie  from  hisDilmrbance  freed, 
Gave  Leave  for  t'other  to  fucceed : 
True  Woman,  in  her  fubtle  State, 
Which  he,  poor  Fop,  had  found  too  late. 

And  now,  no  fooner  was  he  gone, 
To  vex  his  codled  Pate  alone, 
But  fhe  was  with  a  Britain  fped, 
In  famous  London  born  and  bred-: 
One,  from  whofe  Tongue,  nice  Wit  did  flow, 
His  Face  and  Air  engaging  too, 
And  fliape ;  in  fliort,  a  perfect  Beau. 
Whofe  Prefence  fo  much  liking  gain'd, 
It  almoft  put  her  to  a  Stand  ; 
Whether  her  Profit  fhe  fhould  Prize, 
Or  Love,  which  in  her  Breaft  did  rife ; 
For  amongft  all  that  had  appear'd, 
And  by  her  ftrove  to,  be  endear'd  ; 
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None  ever  toucht  her  Heart,  like  this: 
His  Face,  his  Perfon,  and  Addrefs, 
ahe  thinks,  deferves  a  better  Fate, 
Than  thofe  fhe  had  abus'd  of  late ; 
And  now  has  Thoughts  of  being  true, 
A  Notion  much  unus'd,  and  new  • 
And  therefore  thus  confults  the  Jew. 

The  Dutch  Fool,  Jannah,  that  you  brought 
In  proper  time  I  foon  forgot; 
Us'd  him  like  one,  did  underftand 
The  managing  a  Fop  trepan'd, 

*t£  ai1  fuch  Coxcombs,  who  are  fond. 

The  Monfieur  too,  I've  packt  away 

To  curfe  his  ill  Succefs  at  Play  ; 

Since  wanting  all  endearing  Force- 
That  could  delight,  befides  his  Purfe* 

But  this  new  Stranger,  as  if  Jove. 

Or  the  all  conquering  God  of  Love 

Had  form'd  him,  to  enchant  my  Brain, 

Makes  me  from  lateDefigns  refrain, 

And  for  his  Love  relinquifh  Gain. 
At  this  the  Jew,  with'lowring  Look, 

And  Rage  half  choakt,  her  Anger  broke, 

And  to  the  am'rous  Dame  thus  fpoke. 

What,  m  the  Name  of  all  the  Fiends, 

is  t  Madam,  that  your  Brain  intends? 

Have  I,  odz  Abram,  now  I  fwear, 

With  Cunning,  taken  fo  much  Care, 

I  o  bring  the  Coxcombs  to  your  Snare  ; 

And  will  you  after  what  is  pall, 
Now  make  your  fejf  the  Chowfe  at  laft  - 
Give  up  the  I  rophies  you  have  won,  ' 
And  take  the  Courfe  to  be  undone  > 
The  gravid  Tracl  of  virtuous  Rules, 
May  fuit  fome  Chriftian  loving  Fools » 
But  Ml  for  Women  of  your  Fafhion, 
Who  ought  to  love,  fans  Inclination; 
In  plainer  Terms,  I  mean  for  you, 
^Tis  fitter  far,  to  be  a  Jew  ; 
To  bend  your  Mind  where  Int'refi  ferves 
Not  heeding  what  the  Man  deferves.  ' 

Profit,  and  Love,  as  different  arc, 
In  both  their  kinds,  as  Peace  and  War  • 
Whilft  then  we  court  the  dazling  Beau ' 
I  hat  gives  us  all  the  Joys  below ; 

Money 
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iMoney,  the  Cordial  for  all  Ills, 

Lord,  and  Subjecter  of  our  Wills; 

That  fpreads  our  Fame,  and  rids  our  Care. 

That  Arms  our  Eyes,  and  dyes  our  Hair, 

And  that  for  ever  makes  us  fair. 

We  a£l  frill  in  our  proper  Station, 

And  do  the  Work  of  the  Creation ; 

But  if  we  dwindle  foolifhly, 

From  our  rare  Gift  of  Subtlety; 

By  letting  the  Impofer  Man, 

Turn  upon  us  our  own  Trepan ; 

By  Loving  give  fuperiour  Rule, 

T'  a  Creature  we  were  born  to  fool, 

We  merit  all  our  Lives  his  Lafh, 

And  fhould  give  out  our  Brains  to  wafli : 

Remit  each  Heart,  his  Fancies  fee, 

And  calmly  truckle  under  Lee, 

Whene'er  we  lay  our  Weapons  by, 

Of  praclifing  to  weep  and  lye. 

Leave  off,  feign'd  Paffion  to  purfue, 

By  entertaining  what  is  true, 

We're  all  bewitcht,  as  I  think  you. 

Some  trifling  Pleafure  may  come  on, 

But  all  our  folid  Joy  is  gone. 

And  here  her  Tongue  had  farther  run, 
On  what  fhe  had  fo  well  begun ; 
Had  not  the  Briton  cut  her  Ihort, 
By  coming  in  to  make  his  Court; 
Who  uflier'd  up  his  new  Addrefs, 
So  aptly  with  an  humble  Kifs, 
Reliflit  with  fprightly  Air  and  Mein, 
in  other  Lovers  feldom  feen ; 
That  now  Sabina  liking  more 
His  Face  and  Perfon  than  before, 
So  well  was  pleas'd  with  what  fhe  faw, 
She  bids  her  Counfellor  withdraw, 
And  get  a  Treat  prepar'd  above, 
For  Ihe  would  fup  in  her  Alcove ; 
And  with  a  kind,  tho'  little  Feaft, 
Give  welcome  to  her  favoured  Gueft. 

Ill  pleas'd  went  out  the  grumbling  Jew, 
Concluding  her  Diftra&ion  true, 
Leaving  her  Miftrefs  to  employ, 
New  Humour  to  advance  her  Joy; 
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Who  meets  his  Courtship  ha]f  the  way, 
Nor  lets  him  for  Compliance  flay, 
But  freely  each  kind  Glance  returns, 
And  with  an  equal  Ardour  burns. 

Embrace,  the  Prologue  to  Love's  Sweets, 
With  carelefs  Freedom  fhe  permits ; 
His  Preffure  fuffers,  nor  retreats. 
When  his  bright  Eyes  fhe  fparkling  fees, 
And  finds  each  Action  by  degrees, 
A  bold  luxuriant  Plot  purfue, 
Of  gaining  the  laft  Favour  too  ; 
Which  was  not  in  effecting  longy 
The  Fort,  altho'  by  Nature  ftrong, 
By  a  falfe  Traitor  there  in  Arms, 
Was  foon  giv'n  up  on  eafy  Terms, 
Licentious  Will  the  Governour  ; 
Submits  to  the  Befieger's  Power  ; 
And  now  the  Victor  Cannon  fires, 
And  gives  a  loofe  to  wild  Defires. 

The  bright  diurnal  Sun  each  Hour 
He  rofe,  beheld  lbme  new  Amour ; 
Her  Smiles  anticipate  the  Day  ; 
She  fhone,  tho'  he  was  out  o'th'  way  ; 
And  like  Aurora  newly  born, 
Grac'd  her  Adorer  every  Morn: 
Who  now  ufurps  Baliardo^  Place, 
With  fo  much  Freedom  and  Succefs ; 
Her  Fondnefs  rifes  to  fuch  height, 
She's  reliefs  when  he's  out  of  Sight. 
Rich  Viands  treat  him  every  Day, 
And  Greekip  Wines  without  Allay, 
Yet  never  any  thing  to  pay. 
Nay  fuch  a  Stranger  is  her  Will  1 
To  her  late  avaritious  III ; 
That  now  one  Day  amongft  the  reft, 
When  Love's  Regale  had  crown'd  the  FeafL 
Which  at  a  Cottage,  in  a  Wood, 
That  neighbour  to  her  Manfion  ltood, 
She  had  prepar'd,  as  being  a  Place 
Where  envious  Carpers  could  not  gaze ; 
The  Miftrefs  of  the  Fabrick  too, 
Jul!  faihion'd  like  her  Inmate  Jew ; 
Supinely  leaning  on  his  Breaft, 
Whilft  he  her  f  orhead  gently  kift, 
And  in  foft  Words  his  Joy  exprelt ; 


The  Intriguing  Cullies] 

She,  charm'd  with  am'rous  Extafies,  ^ 
Her  clofeft  Secret  thus  unties. 

Moft  lov'd  of  Men,  whofe  great  Defert 
Has  gain'd  an  Int'reft  in  my  Heart, 
Afcending  to  a  high  Degree, 
It  feem'd  impoffible  to  be ; 
The  Sex  till  now  I  never  thought, 
Deferving  to  be  priz'd  for  ought ; 
But  as  their  Services  did  vary, 
To  bring  us  in  things  neceflary ; 
Or  elfe  to  purchafe  lh'll  their  Eafe, 
By  Prefents,  which  they  thought  would  pleafe 
But  you  have  taught  me,  to  your  Fame, 
That  all  your  Sex  are  not  the  fame  : 
Superiour  Worth  will  force  a  Claim, 
And  force  a  Heart  refolv'd  as  mine, 
To  change  its  Temper,  and  Refign. 
Since  therefore  'tis  your  happy  Fate, 
Such  Inclination  to  create, 
And  that  your  Int'reft  is  fo  great, 
That  in  my  Heart  there  is  no  place, 
But  what  intirely  you  poifefs  ; 
'Tis  fit  you  fhould  no  Stranger  be, 
To  all  the  reft  belongs  to  me  : 
But  that  my  Value  you  ftould  prove, 
As  well  in  Fortune  as  in  Love. 
This  /aid,  a  Clofet  ihe  unlocks, 
And  fhews  him  there  the  Warts  of  Rocks : 
Rich  Jems  with  Pearl  and  Gold  good  Store, 
VefTels  of  Plate  and  antique  Ore ; 
Which  late  from  each  intriguing  Sot, 
With  artful  Cunning  ihe  had  got ; 
Of  which  her  Husband  nothing  knew, 
Nor  any  other  but  the  Jew. 

See  here,  ihe  cry'd,  with  fmiling  Eye, 
Rewards  for  Love,  and  Conftancy : 
He  that  is  to  Affe&ion  true, 
May  boldly  challenge  this  his  Due  : 
If  then  it  chance  that  he  prove  you, 
Defert  fliall  always  have  his  Fee, 
And  never  be  deferr'd  by  me. 

Like  Faulcons  tow'ring  in  the  Skies 
Now  foaring  mounts  the  Briton's  Joys, 
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This  new  Adtenture  fecms  more  rare, 
His  Mihxefs  too  ihews  far  more  fair, 
Since  what  he  heard  her  late  declare  : 
Such  Grange  Additions  Wealth  can  prove 
When  it  confents  to  ftrengthen  Love ; 
He  kneels,  her  Hands  are  often  kift  ; 
He  fighs,  and  dies  upon  her  Breaft  ; 
His  Vows  and  Oaths  conclude  the  Day, 
Ah !  what  will  not  a  Lover  fay 
To  Beauty  that  fo  well  can  pay  ? 
Thus  revelling  in  all  Delight 
They  fpent  the  joyful  Hours  till  Night, 
And  then  went  homewards  to  regale 
In  other  Joys  too  nice  to  tell ; 
Still  wearying  Time  in  conftant  Round, 
Giving  to  Luxury  no  Bound. 

Great  were  the  JoyS  they  both  receive, 
The  Husband's  Abfeiice  giving  Leave ; 
Indulg'd  with  fuch  Security, 
That  now  the  Briton  longs  to  try 
A  Proof  of  Female  Conftancy  ; 
If  unawares,  or  ill  advis'd, 
He  fhould  be  by  the  Spoufe  furpriz'd  : 
He  orders  therefore  from  the  Key 
Where  all  the  Ships  and  VelTels  lay, 
A  Poft  in  feeming  Fright  to  come 
With  News  her  Husband  was  come  Horn: 
Suppofing  he  fhould  find  by  this 
What  Shift  (he'd  manage  in  Diftrefs, 
And  what  her  Love  wou'd  prompt  her  to 
In  cafe  fuch  Tidings  fhould  be  true. 
It  chane'd  too  at  that  time  the  Dame 
Had  in  her  Head  contriv'd  the  fame ; 
And  plotted  to  furprize  her  Dear 
The  felf  fame  way  with  pannick  Fear, 
That  he  had  juft  contriv'd  for  her. 
No  fooner  then  was  one  alarm'd, 
But  t'other  with  a  Fright  was  charm'd ; 
Both  ev'n  at  their  Wits  end  to  view 
What  they  had  feign'd  ihou'd  fall  out  true, 
And  what  they  for  a  Jeft  defign'd 
They  now  a  real  Plague  fhould  find. 
Thus  tortur'd  for  a  while  they  mourn, 
Not  knowing  which  way  they  fhould  turn ; 
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Til!  he,  by  making  plain  his  Jeft, 
Allay'd  the  Fever  in  her  Breaft; 
And  fhe  difcov'ring  what  (he  feign'd, 
The  Truth  of  her  late  Plot  explain'd. 
And  thus  from  Terror  being  freed 
In  former  Methods  they  proceed, 
Refolv'd  Fate  ne'er  to  tempt  again, 
That  late  had  put  'em  to  fuch  Pain  ; 
Which  fign'd  and  feal'd  with  many  a  Kifs, 
The  Prologue  to  new  Happinefs, 
In  clofe  Embrace  they  buckled  fail, 
And  Fear  from  cither's  Bafom  chas'd. 

But  Fate,  that  oft  takes  Pride  t'  annoy, 
The  dear  Excefs  of  mortal  Joy  ; 
By  an  unlookt  for  Chance  contriv'd 
To  make  their  Pleafure  be  fhort  liv'd  : 
For  whilft  they  in  Embraces  ftrove 
To  fhew  all  Signs  of  mutual  Love  ; 
Balliardo  being  indeed  arriv'd, 
Who  had  with  Secrecy  contriv'd 
A  fhort  quick  Paffage  to  his  Houfe, 
Intending  to  furpme  his  Spoufe  ; 
And  find  how  all  things  went  at  Home, 
Abruptly  comes  into  the  Room  ; 
And  to  the  am'rous  Pair  was  got 
E'er  they  unty'd  their  true  Love's  Knot. 

Not  rural  Hind  who  in  the  Shade 
After  long  Toil  to  lleep  was  laid, 
Starts  with  more  Fright  and  wild  Amaze ; 
Who  wakes  and  fees  upon  the  Place 
A  Toad  fit  croaking  ne'er  his  Face. 
Then  did  our  guilty  Pair  withdraw 
When  they  the  frowning  Husband  faw  ; 
Who  having  clofely  pumpt  before 
The  Swhzer,  whom  he  left  on  Shore  ; 
And  brib'd  him  when  he  went  to  tell 
Whatever  in  his  Houfe  befel ; 
Inform' d  was  of  our  Britorfs  State,, 
Found  fo  familiar  with  his  Mate ; 
Who  Owner  of  a  Mafs  of  Wealth, 
He  means  (hall  pay  for  am'rous  Stealth  ; 
With  Profit  heal  his  Honour's  Sore, 
And  gild  his  Cuckoldom  with  Ore. 

Firft  then,  the  Swhzer  lending  Aid3 
Our  Lover  is  a  Piis'iier  made ; 
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And  flow'd  up  in  a  dirty  Hole 

Where  Lumber  lay,  and  heaps  of  Coal; 

Who  being  unarm'd,  and  feiz'd  by  two, 

No  way  left  to  refill  'em  knew. 

He  therefore  tamely  muft  fubmit, 

Depending  on  Sabtna\  Wit, 

And  confcant  Love,  which  had  pofM 

As  he  fo  long  had  prov'd,  her  Breaft, 

J  o  fet  him  foon  from  Durance  free 

And  pay  pad  Love  with  Liberty.  ' 

But  ah,  how  wildly  do's  he  rove, 
That  builds  his  Hopes  on  vicious  Love  1 
In  vain  are  ftrongdt  Oaths  they  fwear,  ' 
And  bafe,  and  light,  as  common  Air  : 
Sabtna,  by  her  Husband  caught, 
To  make  Atonement  for  her  Fault 
Her  Promifes  had  fbon  forgot  : 
Profit  again  inchants  her  Soul,* 
She  tells  her  Spoufe,  that  am'rous  FooL 
Whom  now  he  do's  his  Pris'ner  make, 
She  had  inveigl'd  for  his  fake  ; 
As  knowing  he  had  Wealth  good  Store 
And  Jewels  lately  brought  on  Shore  ;  ' 
Which  Die  intended  for  his  Prize, 
Had  late  fecur'd  by  Love  Decoys ; 
Then  like  a  true  bred  Jilt  inveighs' 
Againft  his  Perfon,  and  his  Race, 
Begging,  the  Dunce  flood  gaping  by 
Swallowing  the  horrid  Fallacy ; 
To  ftrip  him  as  he  would  an  Eel, 
That  he  her  juft  Revenge  might  feel, 
/    Who  had  the  Impudence  to  hope 
Her  Love  could  ftoop  to  fuch  a  Fop  : 
Then  with  accuftom'd  fubtle  Grace, 
She  girds  him  with  a  clofe  Embrace  ; 
Hangs  on  his  Neck,  and  calls  him  Dear, 
With  many  Welcomes  charms  his  Ear : ' 
Whilft  he  with  Flatt'ry  now  appeas'd, 
Seems  with  her  late  projecting  pleas'd  ; 
His  W oodcock  Pris'ner  which  her  Snare 
For  him  had  caught,  makes  all  things  fair ; 
So  much  did  tempting  Gain  controul 
The  fordid  Orders  of  his  Soul. 
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He  tells  her  then  'twas  not  his  way 
To  let  too  rafh  Sufpicion  fway, 
When  there  was  Reafon  to  convince, 
And  turn  another  way  his  Senfe  ; 
And  as  he  found  the  late  Garefs 
To  that  young  Fop  before  his  Face, 
Was  only  done  through  wife  Delign 
To  trick  him  of  his  Britijh  Coin, 
He  for  the  Fact  fo  far  ihould  be 
From  Heart  afflicting  Jealoufy, 
That  he  her  Conduct  fhould  applaud, 
So  good  at  home,  he  being  abroad  : 
This  being  verity'd  by  her, 
With  fugar'd  Words  of  Sweet  and  Dear  ; 
All  Grumblings  in  his  Spirit  ceafe, 
And  he's  reftor'd  to  Joy  and  Peace. 

Away  then  ftraight  in  hafte  he  goes 
To  fright  the  Briton  mew'd  up  dole, 
Who  nought  of  this  new  Mifchief  knows ; 
And  like  a  bloated  Spider  there 
Infus'd  the  Poifon  to  his  Ear, 
That  nought  but  Store  of  golden  Pence 
Should  e'er  atone  for  his  Offence, 
Or  palliate  his  late  Impudence  ; 
Which  if  refus'd  he  might  Defpair 
Of  ever  breathing  Britijh  Air 
In  Liberty  ;  nor  fhould  his  Fare 
Be  more  than  that  which  did  fupply 
Imprifon'd  Felons  doom'd  to  die; 
Death  being  what  fhould  Rage  allay, 
Which  he  deferv'd  as  well  as  they. 
This  faid,  with  terrifying  Lowr, 
And  frowning  Front,  he  fhuts  the  Door  ; 
Bidding  him  make  Refolves  with  Speed 
If  he  expected  to  be  freed. 
And  now  our  am'rous  Friend,  whofe  Ear 
Was  doom'd  thefe  furly  Threats  to  hear  ; 
With  ftrong  tormenting  Doubts  was  pain'd, 
He  now  had  been  fome  Days  retain'd  ; 
But  ftill  in  hopes  to  be  releas'd 
By  her,  who  late  fuch  Love  exprefs'd  ; 
Who  everlafting  Love  had  fwore 
Daily,  for  three  Months  pari,  and  more  * 
Which  he  was  bubbl'd  to  believe, 
'Till  now,  his  Senfe  to  undeceive, 
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And  that  when  p,]lag'd  toaRae 
h  ^ht  t(lBr>*"i«m,  and  brae 
He. had  at  Purchafe  of  bis  Ficece 

Enjoy'dthe&ireftDaniemGmv;. 

I  hus  w,tn  a  Grin  oft-times  between 
Th  ,1  favonr'd  Strumpet  vents  her  Spie'en  • 
Then  Jeeves  h,m  to  augment  his  CareP  ' 
With    .amgs  proper  for  Defpair; 

tL:  r  •  •  7?e,?s  oi"  v,ci0l5S  Love, 
The  trivial  Value  of  faJfe  foys 
When  Souls  are  fet  at  fordid  Price  • 
This  deeply  he  reflet  on  here, 

Nowroo ^ Srows ^re  fevere. 
Th.  h  1°°'/°  he!«nten  Ills,  he  mourns 
The  Husband  with  new  Speed  returns  •  ' 

Urges  Compliance  out  of  hand  ; 
A  Prefent  ot  his  Treafure,  Plate 
And  otner  parts  of  his  £ftate,  ' 
Without  Delay  or  Fallacy, 
Mfe  Durance  Ihould  perpetual  be  • 

And  tninking  now  her  Proftitehad 
rn  ?  Excur»°ns  dearly  paid 

C0"^^  t™e  to  give  him  Ay  ' 
S.h     «ff         his  troubled  Brain 
A  Plot  to  fet  all  right  afcain 
The  Cuckold's  Av'ariceVeafe, 
Yon  LTa  uSfG°Zl  ^IfKlcafe. 

w ff5!-  w:he,n  am'rous  Mo» 

JL,ate  lway  d  Saima>s  Inclination, 
xxrlu ,   vf  that  couId  ftrongeft  bind 
Wth  ghtt'nng  Mifchief  cham'd  her  Mind 
She  entertain'd  him  at  a  Place  tMm*> 
Where  all  her  Treafure  hoarded  was  • 
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The  Wealth  that  ihe  from  Cullies  drew, 
Of  which  her  Husband  nothing  knew  ; 
And  which  fhe  in  Love  Fits  defign'd 
Should  Recompence  her  Britifh  Friend  ; 
'  Tho'  now  the  innate  Jilt  appear'd, 
And  Love  was  fcorn'd,  that  late  indear'd. 

Now  then  it  comes  into  his  Head, 
That  Clofet  and  the  Store  there  laid, 
Should  he  difcover  as  his  own, 
Would  richly  for  his  Crime  atone  ; 
Content  the  Cuckold's  fordid  Mind, 
Pay  too  the  treach'rous  Jilt  in  kind, 
And  rid  him  free  from  being  confin'd. 

Much  joy'd  when  he  had  found  this  way, 
He  tells  his  Keeper  where  it  lay ; 
Declares  too  he  had  nought  to  fay, 
But  that  his  Fault  appear'd  fo  great 
He  ought  to  forfeit  his  Eftate  ; 
And  Right,  by  Treafure  aptly  paid, 
The  Wrong  was  done  the  Marriage-Bed  ; 
Which,  if  the  Clemency  he'd  ufe 
To  free  him,  and  forgive  th'  Abufe, 
He  now  was  ready  to  produce; 
Without  Demur,  or  more  Delays 
Would  ftraight  conduct  him  where  it  was.  - 
Balliardo,  whofe  curft  Avarice 
Long'd  to  be  fing'ring  this  new  Prize, 
Calling  the  Sw/tzer  to  his  Aid, 
The  Briton  from  his  Hole  convey'd  ; 
Who  fluOYd  with  Joy  that  did  excel 
To  mid  his  Trick  had  took  fo  well ; 
Led  on  the  neareft  way  to  th'  Wood, 
And  in  fhort  time  the  Cottage  fhew'd  ; 
Where  they  the  toothlefs  Matron  feize, 
And  having  robb'd  her  of  her  Keys, 
They  foon  unlock  the  happy  Door 
Where  Beauty  lay  in  fliape  of  Ore  ; 
With  Gems  fo  brilliant  and  fo  rare, 
Rich  India  Stuffs,  and  coftly  Ware  ; 
That  now  the  wond'ring  Cuckold  thought 
The  late  Intrigue  fo  well  was  bought, 
He  could  not  foon  enough  agree 
To  give  his  Chapman  Liberty  ; 
Who  at  that'fnftant  was  releas'd, 
And  at  their  parting  both  well  pleas'd  ; 
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The  Briton  with  his  new  Device, 
The  t'other  for  his  golden  Prize. ' 
But  when  at  Home  his  roaring  Voice 
Was  founding  his  unruly  Joys, 
In  giving  his  impatient  Spoufe 
A  nice  Account  of  th'  little  Houfe  ■ 
And  what  its  in  fide  too  did  hold,  ' 
Shewing  fome  Sample  of  her  Gold  : 
No  Painter  can  exprefs  her  Face, 
Nor  Poet  pen  the  Rage  that  fways  ; 
Her  Bofom  flames  with  fell  Defpite', 
She  hates  the  Day,  and  bans  the  Light 
A  fecret  Corner  feeks  to  tear, 
With  Fury  uncontroul'd,  her  Hair, 
And  gives  her  felf  to  wild  Defpair. 
Whiifl  now  our  young  Intriguer  freed 
Well  pleas'd  with  his  late  lucky  Deed  ; 
Of  his  Difgrace  makes  moral  Ufe 
W  ich  to  his  Senfedo's  introduce' 
What  ill  a  Strumpet's  Mifchiefs  move, 
What  Charms  attend  a  virtuous  Love. 
Soon  then  from  Athens  home  he  fpeeds 
And  in  a  Trad*  reform'd  proceeds ;  ' 
With  Confcience  is  no  more  at  Strife 
But  takes  a  kind  indulgent  Wife, 
And  leads  a  long  and  happy  Life. 
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M  E  No 

Bacchus. 

Theseus,        Prince  of  Athens. 

Pirithous,     Prince  of  the  Lapithes,  his  Friend, 

f  An  Indian  King,  whom  Bacchus 
3    conquer'd  there,  and  afterwards,  for 
A  b  i)  a  l  l  a,     "S    Wit  and  good  Humour,  made  his  Fa- 
C  vourite. 

r  A  Scythian  Prince,  of  a  Saturnine 
\   Humour ;  an  Enemy  to  Love,  and  a 
Rfrontus    ^   Difliker  of  B  ac  c  h  u  s,  but  Friend  to 
*        '    J   Theseus,  at  laft  in  Love  with 

V-     C  E  L  A  N  I  A. 

Bombey.  Afooliftj  Satyr, 

C  HORUS  o?  Bacchinals,  M.enades,  Indians 
and  Satyrs. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Ariadne,        Daughter  of  King  M  i  n  o  s  of  C  r  e  t  e. 

r  Her  Favourite,  very  Satyrical  on  Man- 
C  E  L  l  a  n  i  a,    ^  kind. 

_  r  A  brisk  humorous  Girl,  waiting  on  A- 

D0PPA>  1  RIADNE. 

Shepherds,  ShepherdelTes,  Clowns,  Singers,  and  Dancers. 

The  Scene  NAXO  S9  an  Ifland  in  the 
Archipelago* 

THE 


THE 


Argument  of  the  OVER  A. 

THefcus  Trincec /"Athens,  having  conaueSd 
^Minotaur,  and  by  the  M,-l  fI 
adne,  Daughter  to  Ktng  Minos  Jtl  r  K**' 
with  him,  efcsp'drJiftr    r  T°feU™Love 

hTdear  FfL^ec''  and  ™he™  he  alfo  meets 

SHot  ofAr^n    IT-  €  SCythia-  BaCch^ 

^^r-J,  %  HeJcn-  T/ks-itf  plotted  and  dire 
$JSF&9*  <B^chus3  An^c  and/Z 
favourite  Cdlania,  ^  7>  tLT 

^13rdner^  weeps,  and  is  in  great  <Dtf- 

hfArfmefre}  ^^usa^earJ^ M 
>vs  Glory  and- Courtjhip,  e^eciall/LfenfinTlr 

ijo?:ihd2  \iM^^^ 
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ACT  I.    Scene  I. 

In  a  pie af ant  champion  Country where  at  a  little 
diftance ,  through  Vineyards  and  flowry  Gar- 
dens,  is  feen  the  beautiful  'Palace  of  Bacchus  % 
are  alfo  feen  four  rich  Pavilions  >  between 
which \  in  the  Front ,  is  erected  a  Trophy  of 
the  fain,  Minotaur  Guards  all  along  on  both 
fides  attending. 

Theseus,  Pirithous,  Berontus  appear. 

^ef-  lEMffiEilRight  Fame  and  Beauty  'fhould  Reward  the 
Warrior 

Who  bravely  to  obtain  'em  baffles  Danger, 
A  Thought  fo  ravifhing  infpires  my  Fancy. 

Changing 


Ariadne:  Or, 

Changing  to  an  Air. 

S6\i\  of  the  World,  whofe  charming  Grace 
iHuftrates  more  than  Titan's  Race  : 
Oh  Glory !  thou  ftill  charm'ft  the  Mind, 
And  mak'ft  the  happy  Hero  find 
.   A  Rapture  in  the  World  below, 
WhicK/carce  cxleftial  Seraphs  know 
Soul  of  the  World, 

.  Pirith.  The  dreadful  Minotaur  is  nobly  conquer'd 
And  all  th'  Athenian  victim  Youths  reliev'd. 

Thef.  But  ah !  the  beauteous  Hellen  lives  a  Virgin 
Sad  m  her  Prime,  and  drooping  in  OEbalia  ; 
Whofe  rare  uncommon  Beauty  has  inflam'd  me 
i  o  fierce  Deiire,  and  higheft  Blaze  of  Paflion. 

Oh  Beauty  all  infpiring  ! 

Thou  kiU'ft  me  with  admiring  ; 

And  yet  whilft  fo  I'm  dying 

Methinks  I'm  Heaven  enjoying. 
If  as  the  lucky  Warrior's  Fee, 
r        Thou  ever  gratefully  wer't  paid, 
Extend  thy  Bounty  now  to  me 
In  that  angelick  charming  Maid. 

Oh  Beauty,  JgV. 

Beron.  Fame  of  your  Actions  from  my  Country  drew  mc 
But  (till  my  Heart  with  native  Ice  is  freezing, 
Which  ftill  controuls  the  fcorching  Blaze  you  mention. 

Pirith.  Oh  moft  renown 'd  of  lovely  Women ' 
How  muft  Ihe  glory  in  her  Fortune, 
Whom  mighty  Thefeus  defigns  to  honour  ? 
But  oh  the  Fate  of  Ariadne  ! 

Thef.  Is  happy  as  the  Gods  could  order ; 
For  tho'  ihe  follows  me  to  Naxos, 
And  gave  me  proof  of  ardent  Paffion, 
By  kindly  guiding  thro'  the  Labyrinth, 
My  Feet  unus'd  to  fuch  Meanders ; 
Yet  leaving  her  to  facred  Bacchus, 
Whofe  Love  intends  to  deifie  her, 
My  Infidelity  turns  Favour, 
And  j  unifies  my  Flight  to  Helkn. 
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Beron.  Oh  how  my  Gall  o'erflows !  *  I  now  am  burning 

[*  Afide. 

The  Spleen  and  crowding  Vapours  will  confume  me. 
Pirith.  Ye  Powers  that  fway  the  Mind ,   what  nice 
Occafion 

Can  on  the  fudden  raife  fuch  ftrange  Diforder ! 

Beron.  Excufe,  oh  Princes !  Scythians  all  to  Bacchus 

Bear  a  long  dated  and  fevere  Averfion  ; 

Nor  are  we  thought  to  do  it  without  Reafon. 
Air.    Happy's  the  Nation  by  a  Prince, 

Who  with  found  Reafon  fways,  and  Senfe  5  1 
But  mod  forlorn,  by  one  that  rules* 
And  makes  'em  Madmen  all,  and  Fools. 
Happy's  the,  Jjfo 
The/.  From  India  lately  he  return'd  with  Conqueu\ 

And  for  that  fam'd  and  glorious  Expedition, 

Is  here  at  Naxos  wich  a  Triumph  honour'd. 
Pirith.  Strong  Paffion  every  Hour  inflames  him, 

Which  Ariadne  more  advances, 

Whilft  you  by  Art  of  fine  DifTembliilg 

Feed  her  with  Smiles  the  Hour  you  leave  her. 
They  were  created  to  deceive, 
Like  Meafure  then  they  ought  to  have  ^ 
Women  are  wav'ring  as  the  Wind, 
And  therefore  fhould  be  paid  in  kind  ; 
Like  Meafure  always  let  'em  have, 
They  were  created  to  deceive. 
They  were  created*  &n 

Drums  and  Trumpets  are  heard^  and  pouts  of  Joy  within, 

Beron.  The  God  appears  wanton  and  rofie, 
And  1,  and  my  Diflike,  muft  fhun  him.  [Exit.  Beron, 

Enter  Bacchus  and  Abdalla,  with  a  Train  of  Ix«» 
dians  and  Bacchinals. 

Bac.  How  gay  is  infant  Bloom  of  young  Defire, 
When  Morning  comes,  to  fweeten  the  Debauches 
With  which  Saturnia  and  the  Grape  has  bleft  us. 
Thef.  Love  fills  the  Scenes  with  eaeleftial  Gladnefs. 
Pirith.  Hope  too  has  always  fomething  new  and  pleafing. 
Abdal.  And  fprightly  Wine  to  both,  gives  large  Additions, 
Air.  Whenever  I'm  fad  my  three  Bottles  I  drink, 

For  the  more  I  am  Toping  the  lefs  ftill  I  Think. 

O  Vexation 
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Ariadne:  0?, 


Vexation  and  Cares 
About  worldly  Affairs, 
Some  national  Strife, 
A  new  Plot,  or  a  Wife, 
Oft  puzzle  the  Poll, 
And  teaze  a  Man's  Soul ; 


But  Wine  ftill  relieves,  and  a  good  hearty  Dofc 

Gives  a  welcome  Repofe, 
And  makes  him  be  merry,  would  elfe  be  morofe. 

Pirith.  How  free  from  Melancholly  are  the  Natives 
In  India,  where  hot  Phoebus  fhews  his  Power ; 
This  happy  Prince  is  ftill  to  Care  a  Stranger. 

Thef.  His  conquer'd  Country  gives  no  fad  Reflection* 
The  Joy  he  finds  in  following*?  Lin<sus 
Controuls  all  ill  Effects  of  wav'ritig  Fortune. 

Bacch.  His  Mirth  affords  my  Hours  perpetual  Solace  I 
But  ofy  my  Friend  !  how  trifling  is  fuch  Pleafure 
Compar'd  to  the  fweet  Smiles  of  Ariadne  ? 
Haft  thou  refolv'dj  thou  moft  Divine  of  Humanes, 
To  keep  thy  Word,  and  with  unequal  Kindnefs 
Dole  me  a  Joy  by  leaving  her  behind  thee. 
Excelling  what  I  fhare  in  being  Immortal  ? 

Thef.  Down  in  a  Citron  Grove,  where  gentle  Breezes 
From  Indian  JefTamine,  Affyrian  Rofes, 
Improv'd  by  Eglantine,  and  lufcious  Orange 
Increafe  the  Oa'rous  Breath  of  fragrant  Zephire ; 
The  charming  Maid  now  lonely  lies  expecting 
My  Morning  Vifit,  there  I'll  ftraight  accoft  her 
With  Tidings  of  the  Triumph's  gay  Performance^ 
And  your  coeleftial  Faculties,  e'er  Vefper 
Adorns  the  Evening's  Gloom.  She's  yours. 

Bacch.  Embrace  me, 
And  (hare  my  Bofom  from  this  happy  Moment ; 
Cleave  to  my  Heart— thence  to  my  Bower  of  Pleafure/ 

Pirith.  Where  in  full  Bowls ,  perfum'd  with  mingling 
Amber, 

We'll  make  Oblation  to  bright  Paphian  Venus 
And  there  implore  her  Aid. 

Abdall.  Attending  Cupids 
To  toaft  their  Mother,  will  be  hovering  round  ye. 


Bacchus  and 
Thefeus. 
Air. 


Love  and  Wine  are  ftill  the  beft. 
Sweetly  they  by  turns  controul, 
Wine  the  Heart,  and  Love  the  Soul ; 


Of  all  Joys  were  e'er  pofleft, 


Wealth 
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Wealth  and  Power  ftrive  in  vain 

Equal  Happinefs  to  gain  ; 

Wine  fuperior  Joy  do's  prove, 

And  in  fober  Seasons-— Love. 

Of  all  Joys,  [Exeunt  embracing. 

SCENE  il 

Enter  Ariadne  and  C  ell  ania,  Do  pp  a  waiting. 

■  4?\*d.  Again,  fvvcet  Philomel,  that  warbling  Cadence 
I  hink  not  on  Tereus  now,  loft  be  the  Story  ; 

The  baleful  Crimes  of  Rape  and  odious  Falfhood, 
With  which  Mankind  by  ours  are  daily  branded 
No  more  be  mentioned  for  the  fake  ofThefeus. 

■  CeU.  Fondly  you  may  believe,  but  oh !  be  certain, 
J  he -Brave  are  notxonfirm'd  to  be  mod  conftant. 

Atr.  Winter's  Ice  producing  Rofes, 

Balmy  Reft  from  poyfon'd  Dofes ; 

Without  Lightning  to  hear  the  Thunder, 

Conftant  Man  is  more  a  Wonder. 

Winters  Ice,  &c. 
xr  flt^  S(?^e  ftrong  Difguft,  Cellania  has  inflam'd  thee; 
i*  ell  Difappointment  routing  Female  Anger, 
Or  flighted  Paffion,  gives  thee  caufe  of  Railing 
But  happy  I  have  Quiet  in  my  Bofom. 

txru  ri  ^ ke  a  heavenIy  SeraPh  ble^  is  that  ccdeftial  Maid, 
Who  by  Parents  ne'er  was  croft,  nor  by  her  Love  betray'd  : 
Who  fecur  d  by  Innocence  againft  Misfortunes  Spight, 
Wears  the  Day  unpain'd  by  Care,  and  fweetly  toothe  Niffht. 
fortify  d  by  Providence,  can  with  ill  Stars  contend, 
And  tho'  1  ime  be  her  greateftFoe,  is  us'd  ftill  like  a  Friend, 
■Like  a  heavenly,  &c . 

Enter  Theseus,  with  Bombey  and  Tracis. 

A,Thf  F,lora->  the  Queen  of  Vernal  Grace, 
All  the  delightful  Plants  and  Flowers ,' 
rrom  Ariadne  take  their  Odours. 

Artad  Thefeus  with  his  Mercurian  Genius, 
fcach  female  fair  can  make  a  Goddefs. 

Cell.  He  can  like  all  his  Kind  diflemble, 
And  if  we  will  be  Fopls  we  may  bef' 

O  z  Thef, 
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Thef  Sweet  Seraph  ceafe,  for  vain  you  make  me, 
And  now  to  lead  Bright  Ariadne, 
From  this  her  Bower  of  Contemplation  ; 
I  come  to  wait  her  to  the  Palace, 
Where  (he'll  in  Triumph  fee  great  Bacchus, 
Joy  of  all  Hearts,  Theam  of  all  Voices, 
The  Soul  of  all  that's  brave  and  noble, 
Appear  in  Pomp. 

Ariad.  All  Pomp  is  Folly ; 
Thtfeus  is  all  my  Eyes  do  covet, 
And  all  that  gives  my  Thoughts  Employment. 

Thef  Too  highly,  charming  fair,  you  treat  me, 
Now  to  (hew  Man  in  his  wild  Nature,  [Afide* 
I'll  veil  refolv'd  Inconftancy 
With  feeming  Paffion,  nothing  elfe  can  blind  her. 

Ariad.  Thefeus  [Paffwnately.'] 

Thef.  What  would  my  Soul  ? 

Ariad.  Inchanting  Thefeus. 

Thef.  Heavenly  Ariadne.  [Both joymng  Hands. 

Celan.  Like  two  fine  Inftruments  that  form  a  Confort, 
Thev're  now  well  tun'd,  but  will  it  laft,  I  wonder  ? 

1  [  Apart. 

Ariad.  With  what  aufpicious  Beams  (hone  radiant  Phoebus, 
When  I  beheld  thee  firft? 

Thef.  That  happy  Night  too, 
When  Cinthia  filver'd  with  uncommon  Bnghtnefs, 
Adorn'd  my  faired  in  the  Labyrinth. 
Ariad.  Venus  —  approv'd  the  dear  Defign. 
Thef  And  Love's  kind  Deity, 
Made  (harp  his  Golden  Darts,  I  was  firft  wounded ! 
.'Ariad.  Ah  no. 
Thef  Yes,  yes. 
Ariad.  No,  no. 
Thef.  Yes,  yes. 
Ariad.  Oh  Thefeus  ! 
I,  I,  was  wounded  firft,  and  deepell! 
My  Heart  leapt  up  to  meet  the  Stroke. 
Thef.  Elizium— Breaths  in  thy  Words. 
Ariad.  For  fo  much  Worth  too  little 
Tranfcendent  Merit  has  ingag'd  my  Heart, 
Thou'rt  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  Part. 
Thef.  Thou'rt  all  in  all,  &c. 

Valour  join'd  with  Wit  infpinng, 

Womens  Hearts  are  always  firing  ; 

Fools  that  oft'  are  Undertakers, 

Wanting  Merit,  bart'ring  Acres;  For 
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For  Convenience  gain  Admiffion, 

But  have  never  true  Pofleffion  : 

They're  each  other  ftill  defeating, 

'Tis  on  both  fides  only  cheating. 

Valour  join'd, 
Thef.  How  charming  from  the  Fair  are  Praifes  ? 
Infpire  me,  Love,  to  make  an  Anfwer  ! 

I'm  yours  whilft  Time  has  Date,  Oh  Mercury  I 

Favour  this  Lye  I'm  bleft.  yffide. 

Cellan.  Here!s  Words  fufficient. 

Thef.  Come  away  fweet  Charmer. 

Cellan.  But  oh !  the  Heart,  the  Heart,Words  are  but  Vapours. 

Thef  Come  to  the  Triumph. 

Ariad.  I  am  all  Obedience. 


Air  by  Bacchus  and  Ariadne. 


Dazling  Pomp,  and  awful  State, 
Suit  the  Hero  brave  and  great, 
Love  in  brilliant  Beauty  fef, 
Making  it  ftill  more  tranfcending 


Glory  charms  the  Warriour's  Mind,  ^  ] 

If  the  Fair  one  too  prove  kind,  S» 
No  Contentment's  left  behind,  3  i 

Worth  enjoying  or  commending. 

[  Exeunt  he  leading  her* 

BOMBEY  and  DOPPA  flay  ;  he  having  long  been  making 
Grimaces  behind,  cemes  forward  and  Sings. 

Bomb.  E'er  fince  our  Phoebus  fond  of  Reft, 
Laft  Night,  made  more  than  wonted  hafte, 
To  bath  with  Thetis  in  the  Weft, 
I've  had  ftrange  Qualms  within  my  Breaft. 
Doppa  with  fine  black  rowling  Eyes, 
Has  made  poor  Bombers  Heart  her  Prize; 
Be  kind  then  deareft  of  all  Dears, 
For  I'm  in  Love  up  to  the  Ears. 

Doppa.  If  Bombey  loves,  he  muft  prepare,  J 
To  clip  his  Horns,  and  fhave  his  Hair;  V 
Inftead  of  caviling  Love,  they  fcare,  3 
The  Hoofs  too  hid  within  his  Shoes, 
In  Bed  a  tender  Maid  will  bruife. 
They  muft  be  par'd, 

O  3  Bomb 


Ariadne:  Of? 

Bomb.  With  all  rriy  Heart ; 
Nor  will  I  cry  Oh,  at  the  Smart. 

Doppa.  Why  then,  becaufe  you  Woodland  Satyrs, 
Are  not  well  skill'd-  in  Gourcly  Matters  :  7  ? 

^elides,  to  prove  I'm  tender  hearted, 
1 II  fliew  ye  how  to  drefs  and  pleafe  me. 

Bomb  Oh,  how  my  Heart  jumps  within  me  \ 
out  what  can  change  this  Hair  fo  matted  ? 
Doppa.  A  flaxen  Peruke  finely  powdef'd 
Bomb.  But  then  my  Face,  fo  red  and  tawny. 
Uoppa.  ft  muft  be  flead  with  boiling  Water- 
Bomb.  Odsooks  'twill  fcald. 
Doppa.  Oh— That's  no  Matter. 
You  without  Prickles  can't  have  Rofes, 
Nor  be  a  Beau  without  fome  Trouble. 
Atr.  Our  Sex  are  all  refin'd,  and  now 
There's  nothing  like  a  Modern  Beau, 
To  lifp,  arid  play  well  with  a  Fan, 
m  more  a  Monkey  than  a  Man  ; 
A  quart  of  Jelly  drink  with  Ice, ' 
And  eat  what's  only  dear  and  nice; 
Forget  to  think,  and  hate  to  read 
This,  this  is  he,— -that  will  fucceed. 
Our  Sex  are  all,  &rV. 
Bomb.  For  love  of  thee  I'll  be  this  Creature, 
But  in  what  Habit  muft  I  cafe  me, 
That  this  unfeemly  Hump  may  cover. 

Doppa.  A  fine  lae'd  Coat  belt  Suits  a  Lover, 
A  Hat  cockt  up  with  Golden  Button, 
P  orm'd  like  a  Minc'd  Pie  with  three  Corners  • 
Tis  all  the  Mode. 

Bomb.  Hoh,  hoh,  hoh,  hah,  hoh  f 
Are  thefe  the  Charms  fo  faft  can  fetter? 
Why  as  I  am,  I'm  fare— much  better. 


And  Rape  the  tow'ring  Eagle's  HoS\ 
Or  oft  with  curiotts  Ply  and  Line, 
Beguile  the  Trout,  to  make  a  Fealt. 
Then  hunt  the  Stag,  aiid  fnare  the  Fawns. 
™ncUlke  a  Roe  skip  o'er  the  Lawns. 
My  Back  is  broad,  Wh 
Doppa  Phis  won't  do,  this  cannot  take  me; 
And  fo  farewel.  y 


Bomb, 
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Bomb.  Oh,  — don't  forfake  me  ! 
Doppa.  Obey,  and  drefs  then  if  you  love  me, 
For  nothing  but  a  Beau  can  move. 

Second  Movement. 

Bomb.  Then  take  me,  and  model  me  juft  to  thy  Mind, 
Since  Beauty  much  ftronger  than  Reafon  can  bind, 
I'll  once  be  a  Coxcomb  ! 

Doppa.  Why  then  I'll  be  kind. 
Bomb.  Whatever  Diftin&ion  in  Breeding  may  be, 
When  a  Female's  i'th'  Gafe, 
Every  Male  is  an  Afs ; 
And  the  Man  and  the  Satyr  agree. 
Both.  Whatever  Diftindion, '  &f.  IhxeuM 


The  End  of  the  Firfi. 


O4  ACT. 
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Ariadne:  Or, 


ACT  II.  Scene! 

In  which  appears  the  Triumph  of  Bacchus 
he  himfelf  fitting  in  a  Triumphal  Chariot 
drawn  ^Lynxes,  furrounded  by  Theseus, 

FlRITHOUS,  ABDALLA,  &C.  ARIADNE 

Jeated  m  State  as  Spectator,  Cellania  by  herx 
Indian  Princes,  and  other  Slaves 
chain  d;  Attendants  on  all  Sides,  with  Bom- 
bey^Doppa:^  'Dance  alfo  perform 'd, 
Singing  and  Mufick, 

Bacchus  defends  from  the  Chariot,  and  Ariadne  from 
her  Plaee,  he  meets  her  in  the  Front  of  the  Stage,  and  j&J* 

BacL  iMgl  O  T  awful  Jove,  from  PhUgras  War  return- 

Where  the  Gigantick  Sons  of  Earth  lav 

  bleeding,  > 

re"'";P'  Caleftial  Beauty's  crown'd  with  Glory, 
All  met  tne  Conqueror  m  bright  Procefllon  : 
Gave  half  the  Splendor  Ariadne  brings  me, 
Divineft  Fair.  8     rV,r     i     n  , 

Ariad.  Hail  to  the  great  Immortal,     [       "g  *  *M 

The Cheerer  of  all  Hearts,  SfS^ft!^  **" 

WdoM l0H0f  J°y'        P'6'5  COiltinUal  Comfo«> 
Long  dold  to  Humanes,  with  a  Grace  tranfporting. 

Great  B««to  whom  the  World  with  Toy  confefTec 
Bounteous  as  our  Olimpitus  Almighty  X  COlUelIes 

V.  Jt  Y^?  311  with  Zeal  ^d  per'fea  Adoration 
Extol  the  Rafe  0f  their  high  Contentment  > 


Ariad. 
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Art  ad.  Once  more  great  Victor  hail  

Bacch.  Oh  Sovereign  Beauty  ! 
How  Joyful,  and  how  charming  are  thy  Praifes. 

Celan.  This  feems  a  Riddle,  in  each  moving  Accent; 
Appears  methinks  the  Language  of  a  Lover,  [Afide. 
The  Gods  I  fee  too  can  like  Mortals  flatter. 

Bacch.  And  now  let  us  retire  from  Ceremony, 
To  Feafting,  and  the  Sports  that  are  preparing, 
Where  tho'  the  Soul  of  Mufick  ftrive  to  treat  us, 
Compar'd  to  Sounds  you  breath  'twill  all  be  Difcord, 
Air.  How  fweetly  the  Rapture  does  move, 
When  the  fair  one  declares  flie  can  love, 
The  Harmony  comes  from  the  Spheres, 
'Tis  told  us  can  ravifh  our  Ears ; 
The  Mufes  employ'd  in  their  Quire, 
With  Pleafure  the  Senfes  can  fire  : 
But  ah,  what  a  Trifle  is  this  > 
When  compar'd  to  the  extafied  Blifs  > 
That  Beauty  when  pleas'd,  can  infpire. 
How  fweetly  the  Rapture,  &c. 

[Bacchus  leads  her  off ;  WAbdalla 
[Ce£akia,  the  Scene  puts, 

Manent  THESEUS  and  PiRiTHOUS. 

Thef.  Oh  Heaven  ?  how  fine  a  thing  is  Woman  ? 
When  Love  and  kind  Defire  unite  us. 
And  favour  the  belov'd  Enjoying; 
But  Oh,  how  pal'd  is  fickly  Fancy ! 
When  fondly  undefir'd  they  teize  us, 
And  we've  a  Paffion  for  another ; 
She's  gone,  Pirithous,  the  poor  Turtle 
Muft  change  her  Mate,  and  coo  without  me, 

Pirith:  Then  let  her  go,  'tis  decent  Juftice, 
That  fometimes  Womankind  fhould  punilh ; 
They  fhould  be  plagu'd  when  we're  inconftant. 
For  their  Original  deceiving. 

Thef.  But  is  Berontus  our  wild  Scythian, 
That  bore'gainft  Love  and  Wine  fuch  Hatred, 
So  ftrangely  caught,  as  late  'tis  rumour'd, 
To  languilh  and  adore  Cellama. 

Pirith.  He  fighs  like  any  Village  Virgin, 
That  firft  looks  pale  for  her  Philander, 
Then  leaves  her  Food, —  behold  him  coming] 
He'll  ftay  behind,  and  will  be  ufcful, 

Wh<* 
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Ariadne:  Or, 


When  we  to  other  Shores  are  wafted, 

To  fend  us  News  of  Ariadne.  [  Enter  Berontus. 

Ber.  What  Devil  is  brooding  here  thefe  forty  Winters  > 
Braving  the  Tempefts  of  the  ftormy  Boreas, 
And  all  the  Plagues,  that  ruffle  human  Quiet ; 
I've  had  the  Halcyons  Neft  within  my  Bofom: 
But  fince  1  faw  this  Woman  I'm  infe&ed, 
I  burn,  I  freeze,  a  Mutiny's  within  me. 

Thef.  W e'll  take  no  notice  of  his  wild  Diforder. 
Pinth.  Now  Prince  of  Scythia,  you  have  fnun'd  the  Triumph, 
Some  other  matters  have  been  more  diverting. 

Ber.  Diverflon  ceafes  now,  to  crown  the  Banquet, 
Thefeus  is  wanting,  and,  as  Spies  inform'd  me, 
The  lovely  Princefs,  broke  from  her  Regalia 
Through  all  the  Sports,  to  charge  the  fair  CellanU 
To  feek  her  Lord,  and  know  his  caufe  of  Afcfence ; 
She's  coming  this  way. 

Thef  But  muft  fail  to  find  us, 
For  our  embarking  this  muft  be  the  Moment. 

Pinth.  You,  Prince,  have  Bulinefs  here  to  ftay  behind  us, 
You  will  be  fit  to  break  this  anxious  Matter ; 
A  fmall  Elopement,  'tis  but  nine  Days  Wonder. 
Air.  To  rowling,  rowling  Seas  we  go, 

Where  Mountain  Billows  foam  and  flow  ; 
Safe  o'er  the  watry  World  we'll  glide, 
Defying  Tempefts  and  the  Tide. 
Laugh  at  the  tumbling  Porpufs  there, 
And  ling  be  Welkin  fowl  or  fair; 
Rockt  in  a  Storm,  fecurely  fleep, 
And  dream  of  Wonders  in  the  Deep. 
To  rowling,  &c. 
Thef.  When  Love's  the  Pilot,  happy  is  the  Sailing, 
Green  bearded  Palemon  will  form  a  Confort, 
And  loud  with  quavering  Sounds  on  Ihelly  Hautboys, 
Tritons  fhall  ling  and  pipe  to  entertain  us. 

To  the  Gods  of  the  Ocean  I  pray, 
To  waft  us  foon  over  the  Sea  ; 
Oh  Love  lend  a  Sigh  to  our  Sail ! 
If  Zephire  deny  us  a  Gale, 
To  land  us  upon  the  kind  Shoar, 
Made  bleft  by  the  Nymph  I  adore ; 
Where  Beauty  with  Pleafurc  prepar'4 
May  Toils  of  a  Lover  reward. 
Thefeus  and  \  To  the  Gods  of  the  Ocean,  &c. 


, [  Exeunt.  Thef,  and  Pirith. 

Manet 
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Manet  Berontus. 

Ber.  My  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind  they  both  difcover ; 
Let  it  be  fo,  I'm  chain'd  and  muft  endure  it ; 
This  Royal  Fugitive  may  aid  my  Paflion, 
Whilft  I  inform  Cellania  I  am  conftant, 
Tho'  others  are  fo  falfe— and  fee  fhe's  coming, 
Flufliing,  and  fierce  like  Woman  when  fhe's  angry. 

Enter  CELLANIA  kaftily. 

Cellan.  If  Fame  to  this  Momentalways  was  counted  a  Liar 
The  noify  Tongue  Member  ever  too  plagu'd  with  a  Blifter,  * 
Now  be  it  authentick. 

Cell.  Can  The  feus  leave  Ariadne  ? 
Be  Phoebus  extinguifht,  fall  ev'ry  Star  from  the  Zodiack, 
Imprifon  the  Lightning,  yet  'twill  be  far  lefs  a  Wonder. 

Ber.  I'll  fhew  ye  a  greater ! 

Cell.  That  muft  be  worthy  admiring. 

Ber.  I  love  fair  Cellania. 

Cell.  Gods!  is  this  Seafon  for  Fooling, 
What  fay  ye  of  The  feus'*.— Jove,  and  ye  Powers  avenging  f 
Where  now  is  the  Thunder  ? 

Ber.  Thefeus  o'th'  Eaft  is  known  a  Native ; 
We,  where  the  Snow  falls  are  more  fteady, 
Have  Conftancy  cooler. 

Cell.  Why  tell  you  me  of  your  Temper,  {.Raging. 
Burn  fierce  as  Avernus,  freeze  more  than  Icy  Cqcytus, 
So  Thefeus  returning,  cheer  the  forlorn  Ariadne. 
I  ftill  fhall  be  eafy. 

Ber.  See  yonder  is  the  VefTel  Sailing  : 

[  Points  to  a  Window. 

Sweet  Charmer,  have  Patience ! 

Cell.  Patience!  -  Oh  Mukiber\  raging 

Bring  Fire  confuming,  or  thou  more  ruinous  JEther. 
Flaih,  burn  and  deftroy  'em.  [Stamping  in  rage. 

Kind  Boreas,  down  with  the  Mainmaft ; 
And  buri.ed  in  Tempeft,  tofs  up  their  Keel  to  the  Heavens. 

Ber.  Tho'  Palfion's  juft,  all  are  not  Traytors, 
Berontus  ftill  is  firm  and  conftant, 
Averfe  to  Love,  till  awful  Beauty, 
Controul'd  the  Aicendant,  now  I  languid*, 
A  Feaver  reigns—  I'm  rick. 

Ceil.  Oh,  would  I  were  fure  on't ! 

Ber. 
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Ber.  Belt  Proof  is  in  Action,  try  me,  and  weigh  the  Per- 
formance, 

His  Crimes  are  fo  odious,  they  blaft  the  Title  of  Hero, 
And  warn'd  by  your  Favours,  I  dare  in  Perfon  avouch  it. 
The  Minotaur s  Conqueft  joyn'd  with  Procraftus  and  Sciron, 
To  me  had  been  Trifles,  Beauty  like  yours  commanding, 
Oh  favour  my  Wifhes,  and  be  for  ever  my  Pallas : 
I  love  thee  to  Madnefs,  die  for  the  happy  PoiTeffion, 
My  Slumbers  are  broken,  no  Food  can  ever  fuitain  me, 
Without  my  Cellania. 

Cell  'Tis  well :  Oh  how  I  rejoice  in't ! 
But  are  you  in  Earned  > 

Ber.  Fervent ! 

Cell.  You'll  wooe  me  like  Thefeus, 
Ber.  I  hate  him  and  Bacchus. 
Cell.  That,  that's  the  Secret  I  long'd  for  ; 
Oh  Men!  Qh  ye  Monfters !  Oh  horrid  Race  of  Deceivers! 
But  fince  you  do  love  me,  hear  how  I  mean  to  return  it. 

Air.  Like  Daphne,  coy,  I'll  fly  when  you  purfue. 
And  all  my  injur'd  Sex  revenge  on  you  ; 
Whate'er  you  fay,  I'll  turn  to  Ridicule, 
Whate'er  you  do,  I'll  ufe  ye  like  a  Fool ; 
Whene'er  you  figh ,  I'll  lhew  Difdain  and  Spite, 
And  if  you  Ihed  a  Tear,  I'll  laugh  outright. 
Like  Daphne,  &c.  [Exit.  Cellania* 

Ber.  Perdition  feize  the  Kind— may  never  Woman 
Be  henceforth  Fair,  may  fowl  Difeafes  plaguing, 
Blaft  all  their  Beauties — Age  creep  on  o'th'  fuddain, 
May  Loathfome  Jaundice  curb  their  Pride  inherent 
Till  they  cry  out  for  Men,  and  Men  thus  ufe  'em  ; 
What's  to  be  done  ?  I  love  and  yet  I  hate  her  ; 
Oh  that  we  were  alone  on  Mount  Citharon  ! 
Lofty  Olympus,  or  the  towring  OEta  ! 
I'd  not  thus  whine  and  play  the  Fool  by  Venus. 
A  gen'rous  Rape's  allow'd  in  other  Creatures, 
And  fliould  be  natural  to  Men  no  doubt  on't. 
4tr.  In  Love  to  ufe  a  little  Force, 

Coy  Silvia  likes  ye  ne'er  the  worfe, 
Females  as  foon  as  they  can  go, 
Firft  learn  the  Words  of  ay  and  no. 
The  no  molt  ufeful  ftill  we  find, 
To  the  Perverfenefs  of  the  Kind  ; 
But  as  the  Nurfe  compels  the  Child,  . 
That  would  do  nought  with  ufage  mild. 


Rough 
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Rough  Damon  oft  commands  his  Joy, 
And  makes  the  froward  Fair  fay  ay. 
JnLovetoufe,  &c.  [ExitBeron. 

Enter  BACCHUS  and  ABDALLA. 

Bacch.  Wild  as  the  Winds,  as  raging  and  impetuous, 

She  ranges  thro'  th'  Apartment.  Oh  Abdallal 

How  can  a  Lover  look  upon  fuch  Sorrow 
Without  a  (hare  in't. 

Abd.  You  may  take  a  fliare  in't, 
But  then  make  hafte  and  do't  on  a  fudden ; 
For  Women  veer  their  Humours  like  the  Weather, 
And  now  they  rain,  and  ftraight  they  will  be  ftiining. 

Air.  Their  Grief  is  all  Art,  they  have  Tears  fo  at  will, 
Depend  on't  no  Sorrow  a  Woman  can  kill. 
A  jolly  young  Widow  there  liv'd  at  Bengali, 
Had  twenty  four  Husbands,  and  bury'd  'em  all ; 
And  when  every  wittal  was  fent  to  his  Grave, 
Gh !  how  lhe  would  whimper,  oh !  how  ftie  would  rave ; 
But  when  a  SuccelTor  did  fprucely  appear, 
Oh !  how  ftie  would  teehee,  and  fimper,  and  fneer  ; 
The  time  was  fo  fwift  'twixt  they  come  and  they  go, 
tfth*  Morning  flie'd  ha,  ha,  i'th'  Evening  cry  — oh ! 

Their  Grief  is  all  Art,  &c. 

Bacch.  I'll  change  her  Sorrow  to  delightful  Pleafure, 
Work  on  her  Mind  with  gentle  moving  Praife 
And  Greatnefs,  which  all  Womankind  are  fond  of ; 
Air.   Applaud  the  Fair,  and  let  her  Sway, 

1  hen  you'll  find  her  pleas'd,  and  gay  ; 
Gold  may  charm  her  Underftanding, 
.  Sometimes  to  incline  her  Love, 
But  the  pleafure  of  Commanding  * 
Still  will  never  failing  prove  : 
Thus  with  fubtle  fhew  of  Duty 
You  may  quench  ye  if  ye  burn, 
.   And  when  you  enjoy  their  Beauty 
Know  you  govern  in  your  Turn, 
Applaud  the  Fair,  £gV.  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  II. 

Ariadne  appears  fitting  on  a  Couch ,  wefc 
mg,  mdin  a  Rage.  Cell  ania  ftruggling 
gets  a  dagger  from  her,  fie  ft  arts  up  Jd 
Jmgs.  r 

Ofttf         f\       w^Ye  then  bereaves 

Ur  what  can  only  end  my  Sorrow, 

It  not  the  Dagger,  give  me  Poyfon, 

-Let  Cordial  Aconite  bring  Solace. 

Oh    Where's  thy  Afp,  great  Cleopatra,, 

Or  thy  hot  Coals,  refolving  Portia  ; 

One,  one  of  thefe  will  ye  not  render, 

A5?  f.% forlorn  a  Creature. 

gSSAW^  Life  has  yet  ia  v  «c 

And  I'll  perform, 'em. 
Mr.  *  I  now  have  God  Nepum's  whole  Power, 

My  Waves  all  Mankind  (half  dSf  ^  ^ 
My  Surges  no  more  fliatl  be  bounded 
1  ill  Nature  .be  wholly  confounded, 
And  if  to  the  Sky 
The  Perjur'd  can  fly, 

r  n  ri  !  m?mn  on  my  Bmows  and-drownit. 
Lell.  Uh!  calm  your  Rage,  recal  your  Senfes 
Men  will  be  thus,  'tis  fecond  Nature.^  ' 
Anad.  My  Brain's  on  Fire,  *  and  now.Vm  burning  ; 

My  Breath's  as  hot  as  flaming  fttw  r 
Oh !  could  I  blaft  this  Male  Deceiver 
What  Joy  were  like  it  > 

Cell  ^^^^^^^  ~<™f« 

§m%   ^orrof  ne'er  can  mend  the  Matter, 
i  nere  s  no  changing  human  Nature ; 
Men  mult  deceive, 
We  mud  believe;' 
Then  we  give  Rules, 

r-r-  ^  /xAn(i  the?  turn  Fools; 
I  is  Cuftom  found,  and  Fate  goes  round. 
Sorrow  ne'er,  fcfa  £ 
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Enter  Bacchus,  Abdall  a,  with  a  'Train  of  Indians 
and  Bacchinals. 

Bacch.  Immortal  Charmer,  for  whom  Heaven 
Gave  him  large  Supplies  to  Goddefs  Nature, 
To  Grace  with  more  than  common  Beauty, 
Behold  in  me  a  perfect  Lover, 
Pure  without  Drofs  of  frail  Deceiving ; 
Drop  then  no  more  that  pearly  Treafure, 
But  let  gay  Pleafure  rare  and  brilliant 
Adorn  my  Fair. 

Cel.  A  Grief  To  weighty, 
OppreiTes :  oh !  give  time  to  alter. 

Bacch.  The  porting  Hours  fhall  wait  tar  Leifure, 
The  God  of  Time  and  I  attending  ; 
Mean  while  prepare  your  Sports  to  cheer  her, 
And  turn  to  Pleafure  hateful  Mourning. 
Air.    In  chryftal  Domes  by  Forms  Divine  poileft, 
Fair  Ariadne  fhall  with  me  be  bleft  ; 
On  Azure  Plains  we'll  revel  all  the  Day# 
Regal'd  with  Mufick,  and  cseleftial  Play ; 
And  whilft,like  Gods,  weDrink,  and  Sing,  and Love3 
Forget  the  Cares  below  with  Joys  above. 
In  chryftal  Domes,  &c. 

Here  follows  a  pie  of  ant  Entertainment  of  Dancing 

Abdall.  As  Ariadne's  Friend  advife  her, 

[Abdalla  apart  to  Cellania. 
Such  Lovers  are  not  always  coming  ; 
Befides,  what's  pad  there's  no  recalling, 
Let  her  not  be  too  coy.     [Bacchus  this  while  fitting  on  the 

{Couch  feems  courting  Ariadne. 

Cell.  Fm  thinking, 
Yet  if  a  God  fliould  take  a  Fancy, 
And  fhould  forfwear  himfelf  as  you  do, 
'Twere  worth  confidering. 

Abdall.  I'm  as  conftant 
As  Sol  in  India  to  his  riling. 

Air.  1  never  pretended  to  hang  in  my  Garters, 
But  once  I  did  love  a  whole  Hour  and  three  Quarters, 
As  black  as  a  Crow, 
Round  fac'd  like  a  Sloe; 
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With  Teeth  white  as  Snow 
Was  Zara  the  Shrew  : 
Who  once  held  me  fall, 
But  I  bilkt  her  at  laft. 
n  n  -ru  ,/.neYer  Ponded, 
u,   ,    J .    Vlce  1S  nte  in  a11  Complexions, 
Black,  Fair,  or  Brown,  no  Truth's  in  Colour. 
^    Artad.  Can  Gods  too  condefcend  to  flatter, 
a   ,        .     T  [Ariadne  rifes  from  the  Couch, 

And  mention  Joy  to  one  fo  wretched? 
And  one  they  made  fa.    Oh !  take  Pity.  [Weeps 
Air.  Where  Sadnefs  reigns,  and  Joy  can  never  be,  " 
There  let  me  hide  my  fatal  Woes  and  me  : 
In  fome  lone  Wood  where  Bears  and  Wolves  we  find 
Remote  from  worfer  Brutes  of  Human  Kind  : 
Where  dilmal  Ews  keep  out  the  cheerful  Day 
And  baleful  Screech  Owls  dream  the  Night  away. 

Tt  ?adnefs  rdSns>  C^it  Ariadne; 

Bacch.Oh]  how  will  fprightly  Mirth  advance  her  Beauty, 
1  hat  in  this  Drefs  of  Sorrow  is  fo  charming. 
Hear  me,  Cellania,  hear  to  thy  good  Fortune 
Follow  that  Fair  one,  ufe  thy  Skill  to  gain  her  • 
That  once  perform'd,  as  due  Reward  from  Bacchus, 
Ask  what  thou  wilt  it  fhall  be  thine  that  Moment 
Tr?f//,JeZow,rs  Caeleftial,  is  my  hearing  perfect  f 
It  lo,  this  Gift  commands  me  fwifteft  Duty  • 
Have  what  I  pleafe  !  Did  Jove  e'er  give  a  greater  > 
I'll  ftraight  about  it,  fear  not,  mighty  Bacchus, 
SkilPd  m  both  Arts,  perfuading  and  beguiling, 
The  Turtle's  Tears  fhall  quickly  turn  to  fmilmg. 

75    7  v  t      , '  J  _  [Exit  Cellania: 

Bauh.  Next  the  extreme  of  Love's  divine  PolTeflion 

Hope  is  the  greateft  Joy  attends  a  Lover. 

« AbdalL  I  he  happy  Profpeft  raviOiing  the  Senfes, 

Half  equals  the  Delight  of  true  Enjoyment. 
Bacch.  Come  then,  my  Friend,  and  whilft  infpir'd  C^/W 

Is  bufy  in  a  Plot  for  Propagation, 

Within  the  hallow'd  Cell  of  old  Silenus, 

With  Rofes  crown'd,  we'll  empty  golden  Goblets 

A  glorious  Sandtion  to  the  genial  Hour. 

AbdalL  *  }*Hafte,  hafte  old  Time  away. 
And  call  the  Hours  to  form  the  Nuptial  Day ; 

Let 
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Let  Juno  come  in  State, 
Let  kind  Lucina  wait ; 
But  bring  not  Venus  there, 
She  envies  ftill  the  Fair ; 
Nor  yet  the  thund'ring  Jove, 
For  fear  he  falls  in  Love. 
Hafte,  hafte,  old  Time,  £sV.  [Exeunt  embracingi 

Enter  DoPPA  haftlly. 

Dopp.  Where  is  my  Fool,  I  muft  not  lofe  him  j 
For  in  this  time  of  Melanc holly 
He's  good  again  ft  the  Spleen  and  Vapours, 
Oh !  here  he  comes. 

Enter  BoMBEY  aukwardly  Drefs^d. 

Bom.  My  Pinkaninny. 
Am  I  not  brave?  Odzooks  this  Habit! 

Dopp.  Methinks,  he  looks  fo  like  the  perjur'dT^/c^/j 
That  tho'  I  order'd  ye  to  wear  it, 
i  wifh  that  now  'twere  torn  in  Tatters  •; 
For  oh!  I'm  jealous  that  you,  like  him, 
Will  be  inconftant. 

Bom.  I  inconftant  \  . 
What  do's  (he  mean ?  What's  that,  I  wonder  ? 
To  have  the  Itch  ? 
.   Dopp~.  Oh!  no,  an  Ague, 
That  ftiakes  young  Courtiers  'till  they  chatter. 
Bom.  Oh !  I'll  be  plagu'd  with  no  inch  Matter  3 
Air.       I'll  live  ftill  free,  and  frolic!^ 
And  never  get}  if  you'll  be  kind, 
A  quaking  Ague  of  the  Mind, 
.  Nor  give  my  Heart  the  Cholick  ; 
Each  coming  Night  I'll  kifs  thee  twice4 
The  lame  on  Mornings  when  I  rife  ; 
And  if  thou  liiceft  fuch  wholfom  Cheer, 
I'll  ftrive  to  hold  out  all  the  Year. 
I'll  live  ftill  free* 
Dopp.  T  his  pleafes,  1  confefs. 
Bom.  I  hope  fo  : 
If  Brother  Courtiers  take  Example, 
'Twill  be  a  merry  World. 
Dopp.  But  Bombey. 
Born.  What  ? 

P  Dopp 
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Dopp.  Dear  Bombey ! 

Bom.  Strawberry,  more  lufcious  than  white  Figs,  what 
want'il  thou } 

Dopp.  One,  one  thing  more,  that  Drefs  mutt  alter, 
Methinks  you  now  look  like  a  Fool  in't. 

Bom.  'Twill  break  me,  I  can't  pay  my  Taylor. 

Dopp.  He'll  truft,  at  leaft  will  give  Forbearance  ; 
Nay,  never  ftart,  I'll  have  my  Humour, 
Or  elfe  Adieu. 

Bom.  This  is  the  Devil  !      [Scratching  and  looking  Jimply. 
Air.    A  Beau  did  once  my  Fancy  move, 
But  now  a  rural  Swain  I  Love  ; 
It  feems  moft  German  to  my  Heart, 

When  you're  uncas'd 
I  fliall  be  pleas'd, 
And  then  perhaps  will  acl  my  Part ; 
You'll  be,  young  Damon,  kind  and  dear* 
And  I'll  be  Phiffida  the  Fair. 
A  Beau  did  once,  &c. 
Bom.  Ah !  fweet  as  Codlings  Cream  and  Sugar, 

It  fliall  be  fo.  Say  now  what  Colour  ? 

Dopp.  An  Iron  Gray. 

Bom.  and  ")  ^  . 

Dopp.      >C°™try  all  over. 

In  Love  when  we  join, 
And  fweetly  combine, 
No  Drefs  or  gay  Folly  is  needing  ; 
We  defpife  at  that  Hour 
Gay  Riches  or  Power, 
We  have  more  in  the  Pleafure  fucceeding. 

CHORUS./  both. 

In  Love  when,  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  A£t. 
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ACT  III.  Scene  I. 


A  mofl  pleafant  and  beautiful  Bower  belonging  to 
the  Apartment  ^Bacchus,  adorn  d  with 
glorious  Images  of  all  the  'Deities,  Loves  and 
Graces,  and  illuftrated  with  Dorick  Tillars, 
encompafs'd  round  with  Vine  Branches,  Rofes, 
Jeffamin ,  Eglantine ,  and  Foliages  of  other 
Flowers. 

Enter  Ariadne  and  Cellania. 

Alute  the  Morn,  fair  Ariadne, 
With  Joy,  and  thank  me  for  my  Tidings ; 
Glory  and  perfect  Love  attending, 
Defcend,  and  Homage  pay  to  Beauty  ; 
Let  thofe  bright  Eyes,  whofe  dazling  Luftre 
Can  captivate  a  Heart  Immortal, 
Convert  their  liquid  Pearl  to  Rubies^ 
Sparkling  with  Hopes  of  Blifs  approaching, 
Bacchus  adores. 

Arlad.  Leave,  leave,  Cellania, 

And  let  me  think  

Cell.  Of  awful  Bacchus, 
All  other  Thoughts  are  of  no  Moment. 

Arlad.  Did  I  not  give  up  Fame  and  Fortune?- 
Nay,  give  him  Life  ?  Oh  bafe  Ingrate ! 
Or  what's  a  worfer  Name,  vile  Thefeus! 

Ceil.  Plunge,  oh  ye  watry  Powers,  the  perjur'd  ! 
But  facred  Bacchus  loves  ye.' 

Arlad.  Loves  mc  J 
Why  is  there  fuch  a  thing  in  Nature  ? 
Cell.  Some  Signs  of  inch  a  thing. 

P  2  ArhL 
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Ariad.  And  faithful  ! 

Cell.  'Mongft  Gods,  but  Men  grown  wifer  flight  it, 
The  Lover  cijrtng'd,  now  change  the  Humour, 
Our  Tears  like  Mens  Amours  rfiould  vary, 

Air.  Grief  abates  when  Joy  grows  ilronger, 
Vain  'tis  to  dilfemble  longer, 
Whining,  puling,  lighing,  crying, 
Beauty  lpoiling,  felf  denying, 
Sobbing,  blowing,  groaning,  fqucaking, 
Lying  frequently  as  fpeaking. 
Grief  abates,  &c. 

'Enter  Abdalla  attended  by  an  Indian  King,  bear* 
ing  a  Crown  of  Stars  upon  a  Cushion. 

Abdul.  To  Ariadne,  molt  ador'd  of  Mortals, 
From  the  Cceleitial  and  renown'd  Bimater, 
I  bring  this  Harry  Crown,  a  Sacred  Symbol, 
Prov'd  to  the  height  of  his  moll  glorious  Palfion ; 
Oh  take  it !  with  that  Joy  becomes  your  Fortune, 
And  grateful  Duty  to  the  mighty  Sender. 

Ceil,  In  Lethargie,  what  Remora  benumbs  ye  ? 

Can  ye  not  lee  the  Gift  Had  Blindnefs  feiz'd  ye? 

Gold  fure  could  clear  your  Eyes. 

Ariad.  The  wondrous  Graces 
Thrown  hourly  on  me  by  immortal  Bacchus , 
Outdo  returns  of  Gratitude. 

AbdaL  1  he  Temple, 
Adorning  yonder  Hill  to  Clouds  afpiring, 
With  holy  Pricfts  that  fuch  Affairs  are  skill  *d  in, 
Will  teach  that  Virtue  ;  there  the  God  expe&s  ye, 
Happy  in  hope  to  make  ye  yet  ftili  greater : 
A  glorious  Wife. 

Cell.  A  Wife,  and  fuch  a  Prefent ! 
Can  you  be  muling  Hill,  dill  cold? — Oh  Heavens! 
Had  1  fuch  Graces !  What  are  my  Stars  a  doing  ? 

Anad.  A  Crown's  a  glorious  thing. 

Cel.  She  frniles,  that's,  fomething  : 
A  Golden  Circle  mud  cure  all  ill  Humours : 
Belides,  a  Wife  too ;  that's  no  idle  Matter. 

Ariad.  Bright  Immortality, — A  Cqnftellation. 

Cell.  So  now  fhe  thinks  apace. 

Ariad.  Oh  happy  Station  ! 

Cell.  Beyond  ambitions  Thought. 

Abdall  Look  here,  fweet  Charmer.     {Shews  the  Crown, 

4  Air, 
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Air.  Is  it  not  line  > 
Do's  it  not  ihine. 
How  will  it  grace  too,  v/hen  'tis  thine?  ' 
'  Hs  for  a  Crown  the  Warriour  fights,  the  Politician  plots, 
The  firft  profufely  feeds  his  Blood,  the  laft  is  plagu'd  with 
Thoughts. 

Tis  this  that  fires  the  jarring  World,  to  Man  the  greateft  Joy, 
And  this  and  a  kind  Husband  too,  what  W oman  can  deny ! 
Is  it  not  fine,  &c  ? 

Ariad.  My  labouring  Thoughts  I  find  are  all  in  hurry, 
I  am  not  dreaming  fare,  this  mult  be  real ; 
Yonder's  the  Temple  .' 

Cell.  Halle,  hafte,  quickly  thither, 
And  fwift  as  Time, — fly  to  the  great  Inviter. 

Ariad;  It  mull  be  fo,  the  Attraction's  fo  prevailing, 
From  that  inchanting  Crown  there's  no  defending; 
Sorrow  adieu,  thou  gloomy  Inmate.        [Takes  °the  Crown, 

AhdaL  Viva. 

Ariad.  And  welcome  Comfort,  with  anrclick  Semblance. 
Fate's  Decree  muft  be  fulfill'd/ 
Every  W Oman's  born  to  yield  ; 
If  with  Gold  they  charm  the  Eye, 
Can  we,  can  we,  then  deny? 
If  they  give  us  darling  Sway, 
Will  we,  will  we,  then  delay. 
Oh,  no,  no,  — Fie,  no,  no  f 
Wifer  is  our  Sex  than  fo. 
Fate's  Decree, 

[  Gives  her  Hand  to  Abdalla,  he  leads 
[her  out,  Celiama  follows, 

SCENE  II. 
An  IJle  of  a  Magnificent  Temple. 

Enter  Beroktus  and  another  Indian  King. 

Ber.  Thanks,  kind  Reliever. 

Ind.  K.  Are  ye  flufter'd  ? 
You  told  me  late  your  Grief  of  loving, 
And  of  Ce llama's  Pride  and  Rigour, 
Then  askt  a  Cure  for  am'rous  Folly  : 
I  .told  ye  a  good  Dofe  was  certain 
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Of  Wine,  and  if  ye  have  don't  to  purpofe, 
Your  Sighs  will  turn  to  Hiccups. 

Ber.  Bumpers. 
Six  in  a  Hand  two  Hours  together, 
I've  briskly  top'd  about,  by  Bacchus, 
I  now  will  love  him  too. 

tnd.  K.  TisReafon. 

Ber.  Then  I  have  Courage  got  to  rally, 
Can  (land  a  Frown,  and  if  ftte  thunder, 
Can  bounce  too  in  my  turn. 

Ind.  K.  You're  perfect ! 
The  Medicine  has  done  well. 

Ber.  'Thas  fir'd  me, 
My  Brain  too  rowls,  but  that's  no  matter. 

Ind,  K.  Yonder  fhe  comes,  fhe's  wondrous  lovely. 

Ber.  Not  in  my  Eye,  in  this  rare  Humour, 
So  far  from  fair,  I  think  Ihe's  dowdy, 
I've  a  young  Filly  ten  times  finer. 

Ind.  K.  I  wifh  ye  Luck.  [Exit  Indian  King. 

Ber.  By  Jove  I'll  at  her, 
And  well  fare  Bacchus,  I'm  thy  Convert.        [  Stands  apart. 

Enter  Cellania. 

Cel.  'Tis  done,  'tis  done,  the  Prieft  of  Hymen, 
Has  join'd  'em, — Now  then  for  my  Fortune, 
Have  what  I'll  ask,  what  fhall  I  think  on  ? 

Ber.  On  me,  if  you  like  it.  \  Coming  to  her. 

Cell.  On  you !  [  Scornfully  turning  to  htm. 

Ber.  And  lofe  all  your  Labour.  [  Haughtily  too. 

I,  like  a  true  Scythian,  fcarcely  fhould  value  the  Favour. 

Cell.  Yet  ftill  you  will  teize  me,  you  and  your  tawny  Com- 
pletion. 

Ber.  Oh  pardon  my  Freedom !  yours  is  not  wholly  Ver- 
million. 

Cell.  You  fwore  you  admir'd  it. 

Ber.  That  might  be,  when  I  was  frantick.  \_Afide. 
Cell.  His  Bluntnefs  offends  me,  *  fure  'tis  a  Trick  of  DiiTem- 

bling,  [*  The  Recitative  changes. 

Then  am  I  not  charming. 
Ber.  Not  half  fo  much  as  a  Fairy. 
Cell.  No  Beauty  nor  Humour. 
Ber.  Better  I've  found  in  a  Dairy. 
Cel.  He  vexes  in  earneft;  come,  Prince,  fuppofe  I  could 

love  ye ; 

What, 
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What,  what  would  you  do  for't  r5 

Ber.  Not  give  one  fnap  of  my  Finger. 
I've  got  a  new  Nature,  and  am  fo  far  from  a  Lover, 
I'm  now  grown  a  Toper,  Bacchus  is  Jupiter  Ammon  ; 
I  once  was  your  Idiot,  and  how  you  us'd  me  remember, 
Made  horrid  your  Fantom,  your  Ignis  fatuus  Beauty  ; 
You,  you  and  your  Cupid,  whom  now  I  pufh  from  my  Bofom, 
And  deep  in  a  Bumper,  drown  him  with  Ruby  Phalernian. 
Air.  If  Celiacs  Coynefs  grieve  ye : 
One  Bottle  take,  two  Bottles  take,  three  Bottles  take, 
'Twill  certainly  relieve  ye, 
See,  fee,  that  glorious  Brimmer, 
The  Son  himfelf  looks  dimmer, 
Ah !  does  it  not  divine  fhew  ? 
Can  Celiacs  Eyes  e'er  fhine  fo  > 
'Twill  baulk,  'twill  baulk,  Love's  purblind  Damon, 
And  make  a  Slave  a  Freeman. 
If  Cello's  Coynefs,  fcrV. 

The  inner  Part  of  the  Temple  opens  and  difcovers  Bacchus 
and  Ariadne,  Hand  in  Hand,  both  crowned  with  Gar- 
lands ;  ABDALLA  with  Priefls  and  Priefteffes,  they  hav- 
ing juft  performed  the  Marriage,  Indian  Kings  and  Atten- 
dants. Bacchinalian  Men  and  IVomen.  Prieft  of  Himen, 
and  Priefteffes  of  Bacchus  hold  the  Crown  of  Stars 
between  ''em ;  come  forward  and  (ing. 

Prieft.  Pleafure's  neareft  to  Divine, 
Mortals  gain  by  Love  and  Wine. 

Prieflefs.  Praife  we  then  this  glorious  Pair, 
I'll  the  Vidor,  flie  the  Fair. 

Prieft.  May  no  Chance  their  Paifion  fever, 

Prieftefs.  Let  'em  live  and  love  for  ever. 

Both.  May  no  Chance,  &c. 

[  Here  Jbe  goes  up  and  crowns  Ariadne. 

A  Symphony  of  joyful  Mufick  founds,  then  an  Antick  Ceremo- 
nial Dance  of  the  M^enades,  after  which  Bacchus  fings. 

Bacch.  Bear  Witnefs,  Jove,  and  all  ye  awful  Gods, 
That  fmiling  fit  in  your  fublime  Aboads, 
And  view  me  with  a  Joy  divinely  rare, 
Do  Grace  Caelertial  to  this  mortal  Fair. 
How  well  I  am  repaid,— We're  then,  my  Love, 
That  precious  Crown  defign'd  thee  from  above 
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And  be  from  henceforth  in  the  lofty  Skie, 
1  o  Sons  of  Art,  that  nightly  Wonders  fpy, 
A  dazhng  Conilellation,  finning  there 
brighter  than.  HebS-s  Path,  or  Cafcop^s  Chair, 

frjaa.  Where  have  I  been  till  now?  what  painful  Dream 
Ur  flafhy  Vanity?  or  Cares  extreme, 
Have  luJl'd-my  Senfe?  Oh  thou  that  eiv'ft  me  Joy! 
Abate  it,  left  the  vaft  Excefs  deftroy  me. 

MdaL  The  Deities  at  Ariadne**  Birth, 
Delign'd  her  the  molt  glorious  Queen  on  Earth, 
hut  that  s  a  1  rifle  to  what  now  ihe  owns 
In  the  Immortal  Grandeur  dol'd  by  Bacchus. 

Bacch.  Oh  conqucr'd  Venus  \  veil  thy 'baffled  Eyes, 
And  vie  not  here,  for  Shame.  ^Embracing  Ariadne. 

Artad.  Yours  is  the  Prize ; 
Bacchus  excels  all  Inmates  of  the  Skies, 
in  charming  Hue,  and  more  inchanting  Feature 

Tuf'  brnCrAu   °/  L°Ve>  b0th  Hearts- arc  fure  at  eafe, 
I  hat  are  fo  full  of  one  another's  Praifes 

Ber.  My  Heart,  I  thank  my  Stars,  is  eafy  too, 
As  being  hght  with  Wine,  and  rid  of  you. 

Ahaal.  par  noted  Joy  gives  each  Plebean  fome, 
They  wait  for  your  Admifiion.  '  1 

§&ccb.  Let  'em  come. 

Both  Heaven  and  Earth  to  day, 
Shall  fro  lick  be  and  gay, 
The  Sun, 
The  Moon, 
All  Kinds 
Of  Winds 
Delight  alone  (hall  QiCw* 
The  Mutes, 
The  Brutes, 
The  Bowers, 
The  Flowers. 
Shall  revel  here  below. 
Both  Heaven,  &rV. 
[  Here  follows  the  firfi  Entertainment  of  Clowns,  &c. 
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"Then  whilft  Bacchus  and  Ariadne,  with  Abdalla, 
Cellania  and  Berontus  are  Jc.-ied,  with  Indians, 
Satyrs,  and  Bacchinalians  attending ;  Doppa  comes  in, 
having  feen  BoMBEY  in  his  Clown* s  Drefs,  who  feem- 
ing  afiam'd  to  appear,  fie  pulls  him  in  and  fings. 

Dopp.  Can  you  flye  me,  charming  Damon  ? 
Have  I  then  out  liv'd  my  Beauty, 
"Phillida  that  us'd  to  pleafe  ye, 
Is  her  Kindnefs  grown  a  Trouble  \ 

'Bomb.  Oh  fie !  nay  Doppa  

Dopp.  What's  the  Matter  ? 
Be  not  afliam'd  of  your  Perfections. 

Bomb.  Zooks,  yonder's  Bacchus. 

Dopp.  Here's  a  Lover, 
And  muft  commend  your  Transformation  ; 
For  now  you  look  like  what  I'd  have  ye, 
A  harmlefs  Shepherd  plain  and  fimple. 

Bomb.  Simple  indeed,  I'll  flay  no  longer, 
Thofe  gay  Folks  laugh  at  me, 

Dopp.  Admire  ye ; 
And  e'er  you  go  they  fhall  have  Reafon : 
Come,  have  you  learnt  to  fing  the  Ballad, 
I  like  fo  well  ?  I've  my  Part  ready ; 
We'll  have  it  here,  the  Godheads  yonder, 
Shall  hear  what  we  can  do. 

Bomb.  Why,  Doppa, 
You're  mad  fure  j  Pifh,  you  know  I'm  hoarfer 
Than  a  crackt  Pipe. 

Dopp.  You  fing  with  Humour, 
That  makes  Amends, — Come,  come,  let's  do  it 
Quickly,  I'm  gone  elfc,— But  chant  boldly; 
I'll  fhew  ye  afterwards  my  Clofet. 
Ah,  Bombey  

Bomb.  You're  a  little  Devil. 

Here  the  Ballad  is  fang  by  both  in  Parts,  which  ended,  B  O  M-» 
BEY  going  to  feize  her ,  fie  runs  through  the  Guards  to- 
wards Bacchus;  they  laugh ;  then  enter  Bacchinals, 
each  with  a  Bottle  in  his  Hand,  and  entice  him  off-,  then 
tomes  on  a  fecond  comick  Entertainment  of  Dancing  ;  which 
ended,  Bacchus  and  the  reft  come  forward  and  Jing. 


Ariad.  Stay,  flay  a  while,  ye  fleet,  foft  footed  Hours, 
Fly  not  away  fo  raft,  let  Joy  have  Icifure  ;  The 
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The  pleafing  Inmate  newly  fills  my  Bofom, 
And  Time  mud  bfcfs  me  with  a  Space  to  own  it 
Excefs  now  cloys,  oh  how  lhall  I  be  grateful »  ' 
Givc  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine.    Pardon,  ve  Virgins, 
Of  nicer  Rule,  *  and  M*nades  uphold  me, 

*T;C  ™  „  n    c  ^*  ^n  Attendant  gives  her  Wine 

1  is  on  a  Caufe  uncommon.  Health  to  Bacchus 

Sound  o'er  the  Globe  the  Word  is.  . 

Bacch.  Ariadne  !  1  *****  «*t 

Ariad.  Casleftial  Bacchus  !  rn  ■  i 

Bacch.  Charming  Ariadne !  VOnnks 
Sound  Trumpets,  'till  the  Air  reverberating 
Replete  with  joyful  Echo's,  fhake  Olympus.  g 
Omnes.  Cxl^ial  Bacchus,  charmhig  Ariadne  ! 

[They  drink,  here  the  Trumpets  and  all  the 
Ariad  Cih  V^a„c  i  u      .m  Uvflrumenss  flourijhinjr. 

Air     Wo,  bC  miW'  °r  Clffe        kil1  mc« 

Woman  will  no  more  require 

I  have  all  I  can  defire  ;  ' 

What  the  skilful  Wife  approves 

Wnat  the  trembling  Virgin  Loves,  ■ 

.  What  the  Politician  courts, 

}YJ?at  the  ?rave  Divine  exhorts, 
•     W hat  the  Lepid  old  would  eafe, 
What  the  young  would  always  pleafe 
Woman  will  no  more,  csV 
Bacch.  Fill  round  agen,  and  bring 'the  Goblets  fuller 
The  Repetition's  facred  found  too  louder.  ' 
YSound  the  Trumpets  with  Kettle  Drums  and  more  Infiruments 
Omnes.  To  facred  Bacchus,  charming  Ariadne. 1 
Beron.  Oh  glorious  Sight !  Beauty  and  Wine  uniting 
Jove  try  the  Art  of  Painting.  ""icing, 

Abdall.  'Twere  a  Maft'ry, 
A  Deed  fit  for  a  Deity  to  practice 

CnZ'rVKTen  Fkra  in  Fre^°  a  Brimmer" is  holding 
Goddcfs  Nature  methinks,  a  new  Model  is  moulding  - 
The  Rays  of  her  Eyes  Mm  a  thouftnd  times  /trover  ' 

Her  T '  f„71,TP  r°fie^heeks  are  ^  ^fher  and  younger 
Her  Lips  like  two  Cherries,  in  Paradife  growing  * 

%2$X?St  Ddight  when  the  ^wyfnowing. 

•xxrfrf*  ^0W>  thatthe  Pow'rs  above  may  ne'er  be  tainted 

uiMzhj Promife' ask  chy  **»  f££ 

CV//. 
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•  Cell.  No  was  ne'er  faid  better 
Than  on  this  Subject. 
Ber.  There  we're  both  agreeing. 
.  Cell.    Woman  cannot,  Woman  cannot 
With  a  Churl  be  e'er  at  Eafe, 
Who  will  fullen  grow,  and  dull, 
And. is  of  himfelf  fo  full ; 
He  his  Wife  can  never  pleafe. 
Ber.    Man's  a  Cully,  Man's  a  Cully, 
Who  himfelf  to  Woman  pins ; 
Whilft  her  Humours  vainly  crofs, 
Still  the  Game  go's  to  his  Lofs ; 
More  he  plays,  the  lefs  he  wins. 
Bacch.  More  private  Conference  muft  end  this  Matter, 
They're  fullen  both,  but  Love  has  ftill  Vagaries. 

Re-enter  BoMBEY  very  drunk,  and  reeling  *. 

\_*Lea  in  by  a  Satyr  andBacchinaL 

Bom.  And  fo  has  Wine,  of  that  be  Witnefs  Bombey, 
Gods  and  Kings  (*  egh)  I  don't  know  who,    [*  Kecks. 
I'm  as  great  (egh)  as  one  of  you  ; 
Nay,  (egh)  if  Wine  can  folve  the  matter, 
One  Degree  (egh)  I  think  I'm  better  : 
For  now  I'm  a  much  greater  (egh)  Prince, 
Becaufe  I  am  not  (egh)  plagu'd  with  Senfe  ; 
For  thofe  that  are  not  drunk  (egh)  are  mad, 
And  (egh)  this  'tis  makes  (egh)  the  Times  fo  bad. 
Gods  and  Kings,  &c.  [They  carry  him  off. 

Bacch.  The  Night  approaches,  thought  of  nuptial  Bleflings 
Regale  my  Heart,  and  fill  my  Breaft  with  Tranfport. 
Come,  fweeteft  of  thy  Kind,  and  give  Lenaus 
Proof,  a  Divinity  there  is  that's  Female, 
Excelling  quite  the  Male. 
Omnes.    All  Joy  to  Bacchus. 
Bacch.  and  1  Oh  !  oh  !  the  Rapture's  fweet 
Ariad.       )  When  panting  Hearts  do  meet, 
Air.   When  eager  PalTions  joining, 
Each  other  entertain, 
And  Nature,  Joy  defigning, 
Charms  every  Pulfe  and  Vein,; 
The  Soul  away  is  flying, 
Extreme  of  Life's  in  dying. 
Oh  !  oh  !  the  Rapture,  &c. 

Abdall  Attend  the  glorious  Pair.  Joy  to  Lcnaus. 

Grand 
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Grand  CHORUS. 


Oh  !  behold  a  Ray  Divine 

In  yon'  gay  Horizon  fhine ; 
planets  there  for  Brightnefs  all  contending. 

'Tis  fair  Ariadne^  Crown 

Bacchus  for  her  is  come  down, 
And  fhe,  the  lovely  Ihe,  will  now  be  foon  afcencjing, 

End  of  the  Opera. 
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THE 


Plague  of  Impertinence: 

OR,  A 

Barber  a  Fury,  &c. 


K  E  warm  Meridian  that  came  on, 
High  as  the  South  had  plac'd  the  Sun-; 
Who,  by  his  bright  propitious  Ray, 
Told  Men  'twas  now  the  Noon  of  Daw 
.    -    When  to  a  Turkey  and  a  Chine, 
Invited  by  a  Friend  to  dine, 
I  came  to  tafte  the  jolly  Fare, 
And  found  fome  other  People  there. 

The  Matter,  generous  of  his  Meat, 
Came  thither  in  fhort  time  to  treat ; 
And  brought  with  him  another  Gueft, 
To  be  Partaker  of  his  Feaft. 
A  Gentleman  of  noble  Fame, 
And  noted  Worth,  but  very  lame  ; 
Which  happen'd  by  a  Sprain,  'twas  thought, 
Which  he  by  ill  Adventure  got. 
The  Hoft  his  friendly  Love  expreft, 
And  pray'd  him  to  fit  down  to  reft  : 
Which  doing,  he  Convenience  found, 
And  time  had  now  to  look  around. 
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The  Company  that  there  he  fees 

Was  fill'd  with  Perfons  of  Degrees  • 

The  Holt  himfelf  (a  noted  Wit)  ' 

That  had  grown  Rich  by  being  a  Cit 

And  now  the  bleft  Convenience  had 
1  o  take  his  Eafe,  and  leave  his  Trade  : 

Had  cull'd  fome  Gentlemen  of  Sorts 

That  had  Eftates,  and  manag'd  Sports  • 

And  others  of  the  Trading  Crew 

Were  worth  ten  thoufand  Pounds  he  knew  j 

1  o  take  his  honeft  Welcome  there, 

And  come  to  tafte  of  his  good  Che'er. 
Amongft  thefe  there  a  Barber  was/ 

Whofe  Father  long  had  prun'd  his  Face  ; 

indulg'd  him  too  with  tender  Care, 

Powder'd  his  Wigg,  and  crop'd  his  Hair  : 

And  he  himfelf  had  oft  prefum'd 

To  lather,  and  his  Phiz  perfumU 

A  Fellow  of  a  comick  Nature, 

And,  Shaver  like,  a  teixing  Prater  ; 

Who  now  fome  fifty  Miles  had  gone 

To  fee  a  Patron,  fo  well  known. 
He  toOj  for  old  Acquaintance  fake, 

The  courteous  Holt  a  Gueft  did  make ; 

And  to  ufe  well  had  kind  Intent, 

But  for  an  aukward  Accident. 

The  fprainleg'd-Gentleman,  whom  late 

1  told  ye  down  amongft  'em  fate, 
And  us'd  with  great  Kefped  had  been, 
O'th'  fudden  had  the  Barber  feen  : 
But  if  a  Monfter,  whom  the  Wife 
In  Serpents  call  a  Cockatrice, 
Whofe  deadly  Atoms  pointed  righfj 
Can  kill  each  Human  at  a  Sight, 
Had  made  him  all  its  Poyfon  meet, 
It  could  not  give  him  a  worfe  Fit. 
Pifcouler'd,  pale,  as  baftard  Pearl, 
Or  Oyfter,  or  Chalk  eating  Girl, 
That  Oatmeal  with  it  chew'd  in  parts 
Up  from  an  Elbow-Chair  he  ftarts, 
And  from  the  (having  Phantom  there 
Was  hobling  out  to  take  the  Air. 

This  made  his  wond'ring  Hoft  amaz'd, 
Who  ftopt  him  ftraight,  and  having  gaz'd 
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To  fee  his  Fright,  and  tir'd  had  been 

With  ftruggling  hard  to  keep  him  in, 

Begg'd  him  to  let  him  underftand 

What  'twas  his  Temper  did  command  ; 

And  what  there  in  the  Barber  was 

That  could  make  him  in  fuch  a  Cafe. 

The  reft  o'th'  Guefts  too  made  their  Suit, 

That  patiently  before  were  mute, 

To  know  what  Comb-Wigg  there  had  done, 

For  ftill  his  Eyes  on  him  were  thrown  ? 

Who  fate  ftill  with  his  Face  hung  down, 

As  if  he  had  fome  Mifchief  known. 

Pfay  let  me  go  from  whence  I  came, 

Reply'd  the  Gentleman  was  lame  ; 

Nor  ftop  me,  if  you  e'er  pretend 

To  treat  me  with  the  Name  of  Friend ; 

Whilft  Opticks  here  to  note  are  able 

That  Barber  mo  ft  abominable  ; 

Who  tho'  he's  in  this  Country  born 

With  Natives  white,  is  fo  forlorn, 

He  has  a  Soul  as  black  as  Soot, 

That  Slaves  from  fmoaking  Chimnies  fiioot, 

And  can  more  horrid  Plagues  infpire 

Than  Pugs  that  live  and  roar  in  Fire. 

This  Raving  the  whole  Crew  furpriz'd, 
The  Mafter  therefore  more  advis'd, 
Not  willing  to  thruft  Barber  out, 
For  Faults  that  only  were  in  Doubt, 
Defifd  his  gen'rous  Friend  to  be 
So  kind  to  that  good  Company, 
To  tell  the  Ills  that  made  him  rave  ; 
And  if  true  Character  he  gave 
The  Barber  fhould  receive  his  Doom, 
And  ftraight  be  hooted  from  the  Room. 

This  being  faid,  now  'bating  Wrath, 
Altho'  the  Gentleman  was  loth, 
Himfelf  he  in  a  Corner  plac'd, 
And  to  the  Guefts  his  Tale  uncas'd, 

The  Lame  Gentleman's  Tale  of  his  own  Lovs, 

'Tis  ftrange,  kind  Sirs,  I'm  fure  to  me, 
This  curfed  Barber  here  to  fee  ; 
Who  liv'd,  with  his  Impertinence, 
At  Bagdad,  fifty  Miles  from  hence  ; 

E  Q  For 
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For  whofe  damn'd  fake  I  left  the  Place, 

Undone  to  ftay  where-e'er  he  was  ; 

Who  has  more  Ills  done,  and  defign'd 

To  me  than  all  vile  human  Kind : 

Such  Mifchief,  fuch  outrageous  Wrong 

Springs  from  the  Murder  of  his  Tongue  ; 

But  what  upon  another  part 

Was  done  to  plague  my  Soul  and  Heart, 

Mu ft  always  unexampled  go, 

And  thus  the  Purport  you  lhall  know. 

My  Father  noble  Titles  had, 
Through  all  Degrees  of  Honour  bred  ; 
In  Bagdad,  where  was  late  his  Seat, 
He  was  by  all  accounted  great, 
And  valu'd  for  a  brave  Eftate. 
To  which,  when  dead,  he  left  me  Heir, 
And  I  that  Merit  might  compare, 
Fed  Hundreds  daily  at  my  Door, 
Oblig'd  the  Rich,  Reliev'd  the  Poor  ; 
And  daily  gave  my  felf  a  Name 
Contingent  with  my  Father's  Fame  : 
But  yet  I  never  made  a  Noife 
With  Love,  the  fweeteft  of  all  Joys. 
Corrinna  never  did  controul, 
Nor  fweet-look'd  Celia,  charm  my  Soul  ; 
For  Women  had  in  me  no  Station, 
As  if  no  part  of  God's  Creation. 
Nay  once  when  walking  thro'  the  Street, 
For  fear  I  ihould  a  Bevy  meet, 
That  had  been  drefs'd  with  curious  Arts> 
A  ready  fpread  to  ftorm  all  Hearts, 
I  turn'd  into  an  odd  by  Lane 
To  fave  my  felf  from  being  flain. 

But  Love,  that  powerful  Deity, 
Abhorring  this  my  ftrange  Decree, 
Kefolv'd  juft  in  that  very  Hour 
To  make  me  feel  his  charming  Power  : 
For  as  by  Accident  I  fate 
Soon  after  at  a  Garden  Gate, 
That  fronted  an  illuftrious  Dome 
Which  Quality  had  made  their  Home ; 
A  Safh,  on  which  by  chance  I  gaz'd, 
By  fuch  a  fnowy  Hand  was  rais'd, 
The  Cyprian  Queen  excel  I'd  had  bin, 
Shewing  a  Sample  of  her  Skin  : 
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To  this  fweet  Hand  a  Face  pertain'd, 
In  which  transporting  Graces  reign'd ; 

Angel  ick  Hair,  a  charming  Breaft, 

Infpiring  Eyes,  and  fo  well  drefs'd, 
That  every  Beauty  could  controul, 
And  win  the  Viewer's  Heart  and  SouL 
The  Hand  firft  fated  to  behold 
Held  then  an  Ewer  of  awful  Gold, 
From  which  flie  water'd,  as  it  grows 
In  a  fine  Pot,  a  Tuba  Rofe  ; 
And,  like  Aurora,  did  infufe 
On  that  fweet  Flower  feraphick  Dews ;  ' 
Whilft  upon  me  a  Smile  there  lhone, 
More  rofie  than  the  Morning  Dawn. 

That  Angel's  Look  now  plaid  its  part, 
It  turn'd  to  a  new  kind  my  Heart ; 
The  Safh  fruit  down  deftroy'd  me  quite, 
It  kept  my  Goddefs  from  my  Sight ; 
And  left  the  Inmate  of  my  Breaft 
With  Paffion  and  ftrange  Pangs  polTeft  ; 
Whilft  fatal  Torments  nearer  drew, 
Sharp  Pangs  more  fierce,  becaufe  more  new 
Difeafes  I  had  often  bore, 
But  Beauty  ne'er  oppreft  before 

Long  time  I  look'd  like  one  forlorn, 
In  hopes  that  Bleffing  would  return, 
And  with  another  Smile  rejoice 
My  Heart  that  throb'd  ;  but  no  fair  Eyes 
Came  thither  to  furpafs  the  Sun, 
Who  now  was  haftning  to  go  down  ; 
Whilft  Night  aifiim'd  her  dark  De  gree 
To  hurry  home  my  Woes  and  me. 

And  here  the  Gentleman  delayed 
His  Tale,  and  to  the  Hearers  faid, 
Forgive,  kind  Sirs^  and  patient  take 
This  long  DigreJJion  that  I  make  ; 
Since  many  things  were  done  and  heard 
Before  this  horrid  Wretch  appeared; 
But  in  what  brevity  I  can 

Tou  may  depend-  And  fo  went  on. 

The  Sweets  of  Love,  delightful,  gay> 
As  wanton  Amoretto's  fay  ; 
With  Rapture  do's  the  Soul  furprize, 
And  far  furmount  all  other  Joys  ; 
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'  Vis  pofTible  in  fomc  degree, 
But  this  they'll  be  afuVcl  by  me, 
The  Griefs  too  that  proceed  from  thence 
Scarce  any  Joy  can  recompenfe. 

Home  I  return'd  difturb'd,  half  dead, 
With  Hopes  to  reft  upon  my  Bed  • 
My  Supper  was  prepar'd  to  eat, 
But  nothing  fo  averfe  as  Meat ; 
Nor  did  my  Champaign  relifh  more, 
My  Heart  was  all  in  flam' d  before  ; 
Strong  Paffion  did  fuch  revel  keep 
It  routed  quite  Meat,  Drink  and  Sleep. 
I  faw  the  Fair  each  palling  Hour, 
As  late  when  fprinkling  of  the  Flower  ; 
Her  Charms  did  all  my  Thoughts  prefer, 
Ah !  what  could  I  think  on  but  her ! 
My  Eyes  her  Rays  to -fight  affign'd,  > 
And  when,  not  feeing  her,  were  blind. 

No  time  was  fpent  and  given  by  Fate, 
Like  that  when  I  pafs'd  by  her  Gate ; 
As  Morn  and  Even  I  us'd,  and  was 
By  Love  transformed  to  fuch  a  Cafe  : 
Twelve  Hours  of  time  I  once  ftaid  there, 
To  watch  the  Flower,  and  fee  the  Fair  ; 
But  envious  fatal  Delliny 
That  perfeS  Lovers  fcorn'd  like  me  ; 
Refolv'd  no  Sprinklings  all  that  Day, 
Made  T'ubah  Fragrancy  decay, 
And  fent  me  in  Defpair  away. 

Now  too  more  Mifchief  did  afpirc, 
I  plagu'd  was  with  another  Fire  ; 
For  ftratght  a  burning  Fever  feiz'd, 
Body  and  Soul  were  now  difeas'd 
With  fuch  an  unreiifting  Power, 
That  pale  and  languifhing  each  Hour, 
I  wcakned  grew,  my  Spirits  gone, 
And  baleful  Sicknefs  now  came  on  : 
My  Friends  around  Affiftance  paid, 
And  fage  Phyficians  too  I  had  ; 
That  por'd  in  Books  my  Ills  to  find, 
But  this  was  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind  ; 
And  Love  his  Secret  would  maintain, 
Nor  let  me  tell  my  caufe  of  Pain. 

Yet  'mongit  Relations  that  would  ftill 
Make  Vifitsin  my  Hours  of  111, 
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And  pray'd  the  Do&ors  to  reveal 

What  'twas  they  had  fuch  Doubt  to  heal. 

A  kind  old  Matron  (landing  by, 

Carting  on  me  a  wifhful  Eye, 

One  in  Love  Politicks  well  known, 

And  judg'd  mine  by  part  times  her  own, 

Refolv'd  no  longer  to  defer ; 

Their  Abfence  beg'd,  then  laid,  Kind  Sir, 

Tho'  Doctors  with  their  Skill  are  pos'd, 

Your  Malady  to  me's  difclos'd, 

*7*S  Love  your  Body  plagues,  and  Mind, 

Nor  can  they  any  Philtre  find 

Like  that  fair  jhe,  whom  if  I  kne  w 

Tour  Health  jhould  prefently  enfue  ; 

Difcover  then,  for  it  is  fo, 

Nor  make  Excnfe,  or  anfvver  no. 

The  Bluntnefs  of  this  ancient  Dame, 
At  th'  inftant  fet  me  more  in  Flame  ; 
TheRafhnefs  of  her  Speech  I  knew 
'Twas  pertly  faid,  but  ah !  'twas  true, 
And  made  my  lab'ring  Woes  more  great, 
And  my  full  Heart  much  ftronger  beat. 
However  I  deny'd, — but  flie 
Convinc'd  with  Anfwer  would  not  be  : 
She  faid  ihe  my  Diftrefs  could  fpy, 
Was  once  as  much  in  Love  as  I ; 
Her  Heart  did  pant,  her  Breath  did  fail, 
Her  Cheeks,  like  mine,  look'd  deadly  pale  : 
That  a  tall  Beau,  with  Roman  Snout 
Had  turn'd  her  Brains  the  wrong  fide  out. 
In  fliort,  flie  took  fuch  fubtle  Pain, 
And  exercis'd  my  Cafe  fo  plain, 
That  I  was  fain,  do  what  I  might, 
At  laft  to  tell  her,  Hie  was  right. 

My  darling  Goddefs  then  fhe  got, 
The  wat'ring  of  the  Garden  Pot, 
And  the  firft  Caufes  of  my  Woe 
I  now  was  forc'd  to  let  her  know ; 
Defiring  her  propos'd  Relief, 
To  win  the  Fair,  and  eafc  my  Grief. 

Soon  as  the  Dame  mis'Tfuth  defcry'd, 
To  me  maturely  fhe  reply 'd  ; 
You  have  been  ltil'd,  thro'  your  pafl  Days, 
A  Hater  rtill  of  Womens  Race ; 
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Words  therefore  may  fuccemefs  prove, 

To  fay  you  now  are  tick  for  Love ; 

But  yet  I'll  venture  on  your  lide, 

This  Lady  you  have  ftellify'd, 

Is  my  Acquaintance,  a  rare  Piece, 

The  Daughter  of  the  flrft  Cadiz. ; 

A  Man  of  Wealth,  and  Learning  great, 

And  fhe  in  Excellence  compleat ; 

Has  all  Perfections  you  can  mid, 

Adorning  beauteous  Womankind, 

But  ftill  fedate;  her  Father  lives, 

And  Lovers  with  Regard  receives ; 

Looks  narrowly  to  their  Eftates, 

And  all  Acquirements  calculates  ; 

And  file  has  Pride  too,  that  difdains 

Wooers  oft-times  her  Beauty  gains, 

And  with  Referv'dnefs,  mix'd  with  State, 

Makes  Mankind  fometimes  curie  their  Fate, 

Thus  fte  purfued  her  long  Difcourfe, 
But  when  Ihe  faw  that  I  look'd  worfe, 
She  gave  her  Story  ftreight  a  turn, 
And  bid  me  kindly  ceafc  to  mourn  ; 
For  Women  all  had  Humours  ftrange, 
And  oft  from  bad  to  good  would  change. 

The  Words  fpoke  lafl  fome  Comfort  gave, 
I  told  her  I  was  Beauty's  Slave ; 
So  fiercely  fhot,  and  now  fo  ill,  .  > 

My  Saint  muft  either  cure  or  kill ; 
And  if  fhe  mch  Acquaintance  had, 
With  that  divine,  angel ick  Maid  ; 
My  Life  was  then  in  her  Regard, 
Which  fav'd,  flie  ftiould  not  want  Reward. 
My  Cafe  did  more  than  words  implore, 
She  bad  me  hope,  then  got  to  th'  Door ; 
And  ftreight  purfuing  her  Intent, 
To  th'  Houfe  of  the  great  Cadiz,  went, 
And  MeiTage  to  his  Daughter  fent. 
Finding  a  Freedom  that  v  ^as  us  u. 
Which  was  to  be  foon  introdue'd  ; 
And  now,  as  they  alone  did  walk, 
And  enter'd  into  Lady's  Talk  ; 
Of  Beaus  and  Belles,' and  Falhions  known, 
Turning  the  whole  World  upfide  down  • 
The  brisk  old  Dame  found  this  to  be 
A  proper  time  to  bring  in  me ; 
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They  talk'd  of  Darlings  Young  and  Fair, 
Her  Neighbours  all,  fome  that  liv'd  near. 
Ah,  Madam,  crys  my  conftant  Friend, 
Whilft  all  thefe  Beauties  you  commend, 
Their  Luftre  and  attractive  Powers, 
Will  you  not  let  me  bring  in  yours ; 
Whofe  killing  Charms  to  fuch  a  height 
Can  ufner  in  controuling  Fate  ? 
That  a  young  Gentleman,  my  Friend, 
Whofe  Wit  and  Perfon  t6  commend, 
Is  but  a  common  Place,  is  loft, 
And  for  you  giving  up  the  Ghoft. 

At  this  Amanda  chang'd  her  Frame, 
(  For  that  was,  you  muft  know,  her  Name, } 
And  looking  with  a  kind  of  laugh, 
She  ask'd  what  I  was  talking  of; 
What  Name  to  th'  Perfon  did  belong, 
For  whom  fhe  now  made  this  Harangue ; 
She  nam'd  me  then,  but  with  fome  Fright, 
Which  made  the  fair  one  laugh  outright, 
Who  knew  my  Woman-hating  Guilt, 
Yet  heard  by  her,  what  now  I  felt ; 
But  when  her  fmiling  Fit  was  o'er, 
She  mildly  bid  her  Jell  no  more  ; 
Since  words  of  that  fort,  dip'd  in  Loye? 
Were  what  fhe  never  could  approve. 

My  Matron  though,  having  begun 
To  clear  her  grand*  Miftakes,  went  on, 
And  with  a  fober  Look,  and  Air, 
My  Heart's  ftrong  Paflion  did  declare ; 
Told  her  her  own  Perfections  too, 
That  how  fhe  kill'd  fhe  little  knew  ; 
Told  her  my  Merits  nearly  loft, 
And^  if  my  ardent  Flame  fhe  croft, 
Perdition  in  the  heavenly  State, 
She  might  expect  would  be  her  Fate  ; 
Then  dear  Amanda  angry  {aid, 
Leave  off,  or  I  lhall  think  you're  mad  ; 

Is  not  this  he,  whom  you  adorn, 

That  us'd  to  laugh  our  Sex  to  Scorn  ? 
Had  we  an  Air,  had  we  a  Mode, 
That  he  did  not  at  times  explode  ? 
Did  a  Splayfoot  e'er  aukward  make, 
Or  were  we  hump  upon  the  Back  ; 
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Did  frowzy  Freckles,  that  took  Places, 
Spoil,  like  a  Turkey  Egg,  our  Faces  ? 
Or  were  our  Skins  like  Olive  Tawney, 
Did  not  he  rail  at  Matrimony, 
And  ail  his  dire  ErTcclspurfue  ? 
My  Matron  cry'd,  my  Dear,  'tis  true, 
Lut  he  is  lince  convinc'd  by  you  : 
Your  Beauty  did  fiich  Charms  expofe, 
When  watering  your  fweet  Tubarofe  ; 
Your  Rays  his  Senfe  of  Knowledge  warms 
No  Faults  are  now  in  Female  Charms : 
Your  Influence  his  Senfe  infpires, 
Informs  his  Brain,  gives  new  Defires : 
Your  Graces  have  new  Methods  tanghr, 
His  Heart  is  lucrinVd  in  Thought, 
His  Body  fo  much  feels  his  Fault ; 
That  without  feeing  you,  to  win 
A  Pardon  for  his  heinous  Sin  ; 
Without  one  Look  from  your  fweet  Eye 
His  Soul  will  leave  him,  he  muft  die. 

Phylicians  all  have  given  him  o'er, 
The  only  Med'cinc's  in  your  Power; 
Ah,  Madam,  eafe  this  fatal  Strife, 


The  Sinner,  Goddefs  like,  rettorc, 
For  if  you  frown,  he'll  be  no  more. 

Here  flopping,  the  fweet  Lady  fpoke, 
But  fhe,  her  Caufe  not  to  revoke  ; 
When  t'other  ceafed, — begun  agen, 
Advanc'd  frefii  Reafons,  kind  and  plain: 
i  eld  her  my  potting  Life  did  crave  it, 
And  nought  (but  feeing  her)  would  favc  it 

In  fliort,  my  Cafe  fo  well  foe  drew, 
Amanda  being  a  Chriftian  too  ; 
That  fhc  to  favc  Pellru6iion  bent, 
1  o  fee  me  once— gave  her  Confent: 
No  more  th'  imploring  Dame  provok'd 
Whom  the  dire  Spleen  had  almoft  choak'd; 
But  now  did  fo  much  Mildnefs  fway 
That  fweet  Amanda  nam'd  the  Day.' 

There  was  in  former  ancient  Times 
When  finful  Mritaim  purg'd  their  Crimes 
Who  tho'  they  all  had  valiant  bin, 
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Their  Souls  were  jotted  as  their  'Skin ; 
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Two  Holydays  of  Sacred  Might, 
That  Woden,  they,  and  Friga,  night ; 
Encourag'd  by  their  Grave  and  Wife^ 
And  fince  fo  known  in  Families, 
That  now  the  Priefts  our  Zeal  compel, 
And  when  the  Sexton  rings  the  Bell, 
Wednesdays  and  Fridays,  Sinners  meet, 
The  Rich  fay  Prayers,  go  home  and  eat, 
The  poorer  fort  trade  on  and  cheat. 

'Twas  Friday  then  Die  fet  the  Day, 
Becaufe  the  Cadiz,  went  to  pray, 
And  'twas  moft  proper  I  fhould  come, 
AfTur'd  he  would  not  be  at  home, 
To  exercife  my  Love  EiTays, 
And  merit  her  Soul-faving  Grace. 

My  dear  fuccefsful  Dame  at  this, 
Could  hardly  fhrowd  her  Happinefs, 

She  made  fine  Court'fies  with  low  Stoop, 

And  drop'd  upon  the  Floor  her  Hoop ; 
From  Coat,  that  cover'd  her  fat  Side, 
That  was  at  leaft  fome  ten  Foot  wide ; 
When  getting  through  the  Door,  at  laft 
With  eager  Joy  to  me  do's  haft, 
And  finds  me  full  of  Pain  and  Doubt, 
And  fcarcely  able  to  hold  out ; 
Till  Ihe  with  words  like  Hermon  Dew, 
My  Vigour  did  once  more  renew. 

Not  poor  Delinquent,  whofe  Offence* 
Cram'd  in  a  Multitude  of  Sins, 
Condemn'd  is  by  .  Judicial  Might, 
Gallows  at  Hand,  and  Death  in  Sight, 
At  his  Reprieve  receives  the  Joy 
With  half  fo  much  Concern  as  I ; 
Her  Cordial  Sicknefs  did  command, 
I  feiz'd  my  Dame,  I  kifs'd  her  Hand, 
Her  Tale  my  Soul  did  fo  furprize, 
My  Fever  ceas'd,  I  fain  would  rife  ; 
And  when  fhe  Friday  nam'd,  the  Time 
I  was  to  meet  the  joy  fublime ; 
I  thought  from  Tuesday  to  that  Hour 
Would  be  an  Age,  at  leaft,  or  more. 

My  Thanks  innumerable  were, 
But  thofe  did  not  conclude  th'  Affair ; 
A  Purfc  I  gave,  with  grateful  Will, 
Which,  as  a  hundred  Broads,  did  fill ; 
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My  old  well  a&ing  Friend  foon  thought 

I  did  not  nfe  her  Skill  for  nought. 
With  fome  wry  Mouths,  and  fimp'ring  Eyes, 

Refufing  Hands,  and  Court'fies  nice; 

She  long  deny'd  the  moving  Purfe, 

Said,  Sir,  you  are  too  generous ; 

My  Love  and  my  Refpecls  were  greater 

Than  to  take  Prefents  of  this  Nature  ; 

But  when  her  Hand  I  kindly  prefs'd, 

Her  Fingers  open'd  all  at  laft. 

She  told  me  when  the  long'd  for  Day 

Appear'd,  the  Cadiz  gone  to  pray, 

I  muft  be  there,  'twixt  twelve  and  one. 

Stand  where  I  faw  her  laft  alone  ; 

And  if  fuch  Cure  were  in  her  Eye, 

I  fhould  not  want  a  full  Supply, 

To  let  me  in,  lhe'd  come  below, 

Which  yet  her  Father  muft  not  know  • 
For  he  Mens  Paffions  counted  not,  ' 

Nor  valu'd  Lovers  Deaths  a  Groat. 

When  fhe  was  gone,  my  Time  I  paft 
With  eating  Soop,— •  that  pleas'd  my  Tafte; 
Love's  Medicine  made  me  quick  Amends, 
J  rofe  next  Day  to  meet  my  Friends ; 
Who  freely  their  Rejoycings  pour'd, 
I  was  fo  well  from  Death  reftor'd. 

Friday  at  laft  came,  tho'  not  foon, 
When  Heaven  I  was  to  fee  at  Noon ; 
I  chofe  my  beft  Apparel  out, 
And  would  have  bath'd,  but  was  in  Doubt. 
A  Cold  that  I  might  get  by  that, 
Might  baulk  my  juft  recover'd  State  ; 
To  lhave  then  might  that  7  rouble  fave, 
Which  to  perform  I  Orders  gave. 
My  Servant  then  a  Barber  fought, 
And  this  confounded  Creature  brought. 

And  here  the  Gentleman  once  more 
The  Hearers  Patience  did  implore, 
That  it  might  o'er  their  Senfe  prevail, 
And  thus  went  forward,  with  his  Tale. 

The  Tale  of  the' horrible  impertinet  Barber. 

No  fooner  had  this  Wretch  appear'd 
And  pcep'd  upon  my  Face  and  Beard; 
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But  could  my  Ills  by  Palenefs  tell, 

I  fear,  crys  he,  Sir,  you're  not  well, 

I  told  him,  (true)  a  Fever  had, 

(Juft  lately  paft)  Diforder  made ; 

May  Heaven,  continued  he,  whofe  Beams 

Dilate,  with  Graces  in  Extremes  ; 

Be  with  you,  and  oblige  you  ftill. 

Thanks,  Sir,  faid  I,  1  hope  they  will  : 

Now,  Sir,  fays  he,  pray  let  me  know, 
What  Service  you  would  have  me  do  ; 
With  Razors,  Lancets,  I  am  Iped, 
Will  you  be  lhav'd,  or  elfe  be  bled? 
Not  bled,  return'd  I,  in  this  State, 
My  Sicknefs  has  difcourag'd  that : 
But  if  you'll  {have  me,  and  make  haft, 
And  not  lofe  time  in  pratlihg  faft, 
Becaufe  the  Hours  do  fwiftly  haft, 
You'll  give  me  Caufe, — e'er  one,  to  try, 
A  fpritely  Scene  of  lafting  Joy. 

Oh,  Sir,  I'm  quick,  then  anfwer'd  he, 
As  quick  as  mortal  Man  can  be  ! 
He  then  his  open'd  Cafe  did  ftiew, 
And  fets  his  Razors  in  a  Row ; 
His  Bafon  too  was  glittering  feen, 
But  e'er  he  put  the  Water  in, 
Hold,  Sir,  cry'd  he — , You're  fo  fublimc, 
,  In' managing  the  Points  of  Time, 
That  what  the  Sun  fays  I  mull  fee, 
When  'twill  be  one,  in  his  Degree. 
With  this,  he  from  his  Pocket  takes, 
An  Ajlrolabe,  and  out  he  walks, 
As  grave  as  Aftronomick  Wight, 
When  he  would  tell  the  Meteor's  Might  ; 
An  Aflrolabe  to  them  that  mifs, 
The  skill  of  knowing  what  it  is ; 
I  muft  declare  'tis  found  by  fome, 
Who  skilful  Star-ga2ers  become, 
An  Inftrument  *,  made  to  defcry, 
All  Planets  heights,  that  move  on  high. 
Can  tell  what  heights  the  Sun,  with  Tryal, 
And  Hours,  much  better  than  a  Dial, 
Of  Motions,  and  of  Diftances, 
Of  lengths  and  Breadths  in  all  Degrees  ; 


*  Ajlrolabe* 
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By  which  the  Barber  made  it  known 
It  wanted  two  long  Hours  to  one. 

Sir,  fays  the  Bead,  when  he  came  in. 
Difpofing  now  to  (have  agen ; 
This  Day  a  noted  Friday  is, 
The  Month  is  Safar  *,  as  you  guefs  ; 
Which  from  the  Annal  fifty  three, 
Our  Prophet's  great  Retreatment,  we 
From  Mecha  to  Medina  fee, 
And  in  the  Numbers/given  of  Years 
When  the  Epocha  plain  appears ; 
Of  great  f  hkinder  with  two  Horns,  ' 
Whofe  facred  Name  the  Art  adorns. 
We  find  that  Mars  and  Mercury 
Conjunctive  joyn'd,  do  fignify 
That  you  can't  choofe  a  better  Day 
For  taking  of  your  Beard  away  ; 
But  on  the  other  hand,  pray  mind, 
The  fame  Conjunction  thus  defign'd 
Is  a  bad  Prefage  too,  that  thence 
May  bring  you  Inconvenience  ; 
Which  if  imprudent  you  receive, 
It  may  attend  you  whilft  you  live. 
To  lhun  it  then,  Sir,  be  fo  wife, 
And  thank  me  for  my  good  Advice  ; 
This  Counfel  Knowledge  now  prepares, 
And  my  good  Judgment  in  the  Stars. 

Now,  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you  guefs, 
That  have  already  heard  my  Cafe, 
How  I  could  like,  and  how  difpenfe 
With  this  begun  Impertinence. 
My  Heart  that  on  the  Lady's  Score 
Was  wafting  then  the  Minutes  o'er, 
But  very  little  pleas'd  cou'd  be 
With  this  vile  Fool's  Aftronomy  ; 
I  told  him,  therefore,  in  fome  Heat,  . 
I  car'd  not  what  he  did  repeat ; 
Nor  did  my  Head  that  Moment  prize, 
His  grand  Predictions,  or  Advice  ; 

*  This  Tear  65-3  ,  is  one  of  the  Hegira ,  the  common  Epocha  of  the 
Mahometans. 

^  f  Alexander  the  Great ,  who  is  fometimes  cnWd  by  the  Arabians  Is- 
kinder,  with  the  two  Horw. 
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Or  any  way  concern'd  could  be 
With  his  acute  Chronology. 
You  now  came  hither,  Sir,  to  fiiave> 
Pray  do  fo,  and  your  Tenets  fave  ; 
No  Speeches  farther,  pray,  Sir,  ihavc, 
Or  I'll  another  Barber  have. 

The  Caitiff  then,  beyond  all  Grace, 
With  a  Itanch  Dulnefs  in  his  Face, 
Another  Barber,  Sir,  fays  he, 
You  can  no  other  have  like  me  : 
You  late  did  for  a  Barber  call, 
A  Barber  'twas,  and  that  was  all : 
A  common  Barber,  but  in  me 
You  have  one  of  extreme  Degree  ; 
The  heft  in  Bagdad  you  have  found, 
It  may  be  in  the  Nation  round  ; 
Befides,  that  Title  is  too  low, 
For  I  am  a  Phyfician  too. 
Chymiftry  know  profoundly  well, 
An  Aftrologue  infallible, 
Grammarian  finifh'd,  Orator, 
Logician,  fubtle  as  Du  Flour. 
In  Mathematicks  all  agree 
I'm  vers'd ;  as  firft,  Geometry, 
Arithmetick,  Auronomy ; 
And  all  Divifions,  without  flaw 
Of  Ptolemy  in  Algebra  : 
Hiftorians  never  could  difperfe 
More  Kingdoms  of  the  Univerfe : 
Befides,  moil  learned  Sir,  I  know 
Whence  all  Philofophy  do's  flow  ; 
My  Skill  their  falfe  Tradition  mends, 
I  have  all  at  my  Fingers  ends, 
I've  Poetry,  Architecture  got ; 
I  am,  alas  !  what  am  I  not  ? 
There's  nothing  in  grave  Nature  lies 
That  can  be  hidden  from  my  Eyes : 
Your  Father  late,  to  whofe  fad  Death 
In  Memory  of  Tears  bequeath, 
My  radiant  Merits  did  convince, 
Who  fpoke  of  me  'mongft  Men  of  Senfe  ; 
As  if  I  th'  nobleft  Artift  were 
That  ever  (hav'd,  or  dipt  a  Hair  ; 
And  now,  to  give  his  Friendfhip  due, 
Tm  willing  tq  take  up  with  you  ; 


Protection 
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Prote&ion  choofc  then,  make  amends, 
You'll  mid  the  Stars  are  all  my  Friends. 

This  Stuff,  good  Sirs,  he  chatter'd  off, 
Which  I  confefs  had  made  me  laugh, 
But  that  the  Bell  for  Prayers  begun, 
And  I  was  mad  to  have  him  done  ; 
Crys  I,  ye  Pratler,  hold  your  Peace, 
Will  you  yet  fhave  me,  will  you  ceafe  > 
Sir,  anfwers  he,  you  can't  accompt 
For  giving  me  this  vile  Affront ; 
You  call  me  Pratler,  but  the  known 
Of  thofe  who  are  in  Judgment  grown, 
The  worthy  Name  of  Silent  give 
When  they  would  my  Difcourfe  receive. 
Tis  true,  I  had  fix  Brethren  once, 
Whom  Pratlers  you  might  well  pronounce, 
And  to  dim'nguifh  right  their  Fames, 
I  think  it  fit  you  know  their  Names  ; 
The  firft  was  Backbone,  fhort  and  black, 
The  fecond  Backbra,  third  Backbac  ; 
Barbrack  the  fourth,  fifth  Almafted ; 
The  fixth  was  Schacabak  the  red. 
Thefe  were  Impertinent  with  Noife, 
But  for  my  part,  as  younger  Choice, 
I  (till  was  found  mute  and  concife, 
My  Jearn'd  Difcourfes  grave  and  wife. 

Oh !  Gentlemen,  you're  now  affur'd 
Th'  Aflaffination  I  endur'd ; 
Give  him,  fays  I  to  th'  Houfekeeper, 
Who,  waiting  my  Commands,  was  there, 
A  Piece,  and  fend  the  Devil  away, 
For  I  will  not  be  fhav'd  to  day. 
How,  Sir,  faid  he,  with  ftarting  then  ! 
Not  Ihav'd  to  day,  what  is't  you  mean  ? 
Did  you  not  fend  for  me  to  come, 
And  take  me  from  my  Houfe  at  home? 
Made  me  neglect  my  Bufinefs  there, 
As  I'm  a  Mujfulman  I  fwear 
By  the  grand  Faith  I  owe  to  that, 
You  muft  and  fliall  be  fhav'd,  that's  flat : 
Your  Face  (hall  feel  my  artful  Force, 
Or  I'll  not  ftir  out  of  your  Doors  ; 
If  you  my  Virtues  value  not, 
That  is  not,  fliall  not,  be  my  Fault. 
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Your  noble  Father  Juftice  did 
Whene'er  he  fent  for  me  to  bleed  : 
Sit  down,  fays  he,  in  Elbow  Chair, 
And  fome  fine  Matters  let  me  hear ; 
I  kept  him  in  continual  Strain, 
I  talk'd,  I  raviuYd  him  again; 
And  when  I  finifh'd  my  Difcourfe, 
Oh  God  \  cry'd  he,  what  rapid  Source ! 
What  inexhauftible  Degrees 
This  Barber  has  of  Sciences  ? 
No  Bard  his  depth  of  Knowledge  bears, 
And  each  one  muft  admire  that  hears. 


I  can't  deferve  this  Honour  done  ; 
If  any  fine  thing  I  purfue 
'Tis  always  to  your  Favour  due, 
Your  liberal  Worth  inlpires  my  time, 
And  makes  me  render  things  fublime  ; 
You  prune  my  Thoughts  with  artful  Eafe, 
And  give  me  Happinefs  to  pi  eafe. 

One  Day  when  I  regal'd  his  Brain 
With  a  mod  admirable  Strain, 
Give  him,  fays  he,  for  this  Difcourfe 
An  hundred  Pieces  in  a  Purfe, 
Fetch  him  a  rich  Robe  never  worn, 
We  mult  this  wond'rous  Wit  adorn  ; 
The  Servant  his  Commands  purfu'd, 
And  not  to  taint  my  Gratitude, 
His  Horofcope  I  ftraight  outdrew, 
And  found  it  happy,  as  'twas  true ; 
And  to  declare  my  grateful  Mood, 
With  Cupping  Glalfes  let  him  Blood. 

This  long  Harangue,  near  half  an  Hour, 
Patch'd  full  of  Lies,  his  Tongue  did  fliower, 
And  tho'  a  fretful  Rage  did  fway, 
Yet  then  I  knew  not  what  to  fay  ; 
'Till  I  at  laft,  with  cautious  Heed, 
Thought  Mildnefs  better  would  fucceed  ; 
For  Heavens  fake,  faid  I,  then  (cool) 
Since  fine  Difcourfes  make  me  dull, 
Difpatch  me  prefently,  I  pray, 
For  I  have  an  Affair  to  day 
That  to  the  laft  Importance  tends, 
Shave  me,  and  be  my  beft  of  Friends. 


My  mod  dear  Sir,  faid  I 
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At  thefe  Words  fpoke,  fo  mild  and  fair, 
The  Hound  with  his  Lacomck  Air, 
That  more  Impertinence  gave  place, 
Laugh'd  out  to  fee  my  modeft  Grace. 

It  would,  faid  he,  moft  gravely  then, 
Be  a  rare  Topick  amongft  Men, 
If  we  our  Paffions  could  refrain, 
Or  that' our  Minds  were  of  one  Strain  ; 
That  fo  we  might  grave  Temper  prize, 
And  always  be  accounted  wife. 
Your  Humour  late,  that  I  agree, 
Shew'd  feeming  Anger  turn'd  at  me, 
Is  your  Diitemper,  which  do's  caufe 
A  Change,  and  not  what  Reafon  draws  : 
r  or  Reafon  fays,  you  Ihould  receive 
Some  wife  Inftru&ions  I  can  give, 
And  take  for  your  Example  there 
Your  Father  and  your  Grandfather  ; 
Who  when  Refults  would  not  agree, 
Came  wifely  and  confulted  me; 
Who,  without  Vainnefs,  eas'd  their  Minds, 
They  prov'd  my  Counfel  in  all  kinds ; 
And  would  you  do  as  they  have  done, 
You  without  Hazard  might  go  on. 
Obferve  me,  Sir,  and  take  good  heed, 
In  Enterprize  Men  don't  fucceed, 
Unlefs  they  properly  advife 
With  fome  quick-lighted  Friends,  and  wife  ; 
Which,  as  the  Proverb  aptly  tells, 
Is  one  that  is  like  me, —  not  elfe. 
Here,  here  I  am,  Sir,  fix'd  and  bound 
To  any  Service  you'll  propound  ; 
To  a£t,  or  counfel,  fpeak,  or  write, 
And  fet  you  in  a  fairer  Light. 

Confound  your  damn'd  Impertinence, 
Cry'd  I,  and  your  Hobgoblin  Senfe, 
That  do's  in  no  Regard  proceed, 
But  only  means  to  fplit  my  Head, 
And  keep  me  from  a  Place  of  Blifs 
Where  I  fhould  reap  all  Happinefs. 
Shave  me,  I  fay,— let  it  be  done, 
Begin  this  Moment,  or  be  gone. 
Then  in  a  Huff  I  ftorm'd  and  fwore, 
And  ftamp'd  my  Foot  againft  the  Floor ; 
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My  Rage  fuch  A£ts  of  Paffion  had, 
He  well  might  think  I  was  half  mad, 

When  this  egregious  Devil  had  feeti 
The  horrid  Anger  I  was  in, 
No  more,  faid  he,  I  will  begin. 
Then  lather'd  me  with  Ball  well  fiYd, 
And  his  bright  metal'd  Fuizor  poiz'd  ; 
But  four  Sweeps  he  had  fcarcely  given] 
My  Face,  but  flopping,  cry'd,  By  Heaven, 
Your  Haftinefs  fuch  Tranfports  rais'd, 
I  mutt  needs  tell  you  I'm  amaz'd  ; 
Tis,  Sir;  the  Devil  that  do's  controiilj 
And  fway  the  Motions  of  your  Soul ; 
This  makes  my  Merits  of  light  Strain, 
My  great  Coniiderations  vain  : 
This  makes  my  fhining  Virtues  dull, 
My  Knowledge  weak,  and  I  a  Fool ; 
Retards  all  Judgment  from  your  Eyes, 
That  God-like  ftiould  your  Heart  furprize  ; 

But  I  refolve,  maturely  grave,  

Damme,  fays  I,  refolve  to  lhave ; 
Share,  ftiave  me,  ye  eternal  Fop, 
The  Suds  that  ye  half  left  me,  flop 
My  Tongue  from  Railing.    Sirj  Pve  done, 
Reptyd  the  Rafcal,  and  went  on 
So  far,  that  now  the  Rogue  was  got 
From  my  Chin  part  down  to  my  Throat. 
Stop,  flop  your  Mouth,  cry'd  he,  good  Sir, 
For  fear  I  hurt  your  Jugular  ; 
Whofe  extra  riling  may  betray 
Your  Life  at  every  Word  you  fay  i 
Let  Moderation  gently  foar, 
Then  pratled  half  an  Hour,  or  mor& 

The  Clock,  faid  I,  jti'fl  Twelve  has  gone, 
Speak,  fpeak  no  more,  go  on,  go  on. 
Part  Twelve^  he  cry'd,  it  cannot  be, 
But  to  refolve  ye  I'll  go  fee. 
His  Aftrolabe  then  ftraight  he  felt, 
And  clapping  Razor  in  his  Belt, 
Into  the  Yard  he  quick  do's  run 
To  take  the  Noon-tide  by  the  Sun  5 
Then  coming  back,  'tis  not  that  Hour, 
Says  he,  by  Aftr  onomick  Power ; 
My  Aftrolabe  each  Minute  knows, 
No  matter  how  the  Dial  goes. 

R  Think, 
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Think,  Sirs,  how  much  I  was  in  Wrath, 
My  Beard  half  fhav'd,  the  reft  in  Froth  ; 
My  Eyes  with  Rage  did  wildly  ftare, 
Was  half  a  Beau,  and  half  a  Bear  ; 
I  would  have  fpoke  a  raving  Oath 
But  half  the  Suds  ran  in  my  Mouth, 
'Till  fwallowing  fome,  wiping  the  reft, 
I  thus  began. — -Ye  curfed  Beaft, 
Fiend,  that  my  Soul  has  fill'd  with  Hurry, 
You  are  no  Barber,  you're  a  Fury  ; 
Shaver  ofMifchief,  Son  of  Bitch, 
I  know  not  how  to  frame  my  Speech  ; 
Nor  what  'tis  ftops  me  with  fud  Face 
From  Strangling  of  a  Whelp  fo  bafe, 

Ye  Cur,  ye  motley  Brach.  Hold,  Sir, 

Ofdevilijh  Vajfion  pray  take  care, 
'The  Scoundrel  cry'd,  and  with  grave  Look 
From  off  his  Belt  the  Razor  took, 
And  when  I  three  Sweeps  more  had  got 
His  Weapon  then  had  pafs'd  my  Throat ; 
But  yet  his  Tongue  could  not  forbear 
To  ask  what  Bufinefs  urg'd  this  Care, 
And  what  'twas  I  was  going  about, 
That  made  my  Paffion  fo  break  out  ? 
Well,  well,  faid  I,  if  that's  the  Cafe, 
And  that  will  make  ye  end  my  Face, 
I'm  going  now  fome  Friends  to  meet, 
That  in  a  merry  Hour  think  fit 
To  dine,  and  drink  a  Glafs  by  th'  by, 
Upon  my  Health's  Recovery.  " 
This,  tho'  a  Lye,  I  thought  muft  do, 
Provided  he  could  think  it  true. 

When  this  was  faid,  the  Villain  then, 
As  if  he  was  the  beft  of  Men, 
Put  a  dull  Air  upon  his  Face, 
Heaven  profper,  Sir,  fays  he,  your  Days  ; 
May  that  Difeafe  you  late  have  born 
Approach  no  more,  nor  Heat  return 
To  hurry  your  Soul's  brighter  part, 
From  Judgment  of  my  fage  Defert : 
The  Story  of  your  merry  Treat 
Amongft  your  Friends,  with  mine  do's  meet ; 
Who  have  invited  five  or  fix 
To  dine,  and  with  good  Humour  mix, 
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And  turn  the  paffive  Honrs  of  Day 
To  Mirth  that  fhall  be  brisk  and  gay. 

'Twas  now  I  thought  I  had  the  Fate 
To  make  the  Fellow  ceafe  to  prate  : 
1  told  him  then,  tho'  Friends  had  Power 
To  bring  me  out,  yet  I  had  (tore 
Of  good  Provifions  left  t'  appear, 
And  if  he  would  difpatch  me  here 
I'd  give  it  all ;  to  make  Amends, 
Treat  and  be  merry  with  his  Friends  ; 
Bottles  too,  fine  he  iliould  agree  'em. 
Blefs  you,  fays  he,  pray  let  me  fee  'em  ? 
With  that,  to  pleafe  him,  one  was  there 
I  fent  to  bring  in  the  good  Fare  ; 
A  Lamb,  four  Capons,  and  fome  Fifli, 
Twelve  Ortolans  to  make  a  Difh, 
As  many  Pitchers  of  good  Wine. 
Tis  well,  cry'd  he,  'tis  very  fine  ; 
And  with  fome  Sweeps  more  after  this 
Ke  made  a  fnift  to  end  my  Phiz, 
Pleas'd  with  this  liberal  Happinefs. 
When  he  had  done  he  made  a  Bow, 
Was  almoft  to  the  Ground  as  low  ; 
And  cry'd,  your  Father,  Sir,  I  find 
In  each  part  of  your  gen'rous  Mind  ; 
I  thank  ye  for  your  noble  Care, 
My  Friends  too  fhall  your  Bounty  fharCj 
And  now  I'll  tell  ye  who  they  are. 
No,  no,  fays  I,  that  Pains  don't  take, 
And  pray,  Sir,  let  me  fee  your  Back. 
My  Back,  crys  he,  e'er  I  make  known 
My  Friends  to  blefs  this  Bounty  fliewn^ 

'Fore  gad  it  muft  not  be.  The  firft 

In  proper  Station  born  and  nurs'd, 

Is  one  that  th'  good  Employment  hath 

Of  rubbing  People  at  the  Bath 

To  clear  their  Skins,  his  Name  Zantout 

The  fecond  Salt,  goes  about 

The  ample  Streets  of  Bagdad  round, 

And  crys  boil'd  Peafe,  three  Sols  a  Pound? 

In  husks,  or  out,  as  he  thinks  fit ; 

A  Man  that  great  Renown  do's  get 

'Mongft  Female  Kind  who  ftarch  and  knit, 
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The  third  Sallout,  who  barters  Beans ;  } 

The  fourth  Askerfcha,  that  fells  Greens,  >• 

Carrots,  and  Turnips,  fit  for  Queens.  ) 

Aboumkerez^  who  lays  the  Duft,  *\ 

And  Cafem,  hardy,  flout,  and  Juft,  C 

At  Halbert  good  for  Blow  or  Thruft  ;  J 

Who  famous  ever  was  prepar'd 

The  Caliph's  beft  of  his  Life-guard. 

Amongft  thefe  Perfons  there's  not  one 

That's  quarrelfome  or  peevifh  grown, 

They'll  have  more  Pleafnre  at  their  Sport 

Than  th'  Caltph  has  with  his  gay  Court : 

None  of  all  thefe  but  Wit  propounds, 

Confound  'em  all,  crys  I,  Odz— ds, 

Shall  I  not  yet  be  quiet  made 

Tho'  you  are  feafted,  and  you're  paid, 

Will  you  not  look  like  one  that  goes, 

That  I  may  now  put  on  my  Cloaths  ? 

You  fhall  do't  inftantly,  crys  he, 
But  one  thing  you  muft  hear  from  me  ; 
*Tis  of  Zantout,  the  firft  of  thefe, 
The  Wit  I  told  you,  that  fells  Peafe; 
A  Song  he  fings  call'd  Bagdad's  Choice, 
For  you  muft  know  he  has  a  Voice, 
And  chants,  like  Englifi  D'Urfey  Whims, 
Of  Humour  upon  all  Extremes ; 
'Tis  of  Tom  Stith,  and  do's  belong 
To  one  o'th  Opera's  there  fung  ; 
When  Caponides  trills  and  fqueaks, 
And  Nonfenfe  with  the  Audience  takes. 
I  (hake  juft  like  him,  lend  your  Ear, 
And  Trill o  fhall  with  Art  appear  : 
The  Paper's  here,  to  make  this  good, 
Which  he'd  prefent  do  what  I  cou'd. 

The  Barber'/  comical  Song ,  Recitative  and  Air ,  abufing 
the  O  P  E  R  a's. 

Rec  itative, 

From  Shipboard  rais'd  on  high  in  crofs-leg'd  Pofture, 

From  toping  two  full  Pots  to  raife  new  Vigour, 
I  from  my  Wedlock  am  like  Infect  roving, 
To  fcek  from  yon'  gay  Tuba  Rofe  frefh  Odour- 
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That  Tuba  Rofe,  my  Friends,  when  faid, 
Touch'd  me  fo  clofe,  it  made  me  mad. 
But  now  for  the  Air,  j 

A  1  R. 

Ah  me,  poor  love-fick  humble  Bee, 
That  fly  o'er  Trees  fo  tall  and  proper, 
To  meet  my  Tuneful  Cowlady  ; 
And  hear  her  fing  an  Air  at  Supper. 

Ah,  deareft  Cow,  

Ah,  deareft  Cow,  

Ah,  deareft  deareft  Cowlady, 
Since  I  by  Fate  am  thine  ; 

Say  then,  fweet  Hum,  

Sweet  Buz  and  Hum  ;  

Sweet  Hum  and  Buz,  or  Buz  and  Hum, 
Thou  ever  wilt  be  mine. 

This  Song,  Sirs,  with  an  aukward  Face, 

And  your  Italian  fingers  Grace, 

He  breath'd  me  out,  tho'  not  in  Tune, 

Then  danc'd  me  Cafim's  Rigadoon  ; 

Whilft  I  bewail'd  my  Deftiny, 

Ready  to  laugh,  ready  to  cry  ; 

Unfit  to  fay  or  do  a  thing 

That  could  him  to  Conclufion  bring, 

'Till  he  at  laft  addrefling  on 

I'm  now,  Sir,  going  to  be  gone  ; 

But  I've  a  generous  Thought  that  fays 

You  may,  Sir,  do  me  fpccial  Grace  • 

Which  is,  that  you  will  be  fo  free 

To  leave  your  trivial  Company, 

And  be  fo  good  to  dine  with  me. 

Your  Friends,  perhaps,  for  want  of  Senfes, 

May  teize  you  with  Impertinences, 

And  bring  again  your  Malady,  ^ 
From  which  you  have  juft  now  got  free  ;  C 
But  this  you  know,  you're  fure  of  me  :  ^ 
Who  ftill  lhall  pleafe  ye  with  the  force 
Of  my  Incomp'rable  Difcourfe. 

Now  notwithftanding  all  my  Rage, 
And  the  vaft  Love  that  did  engage, 
This  Rogue's  confounded  Impudence, 
And  Volume  of  Impertinence, 
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Made  me  a  Smile  half  acted  fhew, 

Yet  I  to  anfwer  him  cry'd  no  ; 

I  could  not  to  his  Friends  be  fhewn, 

But  muft  make  ready  for  my  own. 

Nothing  was  yet  to  help  me  found, 

My  Mildnefs  gain'd  of  him  no  Ground  : 

But  after  what  I  faid,  crys  he, 

Sir,  you've  improv'd  my  Modefty, 

And  I'm  afham'd  I  did  not  own 

The  Folly  I  have  lately  done, 

To  let  you  meet  your  Friends  alone. 

You  have  mod  freely  given  a  Treat 

To  mine,  of  precious  Wine  and  Meat ; 

And  in  return  what  Beau:  am  I 

Not  t'  offer  ye  my  Company  ; 

Let  'em  regale,  be  merry  too, 

Be  pleas'd  to  take  me,  Sir,  with  you. 

My  Merits,  and  my  comick  Strain, 

Humour,  and  Learning  too,  not  vain, 

Y  our  bcft  of  Friends  fhall  entertain. 

I'll  carry  ftraight  your  Prefent  home, 
And  infiantly  to  you  I'll  come  : 
If  you  have  there  engag'd  a  Feaft 
I  fhall  be  found  the  pnmiere  Jeft  ; 
You'll  pleafe  'em  all  with  bringing  me, 
I'm  fuch  engaging  Company. 

Heavens,  cry'd  I  then,  will  nothing  do, 
Confider,  Friend,  what  you  purfuc  ? 
The  People  I  fhall  meet  with  there  ' 
Are  of  a  different  Chara&er, 
Not  prone  to  any  other  thing 
But  what  Diverlion  we  fhall  bring. 
No  Jeft,  crys  he,  they  e'er  will  fpeak 
But  I  fhall  frill  Diverlion  make  : 
^  our  Modefly  is  much  too  nice 
In  thus  refilling  one  fo  wife  ; 
But  I'll  controul  your  Humour  now, 
A.nd  to  oblige  ye  make  a  Vow 
To  go  with  ye,  and  fhew  my  Skill, 
Do  what  you  can,  fay  what  you  will. 
I  rav'd  again,  but  'twas  all  one, 
The  Slave  went  on  as  he  begun, 
And  I  had  no  way  pertinent 
At  laft,  but  giving  my  Confent ; 
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I  ftiall,  thinks  I,  then  get  him  our, 
And  to  avoid  him  make  no  doubt. 

Well,  well,  faid  I,  you've  gain'd  your  Ends, 
You  fhall,  Sir,  go  and  fee  my  Friends ; 
Your  over-acted  Courtefy 
Has  manag'd  this  Confent  from  me. 
Go  then  and  carry  home  your  Feaft, 
And  take  my  Servants  to  affiit ; 
Whence  foon  return,  as  you  think  bed, 
And  you  will  find  me  ready  dreft. 

This  curfed  Beard-clipper,  that  flood 
And  faw  me  act  a  Humour  good, 
Much  better  than  he  had  deferv'd, 
And  with  my  Prefent  being  well  ferv'd, 
Went  out  that  Moment,  telling  me 
He'd  be  returning  inftantly. 
This  pleas'd  me  beyond  all  Affairs, 
For  now  the  Saints  Bell  rang  to  Prayers, 
And  I,  in  fpite  of  his  vile  Crime, 
Had  with  my  Miftrefs  kept  the  time  ; 
The  fav'rite  Moment  coming  on, 
As  being  juft  'twixt  Twelve  and  One  ; 
But  this  damn'd  Fellow  born  to  be 
In  every  kind  a  Plague  to  me, 
Went  home,  and  chancing  then  to  find 
His  Friends  not  come,  as  they  defign'd, 
Return'd  with  Speed,  as  he  thought  fit, 
And  faw  me  coming  thro'  the  Street ; 
That  I  had  baulk'd  him  ftraight  he  knew, 
But  yet  that  he  might  Mifchief  do, 
Me  at  the  Door  he  foon  had  feen 
Where  the  great  Cadiz  liv'd  let  in  ; 
Saw  my  fair  Saint,  whofe  Eyes  ftroke  deep, 
Divinely  from  her  Window  peep  ; 
And  finding  me  fuch  Favour  lhare, 
Mutt  think  'twas  Love  that  brought  me  there  ; 
A  kind  old  Woman  ftraight  made  way 
And  brought  me  up  where  Beauty  lay  ; 
Where  my  fond  Heart  receiv'd  a  Feall 
Of  Pleafure  not  to  be  exprefsU 

Cut-beard  flood  watching  all  this  time, 
And  I,  my  joy  was  fo  fublime, 
Flad  tir'd  the  Hours  that  hurry'd  on, 
And  ftay'd  fo  long  'till  Prayers  were  done  ; 
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fe£SCn  did  1  with  Love  Purfte, 
1  n  Effects  of  this  dear  Interview, 
iSut  at  the  Door  a  Noife  we  heard  ; 

*  or  which  my  Angel,  not  prepar'd, 

*  ound  that  it  was  her  Father  come 
before  he  was  expc&ed  home. 
She  knew  his  rigid  Humour  well, 
And  how  t'  excufe  me  could  not  tell  • 
Yet  hop'd,  altho'  lhe  me  had  met, 
He  d  not  to  her  Apartment  get ; 

But  that  fhe  fhould,  with  little  (toy, 
Get  me  from  thence  convey'd  away 

But  now,  whilft  fhe  my  Soul  did  chean 
Vou  fhall  another  Story  hear  ; 
And  how  this  Shaver,  doubly  curft, 
Still  plagu'd  me,  as  he  did  at  firft. 

Fhe  Reverend  Cadiz  taking  Care 
Of  managing  his  Houfe  Affair, 
Had,  for  fome  grand  Performance  flipt, 
Order  d  a  Slave  to  be  well  whipt : 
Who  feeling  the  Effecls,  his  Voice 
-txtended  with  outrageous  Noife, 
And  made  fuch  Clamour  within  Doors 
TtrL.  a  HanSman  fliew'd  his  Force  ; 
Which  made  this  Devil,  who  flood  clofc 
Where  I  firft  faw  the  Tuba  Rofe, 
Hearing  the  Blows  repeated  be, 
And  the  Cry  lafl,  believe  'twas  me  ; 
And  that  the  Cadiz,  known  fevere 
Had  flafh'd  me  for  my  coming  there. 
Mad  with  a  Crime  of  Wrong  fuppofe, 
With  furious  haftc  away  he  goes  • 
Calls  all  my  Servants  inftantly,  ' 
And  every  Neighbour  map  was  by  ; 
1  ells  all  the  Story  known  of  late, 
And  how  that  odious  Magiftratc 
lynding  I  to  his  Daughter  flipt, 
Had,  like  a  School-boy,  vilely  whipt 
Thegather'd  Mob  the  Cadiz  hated' 
And  hearing  now  this  Tale  related  ; 
i  hat  they'd  pull  down  the  Houfe,  they  crv'd 
Were  I  not  freed,  and  fatisfy'd. 
Their  Rage  the  Barber  (trove  t'  augment 
And  to  his  flancj'rous  Tongue  gave  vent'- 


A  Barber  a  Fury. 

And  hearing  the  old  Father  fwear 
That  never  any  Man  came  there, 
Runs  up  to  him  with  Oaths  and  Yells, 
And  this  prodigious  Story  tells. 

Ye  curfed  Cadtz,  how  ftiould  you 
Know  all  things  in  your  Houfe  they  do  ? 
Your  Daughter  hides  her  am'rous  League, 
And  you  know  nought  of  her  Intrigue  ; 
'Till  you  the  rent'rous  Youngfter  got, 
And  flafttt  him  for  his  loving  Fault  * 
But  I  muft  tell  your  mud  led  Brain 
She  knows  how  flie  fhould  entertain ; 
She  gave  him  tender  Entrance  when 
Your  Honour  pray'd  and  cry'd  Amen. 
Appear'd  with  Charms  kind  Lovers  draw* 
And  this  that  I  declare — I  faw. 
Oh  horrid  Monfter!  fit  for  Jayl, 
Oh  poys'nous  Tongue  !  beyond  avail, 
Did  ever  Fiend  tell  fuch  a  Tale  ? 
The  Cadiz,  as  I  told  you  here, 
Was  grave,  and  wife,  and  molt  fevere  ; 
To  Honour  ty'd,  and  Dignity, 
So  regular  to  his  Family, 
That  if  his  Daughter  wild  had  bin. 
And  wantonly  had  let  me  in  ; 
She  managing  no  more  EfTays, 
Had  loft  his  Grace  her  reft  of  Days. 
The  Lady  too  was  quite  undone, 
At  this  vile  Speech  was  carry'd  on  ; 
Who  knowing  what  was  done  of  late 
Was  to  retrieve  my  Soul  from  Fate, 
Was  almoft  to  Diftraction  brought 
To  find  her  Charity — her  Fault ; 
But  I  confounded  more  had  been, 
I  trembled,  and  durft  not  be  feen  ; 
But  got  up  to  fome  Room  above 
To  hide  me  from  that  burftling  Drove. 
Mean  time  pray  mind  the  Father's  Cafe, 
Who  glad  to  give  the  People  Eafe, 
Declar'd  he  nothing  knew  of  me  ; 
That  they  ftiould  fearch,  that  they  fhould  fee  ; 
That  he  well  knew  his  Daughter's  Care, 
Had  ne'er  efpous'd  that  ftrange  Affair  ; 
Which  hearing  they  got  quickly  loofe, 
And  all  went  in  to  fearch  the  Houfe. 
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Whilft  they  were  gone  with  Mobbifli  Hurry, 
To  fave  me  from  the  Father's  Fury, 
I  look'd  about  my  new  got  Place 
To  feek  what  Hole  to  hide  me  was ; 
And  accidentally  a  Cheft 
I  found,  where  Lumber  had  been  prefs'd  ; 
Old  Shirts  and  Stockings,  Coats  and  Hats. 
With  Med'cines  ftow'd  in  Gallipots. 
In  fhort  more  Scents  it  did  inclofe 
1  han  ever  damnify 'd  a  Nofe  ; 
But  thefe  were  EiTences  to  me 
If  I  could  hide  in't,  and  be  free. 

A  catching  Lock  there  was  that  would 
Have  clos'd  me  well,  but  e'er  I  could 
Enfconce  comes  up  this  Devil  agen. 
Faith,  Sir,  you're  right,  fays  he,  get  in  ; 
I3eft  way  to  be  unknown  you  take, 
I'll  bear  ye  off  upon  my  Back  ; 
The  Neighbours  here  are  ready  too 
To  help  ye  without  more  ado. 

With  that  he  took  the  Chert  away, 
Not  hearing  what  I  had  to  fay ; 
But  call'd  his  Neighbours,  one  by  one, 
To  help  him  with  his  Burthen  down. 
I  was  fo  ftunn'd  at  this  nrange  111 
I  let  him  do't,  and  fo  lay  ftill ; 
Believing  if  I  fell  in  Rage 
His  a£t  I  could  not  difengage. 

But  now  behold  the  Curfe  I  got 
By  this  damn'd  bufy  Fellow's  Hot ; 
They  made  fuch  hafte  with  their  Affairs, 
And  went  fo  jumbling  down  the  Stairs, 
This  curfed  Barber  flipt  at  lart, 
And  down  ten  Steps  the  Chert  was  cart. 
My  Leg  fo  vile  a  Sprain  it  gave 
No  Remedy  I'm  like  to  have  : 
Yet  tho'  this  fatal  Mifchief  came, 
And  I'm  to  be  for  ever  lame  ; 
Thq'  thus  my  Body  plagu'd  mull  be 
By  this  vile  Scoundrel's  Villany, 
Yet  what  fell  afterwards  gave  more 
Of  W rong  than  I  had  known  before. 

The  Cadiz,  that  had  noted  all, 
Stood  jurt  below,  and  faw  me  fall ; 
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Found  that  the  Barber  right  had  been, 
And  that  his  Daughter  let  me  in  ; 
The  Shame  of  which,  in  its  Degree, 
So  naufeous  to  his  Gravity, 
He  made  a  Speech  the  Mob  to  quell, 
And  fhuts  Amanda  in  a  Cell. 
Own'd  there  fome  wanton  Truth  muft  be, 
And  would  have  known  the  Truth  from  me  ; 
But  I,  with  Pain  by  my  ftrange  Sore, 
Made  fhift  to  get  me  out  of  Door ; 
And  hobling  then,  tho'  not  apace, 
Not  far  from  thence  I  found  a  Place 
Where  liv'd  a  Friend  that  baulk'd  the  Rout, 
Lock'd  me  foon  in,  and  kept  them  out ; 
The  Barber  and  his  motley  Crew, 
That  he  had  rais'd,  my  Love  t'  undo. 
Now,  Sirs,  you  find  me  quite  undone, 

My  Love  betray'd,  my  Miftrefs  gone ; 

The  Cadiz  raging  to  degree 

Againft  his  Daughter  there,  and  me  ; 

Refolving  all  the  Truth  to  know 

Whatever  Scandal  it  might  fhew  ; 

Whilft  I,  that  did  the  Mifchief  find, 

That  now  I  ne'er  fhould  make  her  kind, 

And  that  her  Father's  Anger  might 

Purfue  me  with  uncommon  Height ; 

Straight  left  the  Town  difturb'd  and  griev'd 

Where  he  and  this  curs'd  Barber  liv'd  ; 

Hoping,  tho'  lame,  to  find  fome  Eafe 

Where  he  fhould  ne'er  my  Senfe  dilpleafe. 
Now  to  Batfora  being  retir'd, 

And  here  a  friendly  Surgeon  hir'd, 

He  fcarce  one  Week  has  help'd  my  Evil, 

Bat  here  agen  Pve  met  this  Devil. 

And  thus  you'll  find  my  Tale  will  clofe, 

For  now  I've  met  my  word  of  Foes, 

And  better  fhould  a  Treat  efleem 

With  Satan,  than  to  dine  with  him. 
And  now  the  noted  Tale  was  done 

The  Gentleman  would  fain  be  gone, 

Finding,  to  raife  the  Comedy, 

Barber  was  going  to  reply  ; 

Who  made  wry  Months,  with  Hums  and  Haws, 

As  if  he  would  controul  the  Caufe  ; 
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But  they  that  heard  were  fo  well  plcas'd 
With  what  the  Gentleman  exprefs'd, 
They  would  hot  let  the  Shaver  fpcak, 
But  took  him  rudely  by  the  Neck, 
And  all  together  pray'd  the  Hoft 
He  might  not  lhare  the  Boil'd  nor  Road  ; 
Who,  willing  to  pleafe  all  were  there, 
Thru  ft  Barber  out  to  dine  elfe  where  ; 
Refolv'd  no  farther  to  commence 
The  Plague  of  fuch  Impertinence. 
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Socrates  and  Timandra: 

O  R, 

Love  the  beft  Philosopher. 
The  firft  Moral  Story. 


i. 

HEN  Europe  gloried  in  her  Learn'd  and  Brave, 
And  Greece  from  many  Empires  bore  the  Prize ; 
When  Wealth  to  Arts  and  Arms  Precedence 
gave, 

And  Men  efteem'd  it  Grandeur  to  be  Wife : 
2. 

When  founding  Title  was  a  Trifle  thought, 

And  Virtue  prov'd  an  Ornament  of  State ; 
Then  Socrates,  that  Rules  in  Athens  taught, 

Was  known  for  Judgment  to  be  truly  great. 

3. 

His  Soul  adorn'd  with  glorious  Sciences, 

And  Prudence,  which  did  all  his  Actions  guide, 

Made  large  Atonement  for  the  taking  Grace, 
Which  Nature,  to  his  Perfon,  had  deny'd. 


4.  Neglect 


232     Socrat ES  ^^/Timandra:  Qfi 


Negle&ful  Nature,  Fav'rite  but  to  few, 
Had  fent  this  Jem  unpolifht  to  the  Light ; 

Rough  in  the  Quarry  of  ingrateful  Hue, 
And  only  in  its  native  Virtue  bright. 

But  Fame*  to  make  Amends/his  Worth  had  rais'd 
Far  as  extended  Wings  the  Mafs  could  bear ;  ' 

And  with  loud  Eccho's  of  repeated  Praife 
Renown'd  his  Reputation  far  and  near.' 

6. 

The  large  Efteem  he  gain'd,  of  Good  and  Wife, 
Had  o'er  the  Continent  fuch  ftrong  Effect, 

The  Natives,  and  oft-times  whole  Families 
Implor'd  his  Aid  to  councel  and  protect. 

7. 

Amongft  the  Reft,  a  Senator,  who  dy'd, 
And  to  the  Sage  did  perfect  Friendftiip  bear  ! 

Confiding  in  the  Virtue  he  had  try'd, 
Bequeathed  his  darling  Daughter  to  his  Care. 

8. 

Divine  Timandra^  beautiful  as  Day, 

When  firft  the  facred  Fiat  Nature  bleft  ; 

All  that  was  Fair  did  in  her  Face  difplay, 
Whilft  all  was  good  adorn'd  her  lovely  Breaft 

9- 

A  poinant  Fancy,  mix'd  with  folid  Senfe, 

Grew  blooming  onward  from  her  Infant  time  ; 

Whofe  Seeds  bleft  Reafon's  Rules  did  influence. 
And  mellow'd  for  the  rare  Meridian  prime. 

10. 

The  grateful  Soil  to  make  maturely  fit 

For  farrfd  Philofophy  to  cultivate, 
She  readily  prepar'd  to  form  her  Wit 

And  Knowledge,  daily  by  a  learn'd  Debate. 

11. 

For  Socrates  refolving  to  refine 

The  charming  Mould,  by  bounteous  Nature  given* 
With  willing  Labour  taught  her  Arts  divine, 

To  add  to  the  peculiar  Gift  of  Heaven. 

12. 

And  often  would  wear  out  the  tedious  Day 
To  hear  her  Reafons,  and  Difputes  admire  $ 

Dull  ipite  -of  Knowledge,  like  an  Infect  play 
Around  her  Eyes,  not  thinking  they  were  Fire.- 
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Why  *  do  you  think  (moft  lovely  of  your  kind, 
Oft  would  he  fay)  the  Gods  made  you  fo  fair  ? 

Why  have  they  with  a  Drefs  adorn'd  your  Mind 
Uncommon  and  particularly  rare  > 

14. 

They  chofe  you  not  thro'  Anger  or  Diitate, 
To  others  which  wife  Nature  did  produce  ; 

A  s  if  not  being  with  fuch  Beauty  bleft 

They  were  not  thought  fo  proper  for  their  Ufe  : 

But  to  proclaim  the  Soul's  triumphant  Grace, 
Adorn'd  with  Reafon,  that  ccelcftial  Charm, 

And  fhew  how  far  its  Luftre  do's  furpafs 
The  outward  Ornament  of  fading  Form. 

16. 

For  were  the  fweet  Attractions  of  your  Eyes 
Lefs  prevalent  to  vanquifh  and  engage, 

Your  Conqueft  o'er  the  proud  Aflaults  of  Vice, 
Would  be  but  weak  Example  to  the  Age. 

1% 

But  when  in  the  moft  celebrated  Piece, 

That  Nature  pleased  with  her  rare  W ork  has  done, 
The-brighteft  Planet,  Paragon  of  Greece, 

Who  gilds  the  Plains  like  the  Meridian  Sun : 
18. 

There  fhall  be  found  a  Soul  fo  nobly  ftrong, 
So  firmly  'gainft  all  Paflions  fortified  ; 

Which  no  vain  Tranfports  here  below  can  wrong, 
Nor  from  ceeleftial  Principles  divide. 

19. 

How  will  your  glorious  Story  charm  the  Minds 
Of  crowding  Nations,  and  great  Princes  Courts  ? 

How  will  rafh  Libertines,  whom  Error  blinds, 
With  Shame  reflect  upon  their  vain  Efforts  > 
20. 

T'imandra's  Fame  fhall  charm  th'  admiring  Throng, 
Her  Beauty  greatly  prais'd,  her  Virtue  more  : 

Timandra  Tunes  the  Poets  nobleft  Song 
With  Matter  to  his  Mufe  unknown  before. 

*  The  firft  lepn  of  Socrates  to  Timacdra.- 
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21. 

Subftantial  Matter,  born  of  lofty  Thought, 
By  Wit  infpir'd,  and  drefs'd  in  artful  Phrafe ; 

More  pure  than  e'er  our  former  Sages  taught, 
Or  can  be  equall'd  in  fucceeding  Days. 

22. 

Then  when  your  Bayes,  that  mult  be  always  green, 
Yearly  your  Temples  with  a  Wreath  fupplies ; 

I  too,  aloft,  (hall  glory  to  be  feen, 

Born  on  the  Plume  with  which  your  Eagle  flies. 

And  whilft  your  Fabrick  of  Philofophy 
Propt  on  the  Pillars  which  my  Art  did  raife, 

Exalts  its  Front  more  eminently  high, 

The  more  fhall  I  by  future  Bards  be  prais'd. 

24. 

Thus  with  a  Pleafure^  fanciful  and  great, 
The  learn'd  Athenian  often  fpent  his  time  ; 

Teaching  new  Precepts  early  ftill  and  late, 
To  form  Timandra's  Knowledge  more  fublime. 

He  taught  her  how  wild  Paffions  lliould  be  curb'd, 
A  Love  divine  be  priz'd,  a  Loofe  fuppreft  ; 

But  oft  was  in  this  rare  Defign  difmrb'd 
By  an  Occafion  fatal  to  his  Reft. 

26. 

For  prudent,  as  the  noted  Sage  was  known, 
And  learn'd,  as  e'er  the  Schools  of  Athens  bred, 

There  yet  was  Failure  in  his  Judgment  fhewn, 
By  a  too  fpeedy  rafh  Confent  to  wed. 

To  tye  that  fatal  Knot  too  with  a  Dame, 
Vexatious,  proud,  and  terrible  as  Death  ; 

Who  feem'd,  as  by  eternal  Doom  fhe  came, 
Only  to  keep  his  Virtue  ftill  in  Breath. 

28. 

For  tho'  from  Parents  honeft,  rich  and  wife, 
In  Greece,  of  good  Regard,  *  Zantippe  fprung  ; 

Her  Character  more  grateful  did  not  rife, 
But  IcfTen'd  by  the  Tempeft  of  her  Tongue. 

*  Wife  of  Spcrates. 
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29.  , 

For  *  iond  as  Northern  Blafts  that  fwell  the  Deep, 
Adding  fear'd  Ruin  to  the  Merchant's  Care  • 

Perpetual  Jargon  did  her  Organs  keep 
In  conftant  Difcord,  and  unbared  War. 

3°- 

A  pale  lean  Vifage,  fraught  with  envious  Air, 
Difcolour'd  Lips,  and  upward  turning  Nofe ; 

Brows  deftitute  of  well-becoming  Hair, 

Depicts  too  plainly  one  of  Wedlock's  Foes. 

31. 

Yet  thefe  were  Signs  of  but  too  frequent  Note, 
In  her  who  Socrates  had  made  his  Spoufe  ; 

Whofe  Eyes  (till  met  him  with  an  angry  Gloate, 
Which  daily  caus'd  DiftracTions  in  his  Houfe. 

32. 

For  'mongft  the  Furies,  fond  of  fuch  Retreat, 

The  Paffions  lodg'd  in  her  unruly  Breaft  ; 
Who  daily  with  that  clam'rous  Damon  met 

With  which  a  fcolding  Woman  is  pofTeft.  ' 
.  33. 
Dire  Jealoufy  had  g;ain'd  fuperior  Sway, 

The  worft  Ingredient  of  the  Female  Curfe  ; 
Who  wanting  Patience  Reafon  to  obey, 

Subjects  her  Will  to  its  unthinking  Force. 

34. 

Timandrah  Beauty  fann'd  the  fatal  Fire, 

Th'  Indulgence  too  of  Socrates  was  blam'd  ; 

Wife  Rules,  with  which  he  did  her  Breaft  infpire, 
Enrag'd  Zantippe,  flighted,  and  defam'd. 

35-. 

Who  proud  of  a  Referv'dnefs,  nick-nam'd  Chafte, 
Of  which  her  foul  Deformity  was  Caufe  ; 

Was  with  fuch  noify  Infolence  pofTeft, 
It  great  Diftate,  inftead  of  Liking,  draws. 

36. 

Her  Virtue  ftill  was  conftant  Argument, 
Which  he  profefs'd  did  all  her  A&ions  guide ; 

Virtue  that  gives  ill  Nature  Prefident, 
And  ftrong  Advantages  to  Womens  Pride. 


*  Her  Character* 
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37- 

Virtue  of  Grace  divine  participates, 

And  in  its  felf  has  ftill  a  rich  Reward  ; 
But  when  its  Worth  it  proudly  over-rates, 

Becomes  a  Vice,  and  is  of  fmall  Regard. 

38. 

Why  have  the  Gods  (fhe  cry'd)  pofTeft  my  Heart 

With  fuch  a  Largeis  of  connubial  Flame, 
That  from  vow'd  Conftancy  I  never  ftart, 

Or  with  loofe  wand'ring  Thoughts  my  felf  defame  ? 

39- 

It  tempting  Change  be  fuch  a  lufcious  Fruit 
That  you  muft  Tafte,  why,  Socrates,  not  I  ? 

For  there's  the  Theme  that  caufes  our  Difpute, 
'Spite  of  the  Glafs  of  grave  Philofophy. 

.  ...  40. 

Timandra  is  a  Pupil  of  nice  Kind, 

Perhaps  her  Perfon  fairer  too  than  mine  ; 
Which  now  to  prove  Variety  you  find 

Great  Pleafure  with  your  Learning  to  refine. 

41- 

If  Ahibiades\  that  charming  Greek, 

To  hear  me  read  too  in  my  Room  were  lock'd, 
Had  Socrates  no  Reafon  then  to  fpeak, 

Or  be  with  Pangs  of  Jealoufy  provok'd  ? 

42. 

Yet  muft  my  Patience  bear  this  very  Day, 

Whilft  Dove-like  Humour  muft  reform  my  Will ; 

Tho'  I  have  heard  one  of  your  Scholars  fay 
Inflated  with  the  Tenets  you  inftil  ? 

43- 

That  ftudious  Art  for  different  Sexes  had 

No  Philofophick  Point  but  one,  to  ftate, 
That  Male  and  Female,  only  two  were  made, 

And  fent  into  the  World  to  propagate. 

44. 

If  fo,  'tis  fitter  for  your  Gravity, 
Whofe  Precepts  all  Love  Vanities  controul, 

To  fhun  Timandra,  left  there  chance  to  be 

Something  to  charm  your  Senfe  befides  her  Soul. 

45-- 

Had  you  the  Art  of  mixing  Colours  known, 

Or  curious  Painting,  fhe  no  doubt  fhould  fit : 
Now  noted  for  a  Sage  of  great  Renown, 
You  take  Delight  to  cultivate  her  Wit. 

46,  But 
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But  thofe  who  modcftly,  for  Virtue's  fake, 
Teach  reverend  Morals  with  inftruclive  Care, 

Without  fome  ill  Intentions  feldom  take 
Their  Pupils  of  that  kind  fo  young  and  fair. 

47- 

And  here  the  String  now  to  the  utmoft  ftrain'd, 
And  higheft  Pitch,  had  more  difcordant  bin, 

If  Alclblades  to  fee  his  Friend, 

The  harafs'd  Socrates  had  not  come  in. 

48. 

'Mongft  all  the  Pleroes  then  renown'd  in  Greece, 
Whofe  Names  the  Trump  of  Fame  refounded  far  ; 

None  fo  exalted  were  to  vie  with  this 

For  noble  Birth,  or  brave  Exploits  in  War. 

49. 

A  Son  of  Mars,  victorious  in  the  Field, 

When  Honour  rais'd  aloft  its  verdant  Palm  ; 

Tho'  conqu'ring  Venus  often  made  him  yield, 
Who  heaPd  his  Wounds  with  Beauty's  fovereign  Balm. 

SO. 

His  *  Perfon  tall,  his  Love-infpiring  Face 

Bore  Female  Sweetnefs,  mix'd  with  manly  Air  ; 

A  lovely  Alpect,  and  commanding  Grace, 
To  awe  the  Foe  as  well  as  charm  the  Fair. 

Whofe  fweet,  tho'  fatal  Kind,  lov'd  to  Excefs ; 

His  Conftitution  fanguine,  hot  and  dry  ; 
In  Times  revolving  made  his  Credit  lefs, 

And  flag'd  the  Glory  that  once  foar'd  fo  high. 

5*2. 

For  wild  with  lewd  Defire  he  ftop'd  no  Tide, 

But  let  unbounded  Inclination  fway  ; 
Neglecting  Reafon,  that  (hould  be  his  Guide, 

To  give  himfelf  to  ravenous  Lull  a  Prey. 

S3; 

Temples,  as  fome  believe,  he  durft  prophane, 
Nor  would  the  Domes,  or  facred  Shrines  excufe, 

If  tempting  Beauty  there  was  hopes  to  gain, 
Nor  Ceil  divine  was  fafe  from  his  Abufc. 

*  Char  after  of  Alcibiades. 
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A  Mixture  fo  admir'd,  of  Good  and  Bad, 
Such  Fruits  of  Noblenefs,  fuch  Seeds  of  111, 

In  any  Age  ne'er  Compolition  made, 
Nor  any  Bread  but  his  were  known  to  fill. 

55- 

Who  tho'  with  Socrates  mod  intimate, 
And  oft  reftrain'd  by  his  ptuaential  Care  ; 

Who  knew  his  Vices  in  fo  rank  a  State 

"TimandrcCs  Name  had  yet  ne'er  reach'd  his  Ear. 

f& 

Clofe  in  irs  Casket  long  this  Jem  had  been, 

Which  now  Zantfppe  Cwelf$  ^vith  Female  Spite, 

To  infhgare  mis  lordly  Libertine^ 

Unlocks,  to  jnafee  ii  glitter  in  the  Light. 

And  with  malicious  F J eafure^ loudly  told, 

Maugre  her  Husband's  Signs  to  make  her  ceafe, 

The  fecret  Treafure,  far  more  priz'd  than  Gold, 
Which  daily  his  Phiiofophy  did  drefs. 

5-8. 

Praifing  the  Beauty  which  ftie  ne'er  had  feen, 

'  kill  fhe  the  hot  Voluptuary  flr'd  ; 
Then  wanting  farther  Mifchief  to  begin, 

She  only  to  recruit  her  Breath  retir'd. 

59- 

Whilft  he,  as  Creatures  us'd  in  th'  Hunting  Game, 
Are  charm'd  with  Sounds' from  the  delightful  Horn  ; 

Rouz'd  with  this  fweet  Account  of  Beauty  's  Fame, 
To  hear  it  farther,  longs  for  her  Return. 

bp. 

Mean  while  he  thus  attacks  his  learned  Friend  : 
*  Is  it  then  fo  your  Morals  you  impofe, 

That  whilft  to  us  their  Laws  you  recommend, 
The  facred  Myftery  your  felf  you  lofe  ? 

6i. 

And  tho'  Contempt  of  Paffions  be  your  Theme, 
And  flight  Regard  of  fleeting  Joys  of  Life  ; 

You  nourifh  the  fame  time  a  Love  extreme, 
As  it  appears  now  by  your  angry  Wife. 

*  Alcibiades  hartangues  Socrates  about  Timandra: 


62.  Who 


Love  the  beft  T^hilofopher.  263 
61. 

Who  having  late  difcover'd  by  her  Wit, 

(For  what  cannot  a  jealous  Woman  rind) 
Remits  when  you  this  rare  Timandra  meet, 

Believes  ye  more  than  morally  inclin'd. 

•63. 

Her  Beauty,  'tis  declar'd,  is  wonderful ; 

Befides,  when  bleft  Qccafion  too  invites, 
I'll  never  think  Philofophy  fo  dull 

To  baffle  what  fo  fweet  a  Charm  incites. 

64. 

You'll  fay,  perhaps,  the  daily  Rules  you  teach, 

Like  Bulwarks  can  your  Heart  from  Paffions  fence  ; 

Which 'fits  aloft  beyond  Temptation's  Reach, 
Or  vain  Delights  that  would  corrupt  the  Senfe. 
6f. 

I  thought  fo  too  when  late  your  LeiTons  fchool'd, 
My  roving  Fancy,  and  fublim'd  my  Thought ; 

Yet  was  at  laffc  by  fair  *  Nemea  fool'd, 
Who  routed  all  Philofophy  had  taught. 

66. 

How  often  reafoning  with  my  felf  I'd  fay, 

Can  I  fubmit  to  burn  in  fuch  vile  Flames, 
Who  could  be  favour'd,  would  I  once  effay, 

By  any  of  the  chief  Athenian  Dames  ? 

67. 

Shall  I,  whom  once  a  Queen  did  not  difdain, 
T'  acknowledge  worthy  of  her  Royal  Grace, 

Veil  my  Ambition  to  a  Courtezan, 

And  Scandal  fix  on  my  iiluftrious  Race  ? 

68. 

No,  tho'  her  Beauty  fires  my  youthful  Veins, 

A  due  Regard  (till  to  my  felf  I'll  have  ; 
For  Pleafure's  fake  alone  take  am'rous  Pains ; 

Be  ftill  her  fav'rite  Friend,  but  not  her  Slave. 

69. 

But  little  do's  that  refolute  wife  Man 

Who  boafts  his  Safety,  know  what  Love  can  do  ; 
Nemea  all  my  fwift  Deligns  out-ran, 

Not  only  captiv'd,  but  deceiv'd  me  too. 

*  M'Jlrefs  of  Alcibiades  before  his  firjl  Exile. 
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TThPiwnguCha,rm  °f  each  Switching  Smile, 
tv/tJj    W!!  !hat  fro^  her  Lips  did  fweltly  flow, 
Made  me  bebeve  the  Palms  of  Glory  vile,  ' 
And  afterwards  what  follow'd  this  you  know. 

1  foP^d  thC  Sag!' loofe  A~, 

Did I  y ou  to  Dangers  and  Difgrace  refign  • 

Illswhich  no  Paffion  in  my  Bread  can  fcfce, 

For  there's  vaft  Diff 'rence  'twixt  your  Soul  and  mine. 

Your  Riches  :  ffiu  folicit  your  Delights, 

Your  Pleafures  fought  are  fuiting  your  Decree  • 

My  fortune's  mean,  fecure  my  d!vs  and InKs' 
Nor  can  wild  Luxury  have  Power  on  me. 

I  value  Beauty  as  a  rare  Effed ' 

iviy  Virtue  thus  to  Exercife  direct 

By  the  fame  Matter  which  Debauches  yours. 
74. 

Nor  fliould  a  peevifh  Woman's  Sentiments 
The  fleeting  Vifions  of  a  jealous  Brain  ;  ' 

From  which  foe  hourly  forms  her  Difcontents 
Make  you  a  weak  Belief  of  me  retain. 

This  Lady  Chance  committed  to  my  Care 
t  Was  my  Friend's  Daughter,  and  in  Phrygia  born  2 
Wnofe  Soul,  in  which  1  noted  fomething  rare 
1  own  I  have  delighted  to  adorn. 

76. 

And  Fair  altho'  fhe  be  as  Morning  Light 

Yet  what  Communication  can  you  guefs 
Can  be  'twixt  Woman's  Beauty  in  its  Height 

And  the  unalter'd  Soul  of  Socrates  ?  ? 

Not  but  the  Virgin  we  have  lately  nam'd 

Is  worthy  what  AfFe&ion  ben:  can  prove 
Apt  to  give  others  Caufe  to  be  inflam'd  ? 

Altho'  my  Soul's  incapable  of  Love/ 

*  Socrates  *»fwers  Alcibiades  in  Defence  of  him/elf  rf^Timandra, 


78.  Th* 
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78. 

The  Seeds  that  form'd  it  of  uncommon  kind, 
Have  in  the  Mixture  giv'n  to  great  Allay, 

joys  of  more  facred  Relifli  fix  my  Mind, 
And  only  Reafon  there  permit  to  fway. 

79- 

Thus  Moralizing  long  the  Sage  went  on, 
'Till  th'  illuftrious  Greek,  whofe  Head  was  full 

Of  brisker  Matters,  thought  fit  to  be  gone, 
Now  thinking  fuch  Expoftulations  dull. 

80. 

Timandrd's  Character  had  charm'd  his  Soul, 
The  Image  of  rare  Beauty  fill'd  his  Senfe, 

And  all  Affairs  of  lefler  Weight  controul, 
To  give  his  new  born  Love-Delign  Pretence, 
81. 

He  longs  to  fee  this  Rarity  fo  pnYd, 
But  how  t'  affect  it  finds  is  fomewhat  hard  ; 

At  laft  refolves  that  he  muft  do't  difguis'd, 
And  take  nice  Methods  to  deceive  her  Guard, 

82. 

A  Phrygian  in  Refemblance  likeliefl  was, 
He  thinks,  to  gain  Admiflion  to  her  Sight ; 

Who  of  her  native  Country  could  exprefs 

Something  like  News  that  ihould  her  Ears  delight. 
83- 

This  plotted  clofely,  the  next  thing  muft  be 
To  dog  his  Friend,  the  Bower  of  Love  to  find  ; 

Which  too  was  done,  yet  all  this  Subtlety 
Controul'd  by  Cunning  of  another  kind. 

84. 

For  Socrates,  who  well  the  Value  knew 
Of  the  bright  Gem  intrufted  to  his  Care, 

Refolv'd  he  would  admit  no  Interview 
That  might  endanger  or  moleft  the  Fair. 

85-. 

And  therefore  to  grave  *  Aglaonice, 

A  Female  Sage,  whom  at  his  Houfe  he  kept, 

He  gave  ftrift  Charge  none  fhould  Timandra  fee, 
And  that  all  Letters  flic  fhould  intercept. 
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^    n  ,  86. 

This  Matron  fllPd  with  frothy  Vanity 

That  oft  intoxicates  a  Female  Brain, 
Believ'd  the  Science  of  Aftrology 

To  be  a  Prize  that  flie  with  Eafe  could  gain. 

87. 

fmattering  fte  had  got  of  Terms  of  Art, 
With  oblique  Scrawling  too  could  Schemes  erecl  ■ 
Conceiving  (till  the  Planets  would  impart 
Their  choice!!  Secrets,  and  her  Will  effe& 

Timandra' s  Name  to  own  too  fhe  was  taught 

By  that  Deceit  all  Comers  to  amufe  ; 
A  Plot  by  Socrates  with  Cunning  wrought, 

'Gainft  Ills  that  wanton  Folly  might  produce. 

89. 

Which  as  it  many  had  deceiv'd  of  late, 

So  now  our  Hero  in  his  Phrygian  Drefs, 
Inquiring  for  Timandra  at  her  Gate, 

Was  introduc'd  to  the  Aftrologefs. 

hut  never  did  a  harmlefs  Village  Maid 

With  greater  1  error,  or  Surprize,  Hart  back  ; 

Who  gathering  Cowilips  in  a  flow'ry  Glade, 
Perceiv'd  beneath  the  verdant  Leaves  a  Snake. 

-r  91' 

Then  Alcibiades,  when  hollow  Cheeks 

And  low  funk  Eyes  he  in  that  Vifage  faw, 

His  Senfes  are  benumb'd,  he  nothing  fpeaks, 

But  to  the  Door  was  going  to  withdraw. 

92. 

When  Aglaonice,  whofe  am'rous  Heart 

In  th'  contrary  with  him  was  ftrangely  charm'd, 

Unwilling  from  that  gracious  Form  to  part 
That  had  the  Orders  of  her  Soul  alarm'd. 

93. 

Gently  demands  what  might  that  Vifit  mean 
That  to  her  Art  fuch  Honour  thus  had  done; 

And  whether  there  were  Dangers  unforefeen, 
Which  to  avoid  might  by  the  Stars  be  Ihewn. 

94. 

Adding,  whatever  Planet  feem'd  to  lowr, 

So  brave  a  Perfon  he  appear'd  to  be, 
1  hey  all  fhould  veil  to  her  judicial  Power, 

And  he  from  future  Dangers  fliould  be  free. 

9f.  When 


» 
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When  he,  who  with  the  noble  Sciences 

Thro'  his  paft  Life  was  ne'er  difpleas'd  before, 

Thought  he  had  reafon  now  to  prize  'em  lefs, 
Believing  they  mull  caufe  his  teizing  more. 

96. 

For  now  fhe  tells  him  that  on  fecond  Thought, 
She  knows  th'  Occalion  why  he  thither  came  ; 

Was  from  the  Rumour  lately  fpread  about, 
And  loudly  founded  of  Timandrefs  Fame. 

97- 

And  that  his  curious  Senfe  might  underftand 

What  Beauty  the  great  Socrates  admir'd  : 
Give  me  (faid  fhe  familiarly)  your  Hand, 

Wnich  done  they  to  an  inner  Room  retir'd. 

98. 

A  Lab'ratory  deckt,  and  furnilht  round 

With  Globes  and  Schemes,  and  Instruments  of  Art ; 
'Tis  here,  fhe  cry'd,  where  conftantly  is  found 

The  facred  Knowledge  that  the  Stars  impart. 

99. 

Here  you  fee  what  more  deferves  your  Praile 
Than  all  the  Beauty  Nature  frail  can  Ihew  ; 

The  Fate  of  Empires  in  our  later  Days, 
And  all  the  memorable  things  below. 

100. 

Here  likewife  daily  I  the  Fears  fecure 

Ingendred  in  the  Breaft  of  Socrates 
Of  fome  infults,  caus'd  by  the  Soul  impure 

Of  the  young  Rover  Akibiades. 

101. 

Whofe  Figure,  tho'  it  never  met  my  Eyes, 

The  Stars  minutely  in  my  Fancy  draw  ; 
Whofe  every  A6tion  alfo  open  lies, 

As  if  each  Moment  I  flood  by  and  faw. 

102. 

No  fooner  the  falfe  Phrygian  heard  his  Name, 
But  a  Vermilion  Blufti  his  Face  o'er  lpread  ; 

Whence  if  the  Matron  I.;d  perceiv'd  the  fame, 
The  Cheat  might  plainer  then  from  Stars  be  read. 
103. 

But  die  whofe  Thoughts  were  other  wife  employ'd, 
Soon  gave  him  time  that  Danger  to  efcapc  ; 

Whilft  tickling  Pleafure  every  Vein  enjoy'a 
To  hear  her  Follies  in  his  borrow'd  Shape. 

104.  He 
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104. 

He  now  defires  her,  fmce  the  Hero  nam'd 
Was  his  peculiar  Friend,  and  dearly  lov'd, 

As  lhe  defign'd  to  have  her  Knowledge  fam'd, 
And  rare  Appointment  of  the  Stars  approv'd ; 

105-. 

To  let  him  know  (fince  eafy  'twas  to  her) 

How  Alctbiades  was  then  employ'd  ; 
Which  if  perform'd  he  would  her  Art  prefer, 

And  fcorn  the  Ignorant  who  durft  deride. 

106. 

At  hearing  which  fhe  ftraight  unferews  her  Face, 
And  fmiling  Grimace  turns  into  a  Lowr, 

Pores  on  her  Book,  do's  all  the  Planets  trace, 
And  Signs,  for  near  the  fpace  of  half  an  Hour. 
107. 

Which  being  wafted  (he  her  Face  reftores, 

And  with  an  Air  that  fhe  defign'd  ftiould  pleafe, 

Tells  him  th'  illuftrious  Rover  in  Amours, 
And  courtly  Arts  ftill  paft  his  Hours  of  Eafe. 

108. 

And  was  that  very  Moment  making  Love 
To  a  molt  charming  and  illuftrious  Dame  ; 

Who  his  Addreflfes  kindly  did  approve, 
And  met  his  Paflion  with  an  equal  Flame. 

109. 

.  Scarce  flew  thefe  Words  from  forth  her  skinny  Jaws, 
When  our  young  Lover,  with  Defire  to  laugh, 
Now  almoft  black  in  th'  Face,  gave  fhort  Applaufe, 
And  with  a  flender  Complement  got  off. 

no. 

Leaving  the  feign'd  'Timandra  to  purfue 

The  new  Refolves  fhe  now  had  caufe  to  take. 

To  prove  her  Judgment  in  the  Planets  true. 
By  their  effectual  Power  to  bring  him  back. 

in. 

Who  fcarcely  had  an  hundred  Paces  gone 

From  the  clofe  Place  where  this  laft  Scene  was  play'd, 
But  Socrates  returning  Home  alone, 

For  all  his  ftrange  Difguife,  Difcovery  made. 
112. 

To  whom  the  Lover,  who  beheld  a  Frown 

Arming  the  angry  Vifage  of  his  Friend, 
Made  free  Confelfion  of  what  late  was  done, 

And  what  Attempt  that  Habit  did  intend. 
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113. 

In  rallying  Words  the  Web  unravell'd  quite 
Wove  at  his  Houfe,  and  every  Paflage  there ; 

But  in  Conclufion  told  him  that  he  might 
For  ever  after  rid  himfelf  of  Care  : 
114. 

For  if  the  Lady,  Governefs  of  Stars 

And  Schemes,  was  his  Timandra  fo  renown'd, 

He  had  much  rather  in  the  Field  of  Mars, 
And  Front  of  Battle,  than  with  her  be  found. 

Her  ghaftly  Beauty  for  Infernal s  fit, 

Should  ne'er  again  deceive  his  curious  Senfe  ; 

Nor  the  robuft  Irruptions  of  her  Wit 
Provoke  the  Fire  of  his  Incontinence. 

116. 

And  thus  with  his  Satyrick  Vein  well  pleas'd, 
The  great  Athenian  for  fome  time  went  on  : 

Whilft  Socrates,  who  now  was  much  more  eas'd 
Than  at  the  Crijis  when  the  Speech  began; 

Believing  his  Contrivance  had  fecur'd 

The  true  'Timandra,  and  the  falfe  expos'd  ; 
Longing  to  find  his  Cunning  more  infur'd 

Made  hafte  away  to  hear  the  Truth  difclos'd. 

118. 

Which  done,  and  Aglaonice  had  heard 

How  Alcibiades  in  Phrygian  Drefs 
Was  heVith  whom  fhe  lately  had  confer'd, 

And  fought  the  Stars  to  prove  his  Love's  Sticcefs ; 
119. 

The  Pafllon  flie  had  newly  entertain'd 

At  this  Difcovery  utter'd  Rages  higher, 
And  fcarce  from  breaking  out  could  be  reftrain'd 

Such  inward  Smugglings  bred  her  am'rous  Fire. 
120. 

A  Whim  pofTefs'd  her  Aftrologick  Pate, 

Her  Planet  had  with  his  fome  time  agreed, 
And  in  each  Houfe,  as  pre-ordain'd  by  Fate, 

By  Signs  fome  clofe  Conjunction  muft  proceed. 
121. 

With  this  Opinion  pleas'd,  Joy  decks  her  Face, 

In  which  grave  Socrates  believ'd  he  fhar'd  ; 
And  Ihe  her  Hearts  Contentment  did  exprefs, 

That  fhe  fo  well  had  been  Timandra\  Guard. 

112.  He 
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T22. 


He  therefore  once  again  repeats  his  Charge 
To  keep  the  Secret,  and  ftifl  ufe  the  Name  ; 

Recounting  the  paft  Dangers  o'er  at  large, 

Of  which,  fore-warn'd,  they  could  not  fear  the  fame. 

n  I23- 

But  envious  Fortune  that  fh'll  takes  £)elight 

By  Croffes  Life's  Tranquillity  to  change, 
Gave  Product  to  a  Counter-plot  of  Spite 

By  Accident,  both  unforefeen  and  ltrange. 

124. 

The  true  Timandra  from  her  clofe  Recefs, 

Where  daily  pafs'd  her  folitary  Hours, , 
Was  for  Refrelhment  wander'd  to  a  1  lace 

Near  which  her  Guardian  held  their  late  Difcourfe: 
125-. 

Where  plainly  was  deliver'd  to  her  Ear 

The  dire  Refolve  of  her  Confinement  clofe  : 

The  Plot  of  Alcibiades  for  her, 
And  how  their  Cunning  did  his  Art  oppofe. 

126. 

But  hearing  the  deform'd  Aftrologefs 

Had  wrong'd  her  Beauty,  and  ufurp'd  her  Name, 

A  glowing  Blufh  o'erfpreads  her  lovely  Face, 
And  Anger  from  her  Bread  breaks  out  in  Flame. 
127. 

Affront  a  Woman  for  her  Dearth  of  Wit, 

Or  want  of  Virtue,  which  makes  Honour  live  ; 

It  yet  may  chance  fie  may  the  firfl  forget, 
And  pojfibly  the  lafl  fie  may  forgive. 

128. 

Slander  of  Family  fije  may  excufe, 
}  ^  And  patiently  fuch Injury  controul ; 
Subdue  her  Heart  to  bear  the  fiarp  Abufe, 

But  blaft  her  Beauty,  and  you  pierce  her  Souh 
129. 

It  gives  a  U^ound  tn  the  mofl  feeling  part, 

It  tortures,  and  the  Pang  fie  cannot  bear  ; 
The  V >.in^ is  cut  that  Branches  through  the  Heart, 

The  Life  Blood  bubbles,  and  "'tis  mortal  there.  ' 

130. 

All  which  was  prov'd  in  this  unflcady  Maid, 

Who,  tho'  the  Plot  was  form'd  for  Virtue's  fake, 

She  mud  the  rigid  Socrates  upbraid, 
Nor  could  fuch  Refolutions  kindly  take. 

3  131.  When 
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When  at  her  Toilet  fhe  beheld  her  Face, 
Sweet  as  the  rofie  Glories  of  the  Morn  ; 

The  charming  Bloomings,  and  attractive  Grace, 
That  her  delightful  Perfon  did  adorn : 
132. 

And  then  beheld  foul  Aglaonice, 

With  furrow'd  Brow,  funk  Eyes,  and  barky  Skin  ; 
She  rages  at  the  vile  Indignity, 

And  ftrong  Vexation  tortures  her  within, 
*33- 

So  ftrong,  that  Hie  refolves  her  felf  to  right, 

And  that  uncommon  Injury  redrefs  ; 
Set  out  her  Beauty  in  its  proper  Light, 

Altho'  fhe  makes  her  Virgin  Credit  lefs. 

1 34- 
Th'  Abufe  impos'd,  on  that  illuftrious  Youth, 
Who  came  to  fee  her,  thither  led  by  Fame  ; 
She  now  refolv'd  to  contradict  by  Truth, 
And  free  her  Beauty  from  the  prefent  Shame. 

J3r- 

Which  purpos'd,  each  fevere  and  modefl  Rule 
That  Socrates  had  taught  fhe  paffes  by  ; 

Neglects  the  awful  Precepts  of  the  School, 
Whilfl  now  Revenge  alone  diverts  her  Eye. 

136. 

Full  of  the  Paffion  Women  deareft  prize, 
For  Wrongs  fuppos'd,  a  Letter  fhe  defigns, 

And  to  the  noble  Greek,  late  in  Difguife, 
With  rafli  Refolve  indites  the  following  Lines. 

Timandra'j  Letter  to  Alcibiades. 


IN  vain  your  Curiofity  proposed 
A  Satisfaction  from  the  Face  you  faw ; 
U  he  true  Timandra  is  -not  yet  dij clos'd 

From  whence  you  may  your  own  Conclusions  draw. 

This  known,  let  generous  Principle  purfue 

Belief  of  Truth,  now  flowing  from  my  Breajl ; 

That  whilfl  I  to  my  Fame  fome  Juftice  doy 
My  modefl  Guilt  is  blujh'mg  for  the  reft.  ; 


139.  This 
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I39- 

This  folded  up  fhe  by  a  Servant  fent, 

Upon  whofe  faithful  Truft  fhe  could  depend; 

Who,  tho'  he  with  a  fpeedy  Duty  went, 

Yet  could  not  bring  his  Purpofe  to  right  end. 

140. 

For  tho'  the  Billet  to  the  Hero's  Hand 

He  clofely  gave,  expecting  good  Reward  ; 
He  foon  perceiv'd  a  Frown  in  Furrows  ftand 

Upon  his  Brow,  which  Bounty  did  retard. 

141. 

Th'  Occafion  thus :  Craz'd  Aglaonice, 
Who  £1111  had  Hopes,  each  Planet  kindly  meant ; 

Infur'd  of  their  predicting  Verity, 
Had  juft  before  an  am'rous  Letter  fent. 

142. 

Which  being  anfwer'd  in  neglectful  Terms, 
That  rather  Scorn  than  Kindnefs  had  exprefs'd  ; 

This  fecond  Miffive  gave  him  new  Alarms, 
Believing  'twas  from  her  who  wrote  the  laft. 

And  therefore  without  reading  the  Contents, 

He  bade  the  trufty  Boy  convey  it  back  ; 
And  fince  he  was  intruded  in  its  Senfe, 

This  verbal  Anfwer  to  Timandra  take. 

144. 

That  Rules  of  Friend/hip  which  he  did  profefs, 

He  muft  above  all  other  Things  prefer  ; 
And  that  Engagements  with  great  Socrates 

Were  fuchy  as  would  admit  of  none  from  her. 

Then  likewife  adds,  his  fenfual  Appetite 
No  Tafte  of  her  divine  Acquirements  had  ; 

Proceeding  on  thus  with  invective  Wit, 
That  now  the  very  Groom  believes  him  mad. 

146. 

Who  well  remembring  that  the  Letter  came 

From  one  who  could  all  Hearts  with  Love  mfpire,. 

And  kindle  in  each  Bread  a  lafting  Flame, 
Do's  at  this  ftrange  Repulfe  the  more  admire. 

But  when  to  fair  Timandra  he  declar'd 

The  rude  Return  th'  Athenian  Chief  had  fent ; 

She  hardly  would  believe  the  Words  flie  heard 
Could  come  from  him,  or  could  to  her  be  fent. 

148,  As> 
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148., 

As  when  the  Lilly  mingles  with  the  Rofe, 
Each  vary'd  Sweet  delights  the  Eye  by  turns  ; 

Now  pale,  now  red,  her  Colour  comes  and  goes, 
Whilft  in  her  Bread  acute  Vexation  burns. 

149. 

Anger  and  Shame  her  inward  Peace  moled, 

Her  Look  confus'd  do's  charming  Feature  fpoil : 

But  here  'tis  fit  the  Mufe  a  while  ftiould  reft, 
Left  it  fhould  weary  grow  of  ftudious  Toil. 

End  of  the  firft  CANTO. 


CANTO  II. 


tll^lKS  Heat  and  Cold  imprifon'd  in  the  Sky 
STaI^    Within  a  Cloud,  unruly  Stragglings  make, 
gL_J||  And  dart  iEtherial  Flaihes  from  on  high, 
SMSS!    Difperfing  Terror  when  the  Craft  do's  break  : 

So  in  the  Void  of  fair  Timandra's  Breaft 

Storms  too  are  pent,  which  tho'  of  milder  Kind, 

Are  fierce  enough  to  rob  her  Soul  of  Reft, 
And  break  the  Bounds  in  which  they  were  confinU 
15-2. 

Her  Heart  muft  purchafe  Eafe  by  Force  of  Words, 

Whofe  angry  Sounds  reverberate  in  Air  ; 
Whilft  Paffion  vented  kind  Relief  affords 

To  Pangs  which  elfe  frail  Nature  could  not  bear, 

When  fhe  refleds  upon  the  Character 

The  Hero  bore,  of  Amorous  and  Brave, 
She  wonders  more  ;  fince  his  bafe  Slight  of  her, 

Had  late  confirm'd  him  for  a  Soul-lefs  Slave. 

m> 

Her  Billet  thus  return'd,  in  bits  ihe  tears, 

And  whilft  her  Glafs  refieas  her^uft  Difdain  ; 

She's  blulhing  pleas'd  that  Beauty  rarcHike  hers 
Was  now  paft  Pow'r  of  that  dull  Sex  to  gain, 

T  iff*  For 
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For  now  a  dire  Refolvc  her  Mind  poiTeft, 

Since  he  fhe  fir  ft  had  grac'd  had  prov'd  fo  blind> 

A  fecond  never  fhould  difturb  her  Breaft, 

But  from  that  Moment  fhe  would  fcorn  the  Kind. 
iS6. 

Not  fo  refolv'd  was  our  Aftrologefs, 

Who  took  her  late  Repulfe  in  other  Senfc, 

As  merely  Humour  in  the  Stars,  to  hlefs, 
Or  vex,  as  vary'd  was  their  Influence  : 
if  7- 

She  thinks  her  felf  too  well  confirmed  in  Art 
And  skilful  Senfe  of  what  muft  come  to  pafs  ; 

The  Joys  of  happy  Fortune  to  defert, 

Of  which  in  Afpedt  fuch  Appearance  was. 

if8. 

For  tho'  his  Anfwers  all  were  fhort  and  cold 

As  freezing  Gufts,  when  Winter  Gales  do  blow, 

The  am'rous  Scrolls  fhe  wrote  were  warm  and  bold  ; 
And  Bundles  weekly  now  his  Tables  ftrew, 
15-9. 

To  fuch  degree,  that  Patience  being  tir'd, 

He  writes  at  laft  (to  prove  Diflike  and  Scorn, 

And  fends  by  a  new  Mcflenger  he  hir'd) 
A  Piece  that  could  admit  of  no  Return. 

160. 

The  Bearer  formerly  his  Nurfe  had  been, 

At  Laccdemon  born,  of  Humour  free; 
Skiifd  in  Intrigue  too,  and  th'  Effects  had  feen, 

And  (till  moft  plcas'd,  when  Lovers  did  agree, 
161. 

This  Pandrefs,  that  Mifcarriage  might  no  more 
Be  fear'd,  he  charges  to  Timandra's  Hand 

To  give  the  Scroll,  not  knowing  what  it  bore  ; 
Who  ftraight  purfues  with  Cunning  his  Command. 
162. 

A  Merchant  of  ftrange  Wares.  Hie  feigns  to  be, 
Buys  foreign  Plants,  and  Flowers  petrifyM ; 

Odd  Fifli,  and  Infects  rare,  of  Earth  and  Sea, 
With  Animals  of  monftrous  Nature,  dry'd  : 
163. 

And  furnifh'd  with  fuch  Rarities  as  thefe 

She  to  the  Bow'r  where  Beauty  dwelt  made  hafte, 

Where  both  cTtmandras  (as  it  chanc'd)  ihe  fees ; 
Who  great  Delight  to  fee  her  Things  exprefs'd, 

4  164.  Efpi 
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Efpecially  learn Vi  Aglaonice  ; 

Who  in  the  Sage's  Abfence  was  fo  kind 
To  grant  her  beauteous  Charge  the  Liberty 

To  view  the  Wonders  brought  from  Orm  and  Ind. 
i6S. 

But  whilft  to  pore  a  clearer  Light  fhe  fought, 

And  at  an  open  Window  made  a  Stand  ; 
The  fubtle  Nurfe  the  Billet  that  fhe  brought 

Would  have  convey'd  into  the  Fair  one's  Hand, 
166. 

Believing  by  her  Face  it  mud  be  her 

To  whom  th'  illuftrious  Grecian  had  addreft : 

Then  told  her  foftly,  whifpering  in  her  Ear, 
That  Rarity  of  all  was  much  the  beft. 

167.  _ 

That  there  a  precious  Secret  was  inclos'd 

That  would  her  greater  Admiration  frame, 
And  more  furprizing>  was  to  be  fuppos'd, 

Since  from  great  Alcibiades  it  came  : 
168. 

Which  Words  no  fooner  reach'd  the  injur'd  Fair 

But  frefli  Confufion  penetrates  her  Scnfe  ; 
Amaz'd,  that  the  firft  Rudenefs  ofFer'd  her 

Should  now  produce  this  fecond  Infolence  ; 

169. 

But  with  a  Look  where  Anger  lovely  fhone, 
And  darting  Rays  her  Eyes  with  Luilre  grace, 

She  bade  Amelia  inftantly  be  gone, 
(The  Name  of  our  new  form'd  Entbafladrefs ;) 
170. 

And  to  her  Patron  back  return  with  this, 
That  fhe  would  have  him  bate  his  Self-efteem  ; 

■Since  her  Engagements  to  learn1  d  Socrates 
IVere  fuch  as  would  admit  of  none  from  him. 

mi 

And  thus  concluding,  to  an  inner  Room 

With  haughty  Air  and  Motion  fhe  retires, 
Leaving  the  Nurfe,  who  had  receiv'd  her  Doom, 

Like  one  who  by  the  Law  for  Crimes  expires. 

Her  Trinkets  firaight  fhe  huddles  up  in  hafte, 

And  now  is  glad  Ihe  has  efcap'd  fo  Well ; 
And  that  Timandra  was  fo  kind  at  laft 

The  Plot  fhe  did  not  to  the  Matron  tell. 

T  a  i?3-  But 
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T73- 

But  to  her  wanton  Lord  when  home  return'd, 
She  gave  Retort  in  Words  fo  well  he  knew ; 

With  drooping  Phiz  her  ill  Succefs  flie  mourn'd, 
Whilft  Mirth  in  him  the  Repetition  drew  : 
174. 

His  Laughter  (till  encreas'd  at  the  Conceit, 

Which  to  Amelia  feems  a  Wonder  rare ; 
Believing  rather  that  a  Lofs  fo  great 

Would  fooner  have  provok'd  him  to  Defpair. 

But  when  fhe  heard  him  rally  on  her  Face, 
As  pleas'd  he  from  fuch  Uglinefs  was  free, 

Her  frightful  Figure,  and  affected  Drefs, 
That  form'd  the  Mafs  of  foul  Deformity, 
176. 

She  flops  him  in  the  Heat  of  his  Career 

At  fuch  Defcription,  being  more  amaz'd, 
And  tells  him  the  ftrange  Words  he  made  her  hear 

Were  fuch  as  half  confirm'd  her  he  was  craz'd : 

_  177- 

Then  paints,  as  if  infpir'd  by  curious  Art, 

Her  Forehead,  rofie  Cheeks,  bright  Eyes,  and  Hair ; 
The  fweet  Compofure  of  each  other  Part, 

Divinely  fafhion'd,  and  compleatly  rare  : 

But  that  there  was  another  who  flood  by, 

A  Matron  with  thin  Jaws,  and  aukward  Mien  ; 

Who  with  her  fwarthy  Skin,  and  hollow  Eye, 
Scem'd  as  created  to  increafe  the  Spleen.^ 
179. 

Whofe  wither'd  Face,  and  vile  ungraceful  Form 

Might  well  a  Bedlam  in  his  Fancy  make, 
Whiltt  t'other  Angel  was  all  over  Charm  : 

Which  now  confirms  him  in  his  ftrange  Miftake. 
180. 

As  in  a  Foreft  when  the  tim'rous  Deer 

O'er  rifing  Shrubs,  and  verdant  Bufties  bounds, 

Uncurb'd  and  free,  do's  on  a  fudden  hear 
The  fatal  Noife  of  fome  approaching  Hounds, 
181. 

At  rlrft  do's  ftart,  attentive  then  ftands  ftill, 

Whilft  now  the  more  he  hears  makes  lefs  his  Eafe  ; 

Jiift  fo  furpriz'd  with  dreadful  Sounds  that  kill, 
Was  our  half  murder'd  Alcibiades  ; 

-22.  His 
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182. 

His  Eyes  are  open,  and  his  Senfe  is  clear, 

The  Letter  plain  too  by  Timandra  lent ; 
Which  with  his  arrogant  retort  to  her 

Is  what  his  Soul  do's  above  all  torment. 

183. 

Now  likewife  plain  appear'd  the  Project  laid 

When  lately  he  the  falfe  Timandra  met ; 
By  which  the  Charmer  well  may  him  upbraid 

For  grofs  Injuftice,  and  for  want  of  Wit. 

184. 

Stupid  beyond  the  common  Drols,  he  cry'd, 
How  could  a  Charm  from  that  fweet  Angel's  Pen 

Find  a  regardlefs  Soul  fo  ftupiried, 

Unlefs  polleit  by  the  mo  ft  vile  of  Men  ? 

185*. 

Had  Goddefs  Nature  been  thy  Patronefs, 

Or  prompting  Reafon  rarify'd  thy  Mind, 
Each  Vein  and  pulfe  about  thee  muft  confefs 

The  Influence  that  was  fo  near,  fo  kind  : 
186. 

But  on  the  contrary  loft  and  forgot, 
The  Senfe  defpoil'd  of  each  difcerning  Grace  ; 

A  mo  ft  unnatural  and  fordid  Blot 
Has  ftain'd  my  'Scutheon,  and  defam'd  my  Race. 
187. 

Thus  curling  his  unlucky  Stars  a  while, 

Our  now  repentant  Lover  fretting  ftood, 
Giving  himfelf  all  Terms  that  could  revile, 

Or  make  Addition  to  his  angry  Mood. 

188. 

When  wife  Amelia,  whofe  uncommon  Wit 
Was  not  with  common  Baulk  to  be  fuppreft, 

Do's  in  her  quick  and  fertile  Brain  beget 

A  Plot,  might  make  Amends  for  what  had  pair. 
189. 

She  counfels  Akibiadcs  to  feign 

Reluctant  Love  to  the  Aftrologcfs, 
And  hint  by  Letter  his  late  flighting  Vein 

Was  only  caus'd  by  martial  Scubbornnefs : 
190. 

That  now  her  great  Afcendant  had  prevail'd, 

And  powerful  Planets  warring  on  her  ftdc, 
His  Heart's  repugnant  Fortrefs  had  aflail'd,  •  % 

And  to  a  meek  Surrender  brought  his  Pride  : 

T  3  191.  Telling 
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Telling  him,  this  no  doubt  would  reinftate 

His  Love  with  Aglaanice  at  leaft  ; 
And  open  him  a  PaiTage  foon  or  late, 

By  which  Timavdra's  Wrongs  might  be  redrefh 
192. 

To  this  Advice  he  timely  lends  an  Ear, 
And  as  'twas  good  puts  it  in  Practice  ftraight ; 

Rewarding  the  Invcntrefs  for  her  Care, 

Whofe  Project  laid,  may  good  Succefs  create. 

For  now  an  am'rous  Billet  he  indites, 

Full  of  endearing  Words  and  gloffing  Terms  ^ 

Mingled  with  fanciful  poetick  Flights, 

That  foon  the  Matron's  hoping  Heart  alarms ; 
194. 

Small  Argument  herReafon  could  convince 

That  Influence  of  the  Stars  had  caus'd  this  Change^ 

That  her  Afcendant  had  controul'd  his  Scnfe, 
And  giv'n  him  now  no  longer  Power  to  range  : 
I9S- 

At  which  jejoicing,  fhe  an  Anfwer  fent 

Exprelilng  Thoughts  reciprocally  kind  ; 
Then  to  Amelia  do's  a»  Ringprefent, 

Her  future  Service  faithfully  to  bind : 
196. 

Who  pleas'd  with  good  Succefs  ftraight  fpeeds  away 

To  tell  her  bounteous  Mafter  Tidings  rare, 
How  his  new  Miftrefs  made  a  kind  Reply, 

And  fhould  be  more  than  blefs'd  to  fee  him  there. 

197/  '■■ 
Thus  far  the  new  invented  Plot  went  well, 

To  Aglaomce  in  Hafre  he  goes, 
Who  met  him  thenceforth  daily  in  her  Cell, 

Whilil  abfcnt  Socrates  yet  nothing  knows. 

198. 

And  now  the  Project  being  ripe  for  Fact, 

And  every  fabtle  Motion  order'd  right ; 
He  thinks  it  proper  time  to  put  in  act 

A  Turn  to  bring  him  to  Timandrd 's  Sight. 

199. 

This  th'  Aftrologcfs,  being  ftill  at  Home,* 

He  found  a  Matter  hard  to  compafs  was, 
Unless  invited  fhe .Abroad  would  come, 
■.  Which  in  few  Days  he  like  wife  brings  to  pars. 

i*,  '       ?jj        200.  Not 
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200. 

Not  far  from  Athens  (lands  a  pleafant  Grove, 

By  Nature  furnifli'd  with  all  frelh  Delight ; 
A  Seat  rcnown'd  for  Learning,  and  for  Love, 

Where  Youths  purfue  Amours,  and  Sages  write, 
201. 

Of  Academies  'twas  the  native  Seat, 

A  Grecian  Bard  in  Athens  loudly  fam'd, 
For  Traces  of  Learning,  and  Eflay's  of  Wit, 

And  from  him  the  Academy  was  nam'd. 

202. 

Here  Conferences  Philofophical 

By  Socrates,  and  Plato,  oft  were  held ; 
Young  Pupils  too  of  lefler  Note,  and  all 

That  in  the  noble  Sciences  excell'd. 

203. 

'Twas  here  that  Alcibiades  believ'd 
The  Shades  molt  proper  too  for  his  Defign, 

Where  the  Aftrologefs  might  be  decciv'd, 
Whofe  Stars  to  him  Timandra  would  rcfigm 
204. 

Her  he  conjures  by  all  the  Powers  of  Love, 

Since  his  wife  Friend  was  newly  return'd  Home  ; 

And  they  Amours  could  not  with  Freedom  prove 
To  that  Recefs  at  fach  an  Hour  to  come. 

205-, 

Who  ftraight  confults  the  Stars,  ancl  thinks  'em  kind? 

And  every  Influence  do's  Favour  give  ; 
When  we  refolve,  'tis  hard  to  bend  the  Mind, 

And  what  we  willi  we  cafily  believe. 

206. 

The  Summons  die  obeys  with  eager  hafte. 

And  to  the  fam'd  Lycxur.i  nimbly  flies, 
Whilft  Alcibiades  before  had  plac'd 

To  watch  her  going  out  his  trufty  Spies : 
207. 

Who  foon  informing  him  the  Coaft  was  clear, 

Since  the  Aftrologefs  was  newly  gone, 
With  throbbing  Heart  he  ftraight  his  Courfe  do's  fleer, 
'  :  And  to  the  Paraciife  of  Love  goes  on. 

208. 

An  eafy  Entrance  there  at  firft  he  gain'd, 
But  when  endeavouring  the  Stairs  to  mount 

A  Servant  his'Ifrtent  would  have  reHrain'd, 
Of  whom  the  Lover  made  but  fmall  Account ; 

"  T  4  209,  For 


2$o    Socrates^Timandra:  Or, 

209. 

t  or  with  a  Frown,  his  Hand  laid  on  his  Sword, 
The  trembling  Slave  on  th'  Inftant  gave  him  way  ; 

W hilft  he  proceeding  to  the  Fair  ador'd, 

Soon  found  the  fweet  Alcove  where  Beauty  lay. 
210. 

As  a  young  Eagle  whom  his  Mother's  Wing 
Has  fhelter'd  clofe  'till  ripening  Days  came  on, 

Whom  (he  to  try  to  a  high  Mount  do's  bring, 
Teach  him  to  foar  and  gaze  upon  the  Sun,' 
211. 

At  firft  is  baulkt,  he  winks  and  touts  his  Eyes, 
Too  weak  as  yet  to  bear  the  glorious  Light ; 

Juft  fo  our  Hero  fares,  ftruck  with  Surprize, 
Confus'd  and  dazzled  at  Trmandrd's  |fght : 

2T2. 

Delightful  Beauty  pleafes  him  and  pains ; 

Shame  for  his  Guilt,  and  Love  for  what  he  faw 
PofTefs  him  fo,  that  ftupid  he  remains, 

Till  kneeling  down  at  laft  with  rev'rent  Awe, 
213. 

Whilft  fhe  with  Virgin  Glory  paints  her  Face, 
Pow'rlefs  to  bear  the  Force  of  her  Surprize, 

His  Tongue  begins  the  Paffion  to  exprefs 
Which  in  his  anxious  Bofom  glowing  lies  : 
214. 

*  Was  it  to  you,  then,  brighteft  of  that  Kind, 
That  Heaven  to  joy  the  World  chief  Bleffing  meant, 

When  it  the  moft  peculiar  Grace  defign'd, 
That  the  late  horrible  Repulfe  I  fent? 

215-. 

Did  you,  to  whom  my  Heart  v/as  fetter'd  fad, 
As  foon  as  Artift  Love  the  Chain  could  make  ; 

Whofe  Charms,  tho'  diftant,  could  fubdue  my  Brcaft, 
Send  me  Commands  that  I  refus'd  to  take  ? 

216. 

Oh  Soul-lcfs  Clod !  oh  Lump  debas'd  and  rude ! 

As  Nature  firfl,  unform'd  by  high  Command; 
Expell'd  from  all  ErFe&s  Divine  and  Good, 
,  What  greater  Curfe  could  come  from  Pluto's  Hand  ?, 

*  The  Harm^M  of  Alcibiades  at  the  faft  sight  of  Timandra. 
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217. 

My  Senfes  loft  did  I  fo  vilely  flight 

The  nobleft  Product  of  caeleftial  Care, 
Expell'd  from  Reafon,  and  depriv'd  of  Sight, 

Affront  the  Beauty  I  now  find  fo  rare  ? 

218. 

Ah,  Madam,  what  Atonement  can  I  make  ? 

What  Punifhment  do  I  deferve  to  feel  > 
'Tis  far  too  little  if  I  Death  fhould  take 

From  Fire,  or  Poyfon,  or  avenging  Steel : 
219. 

Or  worfe  than  all,  condemn  my  felf  to  lofe 

The  Blefling  of  adoring  thofe  fweet  Eyes ; 
But  that  my  Soul's  Perdition  would  enclofe, 

For  in  that  Torment  fure  Damnation  lies. 

220. 

To  purchafe  Grace  could  my  repentant  Heart,  r 
And  all  the  Love  and  Service  couch'd  within, 

For  ever  to  be  lafting  have  Defert 

To  make  Amends  for  its  late  fordid  Sin. 

221. 

See  at  your  Feet  where  low  and  humbly  lies 

Your  Beauty's  Slave,  the  Creature  of  your  Will ; 

Who  Jives  for  you,  and  by  your  Order  dies, 
So  abfolute's  your  Power  to  fave  or  kill. 

222. 

By  Bounty  undeferv'd,  if  I  may  live, 

Then  of  Injuftice  done  you  I  complain; 
Nor  can  I  Socrates  allowance  give, 

Whofe  Humour  do's  your  Liberty  reftrain  ; 

223. 

Excluding  thus1  the  World  from  a  Delight 

Superior  to  all  other  Happinefs ; 
And  what,  like  Goddefs  Nature,  by  its  Sight 

Can  all  the  Works  of  the  Creation  blefs. 

224. 

'Tis  fit  for  him  who  the  Soul's  Beauty  courts, 

The  Pleafure  of  the  Senfes  to  reject, 
And  caufe  the  Auditor  whom  he  exorts 

Of  that  divine  Repaft,  to  tafte  th'  EfTccT: ; 

225-. 

He  with  Defires  by  Moderation  fway'd, 
Sedate  and  calm,  fcarce  feeling  that  they  warm, 

May  fave  himfelf  from  P  anions  that  invade 
By  moral  Tenets,  and  by  want  of  Charm  ; 

3  226.  But 
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226. 

But  Rules  like  thefe  by  Nature  £1111  condemn'd, 
And  difallow'd  by  Heaven,  do  plain  appear, 

Ey  Proof,  that  better  Precepts  were  efteem'd  J 
When  it  defign'd  ye  fo  divinely  fair. 

It  fbrm'd  ye,  Madam,  to  be  lov'd  and  priz'd, 
To  reign  o'er  Souls  in  proper  State  to  dwell : 

And  not  as  if  forlorn,  and  ill  advis'd, 
To  hide  that  heavenly  Beauty  in  a  Cell. 

228. 

Then  as  to  what  concerns  my  learned  Friend, 

If  the  wife  Morals  he  do's  daily  teach, 
And  Practice,  can  his  Heart  fo  ill  defend 

That  Love  afpiring  foars  above  their  Reach ; 

229. 

He  mull  not  wonder  that  a  Heart  unarm'd 

Of  that  ftrong  Mail  of  Reafon  he  has  on, 
SlXmld  be,  by  Graces  fo  refiftlefs,  charm'd, 

Which  his  Philofophy  wants  Pow'r  to  Hum  : 
230. 

Or  ir^  with  Blindnefs  feiz'd,  he  loves  ye  not, 

'Tis  ftrange  Injullice  then  to  hinder  me, 
Whom  Nature's  Pow'r,  and  fweet  Impulfe  has  taught 

A  Paffion  mounting  to  extreme  Degree. 

231. 

I  gaze,  and  I  adore,  the  fpreading  Joy 

Fills  all  my  Veins,  and  captivates  my  Senfe'; 

For  you  I  languilh,  and  for  you  (hall  die, 

Unlefs  my  Love  may  hope  fome  Recompence. 
232. 

Forget  then,  Faireft,  Precepts  that  arife 

To  fuch  unnatural  and  ftrange  Degree, 
And  let  indulgent  Senfe  inftrud  your  Eyes 

To  dart  a  Glance  of  Favour  upon  me  ; 

2-33. 

Who  thus  am  nVd  eternally  your  own, 

As  from  my  Birth  no  doubt  I  was  ordain'd  ; 

Who  prize  a  charming  Smile  beyond  a  Crown, 
Or  all  the  Trophies  Glory  has  obtain'd. 

And  here  on  th'  fudden  feizing  her  fair  Kand? 

His  *ager  KiiTes  clofe  the  Argument ; 
Whilftihe  do's  in  the  firft  Confufion  Mh4\ 
he  to  Courtfhip  gives  a  fecond  Vent. 

23  He 
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He  fancies  fomething  tender  in  her  Eyes, 
A  filent  fweet  Gonfent  to  hear  him  fpeak  ; 

Therefore  to  Rhetorick  gives  quick  Supplies, 
And  pleas'd  with  Hope  a  frefh  Attack  do's  make. 
236. 

He  kneels,  hereafons,  prefTes,  and  fheds  Tears, 
With  moving  Air,  and  influencing  Grace  • 

Now  humbly  fues,  now  fighs,  now  doubts,  and  fears5 
Whilft  fluent  Phrafes  one  another  trace ; 

237. 

Till  antique  Time,  that  nevcr-weary'd  Poft, 
Twice  iixty  Minutes  had  run  out,  and  more ; 

When  fweet  'Ttmandra  who  in  Thought  was  loft, 
And  the  extreme  Surprize  fhe  had  before, 
238. 

Recovering  from  her  Agony  of  Fear, 

That  gave  her  Senfes  time  to  underftand, 
Could  not  retard  fome  ftarts  of  Joy  to  hear 

He  did  not  his  rough  Scroll  for  her  intend. 

239. 

His  gracious  Figure  too  fuccefsful  pleads, 

And  now  fhe  entertains  fome  little  Pride  ; 
To  fee  a  Hero  at  her  Feet,  whole  Deeds 

Had  made  him  all  o'er  Europe  dignify'd, 
240. 

By  Diffidence  and  Modefty  controurd, 
;  A  while  fhe  wants  the  Pow'r  to  ule  her  Tongue ; 
Which  freed,  at  laft  her  Anfwer  db's  unfold 
-  In  fweeter  Notes  than  e'er  the  Mufes  fung. 

241. 

*  The  great  Efteem  your  Merit,  Sir,  has  gain'd, 

Ne'er  by  my  Anger  was  lb  mortify'd  ; 
But  that  fince  I  perceive  my  Name  was  feign'd, 

And  that  your  rough  Return  was  well  apply'd^. 
242. 

My  flrft  Opinion  (till  authentick  (lands, 

With  hopes  my  too  rafli  Freedom  you'll  excufc, 
Which  could  not  help  committing  to  your  Hand 
I  The  Knowledge  both  of  mine  and  your  Abufe  : 

*  Timandra 's  Anfwtr  to  Alcibkdes, 


243.  The 
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The  odd  Miftakes  that  from  that  Caufe  arofe 
Might  raife  fome  fmall  Concernment,  but  can  ne'er 

With  Reafon  make  you  thus  your  felf  expofe, 
And  Item  the  Tide  of  Dangers,  (laying  here. 

244. 

Can  you  pafs  by  the  fair  Athenian  Dames  ? 

Can  Curiofity,  that  blindly  leads, 
Bring  you  from  Beauties  of  exalted  Fames 

To  one  whofe  Sight  wife  Socrates  forbids  ? 

24;. 

One  of  whom  Love,  you  fay,  exacts  his  Care, 
Which  Care,  'tis  true,  do's  conftant  Service  fhew ; 

Yet  fure  it  is  not  Love,  or  if  it  were, 

'Tis  more,  as  yet,  than  either  of  us  know  \ 
246. 

But  I  am  well  alTur'd  he  Virtue  loves, 

And  that  he  ftill  inftrucls  me  to  purfue : 
Thus  too  fecures  by  Precept,  which  he  proves 

What  he  has  fears  your  Merit  may  undo. 

247. 

Ah,  go  then,  Sir,  and  let  my  Soul  have  leave 
To  relifh  well  the  Morals  he  has  taught ;  r 

Retire,  whilft  I  have  Aptnefs  to  receive 
That  Good,  and  can  oppofe  a  wav'ring  Thought; 
248. 

For  blulhing  I  muft  own  I  fbmething  find 

Couch'd  here  within  that's  prone  to  take  your  Part, 

And  drives  to  lhadow  thofe  bright  Rays  of  Mind 
That  'gainft  fuch  Frailty  us'd  to  arm  my  Heart. 
249. 

Take  then  Companion  on  my  Innocence, 
And  tho'  your  Force  my  Weaknefs  could  controul ; 

Let  me  o'ercome  with  my  Remains  of  Senfe, 
And  the  fmall  Reafon  that  yet  guards  my  Soul. 
25-0. 

With  Speed  then  let  me  beg  you  to  retire, 

And  Pity  take  on  my  Philofophy, 
That  thefe  late  Years  my  Bofom  did  infpire, 

And  in  one  Hour  might  now  confuted  lie : 
25-1. 

Shew  Favour  top,  and  generoufly  treat 
A  Maid  thus  fore'd  her  Weaknefs  to  confefs ; 

Nor  let  your  Judgment,  that  I  know  fo  great, 
By  what  I've  laid,  conclude  my  Virtue  lefs. 

2j'2.  And 
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And  at  thefe  Words  a  frefti  Vermilion  dy'd 

The  rofie  Frame  of  her  angelick  Face ; 
And  from  his  Hand,  who  clofely  held  her,  try'd 

By  ftruggling,  to  feek  out  another  Place. 

25-3. 

In  which  kind  Pofture  I  the  happy  Pair, 
To  treat  of  other  things,  muft  leave  a  while ; 

And  let  th'  Aftrologefs  perform  her  Share, 
Whom  our  falfe  Courtier  did  fo  late  beguile. 

25-4. 

With  Patience,  rarely  in  a  Lover  found, 
She  long  had  watch'd,  'till  Darknefs  enter'd  was ; 

When  Fortune,  who  Endeavours  feldom  crown'd, 
If  wifh'd  for,  plagu'd  her  with  another  Crofs  : 

For  as  (he  fate,  with  amorous  Paffion  fir'd, 

In  Hopes  her  long'd-for  Hero  to  embrace, 
It  chanc'd  that  Socrates  that  Night  retir'd 

From  publick  Company,  and  chofe  that  Place, 
256. 

And  whilft  with  Thought  himfelf  he  entertain'd, 
In  which  his  dear  Ttmandra  had  beft  Share  ; 

Th'  Aftrologefs,  'twixt  Joy  and  Trouble  pain'd, 
Gave,  by  foft  Greeting,  notice  ftie  was  there. 
25-7. 

The  Name  of  Alcibiades,  and  Dear, 

Gave  him  occafion  her  Intrigue  to  know, 
And  made  him  with  the  fudden  Stroke  appear 

As  if  a  Thunderbolt  had  giv'n  the  Blow. 

2^8. 

When  juft  prepar'd  his  Anger  to  let  loofe, 

And  his  Truftee  for  Treachery  upbraid, 
He  found  another  did  his  Senfe  amufe, 

Who  matching  at  his  Arm  his  Speech  delay'd. 

This  was  Zantippe,  whofe  rank  Jealoufy 

Had  brought  her  there,  her  Husband's  Haunt  to  find ;  ' 
And  finding  now  another  Woman  by, 

Began  her  Rant  in  this  outrageous  kind. 


260.  *  Is 
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260. 

*  Is  it  then  thus  that  Socrates  employs 
His  leifitt'd  Minutes  meant  for  grave  Difputcs ; 

Who  whiM  he  to  the  Vulgar  would  feem  Wife, 
Exerts  his  Soul  as  fordid  as  a  Brute's  ? 

261. 

And  mud  Intrigues  of  wanton  Gallantry 

Difpofe  of  that  immortal  Influence  * 
Is  this  the  Bulwark  of  Philofophy 

That  ftill  to  Virtue  teaches  fuch  defence  ? 

262. 

'Tis  well  indulgent  Darknefs  do's  obfeure, 

And  Guilt  and  glowing  Shame  from  Sight  deter  ; 

When  you  thus  lewdly  act  your  Thoughts  impure^ 
And  blot  the  Name  of  a  Philofopher  ; 

263. 

Whofe  Science  be  from  henceforth  counted  vain> 
And  fo  too  the  Repute  of  Learn'd  and  Wife  ; 

Your  Morals  are  but  Whimfies  of  the  Brain, 
Your  Reafons  Trifles,  and  your  Tenets  Lies, 
264. 

Whilft  kindly  the  dear  Precepts  Nature  gives, 
And  Heat  fhall  be  by  me  from  henceforth  priz'd  j 

And  thus  whilft  Joys  of  Senfe  my  Soul  believes 
Your  School  Enthufiafms  fhall  be  all  defpis'd. 

265*. 

And  here  Diforder,  which  her  Rage  had  bred, 
Her  Arm  ftretch?d  out,  for  Action  had  prepar'd, 

If  Socrates,  with  new  Surprize  half  dead, 
Had  not  flipt  off  to  find  what  worfe  he  fear'd* 
266. 

If  Aglaonice,  when  the  dread  Name 
Of  Socrates  foe  heard  too,  had  not  fled, 

Grumbling  at  Stars  fhe  had  fuch  Gaufe  to  blam^ 
That  would  not  let  her  their  Predictions  read. 
267. 

f  Saturnia  one  and  t'other  now  befriends, 
Hides  fierce  Zantippe'%  Rage,  the  Matron's  Shame  ; 

Whom  there  we'll  leave,  fince  now  the  Mufe  intends 
T'  exprefs  the  tortur'd  Sage  when  Home  he  came. 

*  Zantippe'j  fecond  Harangue  to  Socrates.     f  Night. 
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268. 

To  make  the  Proof  of  his  Misfortunes  clear 
He  foon  got  Entrance  by  a  private  Key, 

And  as  he  fear'd,  furpriz'd  the  Lover  there, 
Who  had  (tho'  prefs'd)  no  Power  to  get  away, 
269. 

'fiynandra,  now  from  Love's  clofe  Fetters  free, 

Retires  as  foon  as  Socrates  (he  faw  ; 
Who  wich  an  Air  perplext  to  high  Degree, 

And  Words  infufing  reverential  Awe, 
270. 

Told  Akibiades  'twas  Tyranny, 

And  high  Offence  to  Friendihip  he  had  done ; 
Since  he  from  Acts  of  am'rous  Gallantry 

Of  all  the  Female  Sex  referv'd  but  one  ; 

271. 

Whofe  Love  for  Learning  having  long  admir'd, 

He  to  improve  did  carefully  pretend, 
As  being  by  perfect  Amity  infpir'd, 

Since  'twas  the  darling  Daughter  of  his  Friend  j 
272. 

And  that  'twas  heighth  of  vile  Ingratitude 

To  force  a  Secret  fatal  to  his  Reft, 
Or  on  a  Virgin's  Privacy  intrude, 

Who  fill'd  with  Love  of  facred  Things  her  Breaft 
273. 

And  here,  in  fpite  of  grave  Philofophy, 

Some  angry  Words  flew  ralhly  from  the  Sage  ; 
Whilft  t'other  with  mild  Reafons  do's  apply, 

The  trueft  Recipe  to  cool  his  Rage  : 
_        '  274. 
To  touch  him  nicely  on  the  tuneful  String, 

On  which  with  Art  fo  tenderly  he  play'd, 
He  found  out  prudently  the  only  thing 

That  could  his  late  unfriendly  Fault  evade. 

He  therefore  thus  harangues,  *  Altho'  your  Brow 

Is  arm'd  thus,  Socrates^  againft  your  Friend, 
That  my  Intrufion  here  you  difallow, 
x  As  hindring  Morals  you  to  teach  pretend, 


*  Alqbiadcs  Umngms  Socrates, 
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I  plainly  muft  detect  your  Fallacy, 

And  fpeak  the  Truth,  'tis  not  the  Rays  of  Mind 
You  would  infpire,  which  hinder'd  now  by  me, 

Incites  your  Wrath,  but  what's  of  nicer  kind. 

277. 

You  love  the  true  T"imandra,  Jealoufy 

Is  what  do's  the  extremeft  Proof  on't  (hew  ; 

I've  thought  fo  long,  fpite  of  Philofophy, 
And  fubtly  was  refolv'd  the  Truth  to  know. 

278. 

If  I  miftake  prove  your  Referv'dnefs  ftill, 
And  leave  the  charming  Student  to  my  Care, 

But  bid  me  not  fupprefs  voluptuous  Will, 
Unlefs  you  are  fecure  your  felf  you  dare. 

279. 

I  muft  confefs  I  do  fome  Pleafure  take 
In  the  undoubted  Truth  of  what  I  find ; 

That  I  your  Rules  may  lefs  convincing  make, 
And  you  to  Youth's  Defects  may  be  more  kind  : 

280.. 

For  let  your  Tenets  harafs  the  dull  Brains 

Of  poring  Pupils,  taftelefs  Joys  to  prove  ; 
When  Merit's  Wreath  at  laft  renowns  our  Pains, 
1    I  rind  the  befl  Philofopher  is  Love. 

281. 

This  Sentence  had  no  fooner  pafs'd  his  Lips, 
But  the  learn'd  Orator  fo  mute  was  ftruck 

Hi£  Cheeks  no  longer  the  true  Colour  keeps, 
But  pale  and  ghaftly  was  his  troubled  Look. 

282. 

He  fuddenly  fell  backward  in  a  Chair, 

As  if  fome  Epileptick  Fit  did  feize  ; 
And  after  fome  fmall  time  of  paufing  there, 

Thus  makes  return  to  Alcibiades, 
283. 

*  What  have  I  done,  oh  Troubler  of  my  Peace  ! 

To  merit  from  your  Hand  this  Cruelty  ? 
My  Friendftiip  has  been  firm  ev'n  to  Excefs, 

And  train'd  to  ferve  you  every  Faculty. 

*  Thi  Uft  Harangfte  of  Socrates  in  Anfaer  to  Alcibiades. 
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Your  Interefts  in  all  times  have  been  my  own, 
My  Credit's  Hazard,  and  the  World's  Eftecm ; 

Pve  ventur'd  to  eftablifh  your  Renown, 
And  from  your  Foes  Invet'racy  redeem* 
286. 

My  Life  too  I  have  flighted  for  your  fake, 

And  againft  Swords  and  Darts  your  Buckler  ftoodf 

for  which  let  *  Polidea  mention  make, 
Where  you  were  bought  with  my  Expence  of  Blood. 
287. 

And  when  the  Vi&or's  Prize  was  to  be  worn 

By  him  who  did  the  nobleft  Action  there  ; 
I,  tho'  'twas  given,  would  not  my  felf  adorn, 

But  judg'd  it  fitteft  for  your  Brow  to  wear. 
.  288. 
Think  it  not  ftrange  I  twit  you  with  my  Deeds, 

And  draw  your  Obligations  near  your  Eyes  \ 
When  I  perceive  ungrateful  Humour  breeds 

Within  the  Breaft  that  Amity  fhould  prize. 

289. 

Ingratitude,  the  uglieft  of  all  Sins 

That  e'er  deferv'd  eternal  Puniflirhen't, 
Superior  ev'n  to  Murder's  curft  Offence, 

And  all  that  Reprobation  can  invent. 

290. 

When  I  perceive  th'  EfTecT:  of  Wantonnefs 

Can  make  you  at  my  deareft  Secret  laugh* 
Ingrateful  I  mull  call  ye,  to  exprefs, 

And  drag  up  Thoughts  to  light  I  knew  not  of  \ 
291. 

In  which  you  prove  moft  cruel  and  fevere, 
Since  you  have  ftirr'4  up  fomething  in  my  Breaft  j 

A  Paffion  that  I  yet  ne'er  knew  was  there, 
That  will  for  ever  rob  me  of  my  Reft. 

29  A. 

How  oft  have  I  your  cafnal  Weaknefs  hid, 
-  When  Errors  to  reproof  did  you  refign  I 
In  juft  Return  then,  of  a  friendly  Deed, 
Could  you  not  once  think  fit  to  wink  on  mine  ? 

.   *  A  famous  City  by  the  Athenians,  where  Socrats^  refold  AU 

ribiadcs-  J 
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293- 

Could  you  not  prove  your  felf  a  faithful  Friend, 

By  fparing  me  fo  natural  an  111 ; 
Excufe  a  Frailty  time  perhaps  might  mend, 

Or  what  you  thought  you  could  not  help,  conceal  ? 
294. 

Oh,  Alcibiades !  if  'tis  not  true 

That  I  the  beautiful  Timandra  love* 
By  this  Afperfion  Friendfhip  you  undo, 

Since  you  can  ne'er  your  Accufation  prove  ? 

295-. 

And  if  I  do,  as  I  begin  to  fear, 

The  Injury  is  worfe  that  you  intend  ; 
By  rafhly  hazarding  the  Curfe  to  bear, 

Of  being  my  Rival,  who  Ihould  be  my  Friend. 
296. 

Withdraw  then  from  the  Danger  you  incur, 

And  whether  you  regard  me  in  Degree 
Or  Station  of  a  learn'd  Philofopher, 

Who  from  all  Paflion  frail  exempt  Ihould  be  ; 
297. 

Or  whither,  as  a  true  or  faithful  Friend, 
Whofe  active  Service  you  have  prov'd  before, 

Retire  from  Ills,  mud  have  fo  bad  an  End, 
And  let  Timandra  fee  your  Face  no  more  : 
298. 

Let  it  fuffice  your  Point  is  gain'd  on  me, 

And  that  your  Cunning  my  Defe£  do's  prove, 

Since  by  Acknowledgment  of  Jealoufy 
You  may  infallibly  conclude  I  love. 

■  299. 

Lay  then  my  Fault  on  frail  Humanity, 

Whofe  Weaknefs  cannot  Beauty's  Power  fuftai'n, 

Since  Excellence  I  in  Timandra  fee 
Can  force  the  Will,  and  make  all  Reafon  vain. 
300. 

Your  Prcfence  here  is  fatal  to  my  Peace, 
How  you  can  Love  infpire  too  well  appears ; 

Each  charming  Grace  of  yours  retards  my  Eafe, 
And  Chewing  what  I  want  exalts  my  Fears. 

301. 

Let  it  be  then  your  Glory  to  refign, 

And  Beauty  upon  Friendfhip's  fcore  forfake  ; 

He  belt  the  Hero  proves  who  do's  decline, 
And  fpare  the  Life  is  in  his  Power  to  take. 

302  My 
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302. 

My  Heart  has  ever  been  for  you  entire, 

For  you  difturbing  Cares  have  fill'd  my  Breaft  3 

Let^then  returns  of  Gratitude  infpire 

Your  Soul,  and  give  to  mine  th'  expected  Reft. 
3°3- 

Here  fcorcht  with  Shame  that  in  his  Vifage  glows, 
The  Sage  in  great  Confufion  held  his  Peace  ; 

Perplext  that  he  fuch  Frailty  lhould  expofe 
To  the  Infults  of  Alcibiades  ; 

3°4- 

Who  ftraight  with  open  Arms  careft  his  Friend, 

And  Promife  gives  to  anfwer  his  Defire  ; 
That  to  Timandra  he'd  no  more  pretend, 

But  his  rare  Virtues,  in  her  ftead,  admire. 

Concluding  all  with  Themes  of  Amity, 
Recording  Deeds  of  Friends  in  former  Days, 

Delighting  Socrates  to  high  Degree, 
Who  fends  him  Home  with  Complement  and  Praife. 

But  oh,  when  Luft  unquenchably  do's  burn, 

The  Heat  corrupted,  and  the  Mind  impure, 
Small  Tye  depends  on  Words,  or  what  is  fworu, 

And  weakly  do's  that  Promifer  enfure  : 
3°7- 

For  Alcibiades,  whofe  wanton  Will 
Still  influenc'd  him  more  than  friendly  Truft, 

Regards  a  Breach  but  as  a  trivial  111, 
And  hold  at  nought  the  Titles  of  unjuft  : 
3<38. 

For  'gainft  feducing  Opportunity, 

To  which  the  frail  "Timandra  lent  her  Aid, 
The  Sage's  Vigilance  no  Force  can  be, 

Who  finds  himfelf  by  his  falfe  Friend  betray 'd, 
3°9- 

The  precious  Gem  is  ftol'n  away  by  Night, 

Which  he  in  Science  had  once  richly  fet ; 
Who  being  both  Friend  and  Lover,  took  Delight 

Still  to  improve  her  Reafon,  and  her  Wit ; 

310. 

But  vicious  Senfe  that  did  the  firft  pervert, 

Soon  brought  the  laft  to  be  fubfervient  too  ; 
The  Glofs  of  outward  Beauty  fills  her  Heart, 

And  do's  all  Thought  of  inward  Grace  fubdsi. 

U  1  311.  To 
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To  Grumurn  with  her  wanton  Lord  fhe  fled, 
Who  was  to  Exile  doom'd  too  by  the  Laws ; 

From  whence  *  Lyfand&  plots  to  get  his  Head 
A  Prefent,  for  revolting  from  his  Caufe. 

He  Bagoas  and  Sifcwithres  Jent, 

With  others  arm'd,  the  Fugitive  to  feize  ; 
Nor  did  wrong'd  Socrates  the  Plot  prevent, 

Whofe  Melancholy  now  bred  ftrong  Difeafe, 
3J3« 

The  Lofs  of  his  cftmaytdra,  [pitc  of  all 

The  patient  Pow'rs  P'hilofophy  had  bred, 
Made  all  remaining  Joys 'of  Life  fo  fmall, 

That  only  Eafe  by  Death  now  fills  his  Head  ; 

which  fome  time  after  (when  f  condemn'd  to  die) 
Made  him  with  llich  Contempt  the  Poyfon  take, 

Since  Griefs  were  caus'd  (which  in  his  Breaft  did  lie) 
For  Love's,  as  well  as  for  Religion's  fake. 

Yet  like  a  Hero  did  he  nobly  die, 

Dcfpifing  numerous  Gods,  adoring  One  ; 
And  for  the  Frailty  of  an  anvrous  Sigh, 

The  facrcd  Martyr  largely  did  atone  ; 

But  e'er  his  Death  he  the  Deiiru&ion  law 
Of  his  falfe  Friend,  and  that  unhappy  Fair  ; 

Who  quickly  on  themfelves  did  Ruin  draw, 
Exempted  from  his  Patronage  and  Gare. 

The  Band  fent  out  to  take  'em  found*  the  Placo, 

A  lonely  Hut,  to  which  they  had  retir'd, 
And  dreading  th'  Force  of  Akibuides, 

Bafely,  to' drive  'em  thence,  the  Cottage  fir'd. 

318. 

Ah  \  then  with  dreadful  Horror  you  might  fee 
An  ObjecT:  would  torment  a  gen'rous  Heart, 

The  Lovers  fore'd  from  their  Security 

By  the  ftrong  F oe,  who  fought  with  Sword  and  Dart : 

*  Lyfander,  General  of  the  Lacecjemqnians,  Plots  mth  Phargazabus 
the  Periian  General  to  murder  Alcibiades. 

f  Socrates  tons  put  to  death  drinking  the  J  we  of 'Memfak,  by  the  A- 
tlienian  judges,  for  dcfpifing  plurality  sfQods,  and  introducing,  new  Wor- 

1x9.  Y<* 
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3Ly' 

Yet  whilft  he  Life  retain'd  the  Hero  flood 
Guarding  his  Miftrefs  from  their  fatal  Power, 

But  faint  with  many  Wounds,  and  lofs  of  Blood, 
Falling  at  lad  th'  unequal  Fight  gave  o'qr. 

320. 

Dead  at  her  Feet  the  great  At  hen:  an  lav,  . 

Whofe  Fate  foon  ufher'd  hers,  *  as  Story  tells ; 
Whofe  lad  Example  may  the  Truth  difplay 

Of  Mifchiefs  bred  from  Love's  feducing  Ills; 

321. 

And  by  this  Moral  teach  the  Young  and  Fair 
With  facred  Rules  to  fortify  the  Heart ; 

That  may  'gainft  Powers  of  wanton  Courtfhip  war, 
And  not  depend  on  Sciences  or  Art. 

32a. 

Vain  are  the  Precepts  of  Philofophy 

Without  the  Tincture  of  ccelelHal  Grace, 

Whofe  want  cfimandra  made  untimely  die, 
And  foon  deftroy'd  great  Ahibiades. 

End  of  the  fecond  CANT  O, 

Written  at  Ramsbury 
Manor,  Anno  1 706. 

f  Timandra  dies  of  Grief 
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The  POETV  Vifwn. 

FUNERAL  POEM, 

I  N 

Pindarick  Verse: 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  that  ever  to  be  adrnWd^ 
[  and  moft  excellent  Trincefs  Anne  ,  our  late 

Gracious  Sovereign  Lady.  Written  in  the  Tear 

1714. 

•    ■  I. 

H  E  Sun  now  ported  to  his  watry  Bed, 
The  Evening  was  with  gloomy  Clouds  o'erfpread, 
When  from  a  folitary  Grove  I  home  retiYd • 
But  found  my  felf  (alas)  not  now  infpiVd 
With  any  Genius  for  Poetry, 
Such  as  on  nice  Occafions  us'd  to  be ; 

Mi"  ;    ->i!"     -  But 
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But  ominous  Melancholly  preft 
My  Spirits,  and  with  ftrange  Infe&ion  fill'd  my  Breaft  : 
The  Faculties  and  Orders  of  my  Soul, 
Thoughts  fad  as  Death  did  now  controul. 
I  haftned  to  repofe,  but  could  not  reft, 
'Till  with  long  watching  tir'd,  a  troubled  Slumber  eas'd 
My  wearied  Senfe,  or  rather  fatal  Numbnefs  feiz'd 
My  vital  Parts  all  o'er,  whilft  to  my  Eye, 
In  yifionary  Scenes,  was  (hewn  this  Prodigy. 

JL 


A  Royal  Banquet  in  a  fpacious  Place 
Hung  round  with  Arras,  figuring  the  Race 

Of  Gods,  of  Heroes,  and  of  Kings ; 
And  wond'rous  Stories  ofmoft  wond'rous  things 
Methought  I  faw  prepar'd;  at  which  in  State 
The  gracious  *  Gloriana  fate : 
Around  her  all  the  Nobles  of  the  Land, 
Thofe  that  bore  Office  and  Command, 
Place,  or  Dependance  from  the  Crown  ; 

With  others  aifo  that  had  none, 
In  order  were  ;  grave  Heads  that  Mitres  wore, 
Grandees  that  held  white  Rods,  Judges  in  Robes  witb  Fur : 
And  round  the  Hall  on  large  Degrees  rais'd  high 

Another  auguft  Company, 
The  great  Supporters  of  the  Diadem, 
And  of  the  Nation's  Glory  and  Efteem, 

The  EngUjh  Commons  fate 
Like  the  Dilpofers  of  refolving  Fate  ; 
Who  from  the  prying  Croud  did  Rev'rence  draw, 
By  Looks,  with  Signs  of  Knowledge  grac'd,  and  legiflative 
Awe.  % 
Next  thefe  were  mixt  a  Number  more 
Promifcuoufly  that  Office  bore, 
And  each  in's  happy  Station  did  reveal 

The  fecret  Joy  his  Heart  did  feel, 
Down  from  the  Pages  that  attend,  up  to  the  potent  Seal, 

A  grand  Affair  there  was  to  do, 
Form'd  to  promote  the  national  Intereft, 

As  well  as  make  the  City  bleft ; 
And  in  a  Charter  newly  wrote,  prefented  to  her  View/ 

*  The  Jghietn, 
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And  here,  methought,  the  Praetor  of  the  Town, 

With  all  his  Brethren,  Traders  of  Renown, 
Wrapt  up  in  Fur,  with  each  a  Chain  embellishing  his  Gown, 

Made  the  demure  Petition  on  their  Knees, 

And  never  feem'd  fo  well  at  Eafe  ; 
All  with  a  Look  fin  cere,  in  humble  View, 
Tho'  perhaps  perfect  at  the  Heart  but  few  ; 
(What  cannot  Citizens  for  Profit  do  ?) 
Whilft  to  their  fam'd  Recorder,  grave  and  wife, 
Aukward  and  formal,  fubtle,  and  precife: 

Th'  attentive  Sovereign,  with  a  Smile, 
Short  Anfwer  made,  but  in  fo  kind  a  Style, 

That  now  they  thought  their  Feaft  well  given; 
Praifing  their  Royal  Saint, 

In  Expectation  of  her  Grant, 

Beyond  the  brighteft  Cherubin  in  Heaven. 
And  nothing  now  was  heard  and  feen  « 

But  joyful  Hums,  and  Grins,  and  Looks,  half  comick, 
half  ferene, 

All  clofing  with,  Oh,  happy  we, and  long,  long  live  the  Queen. 

Ill, 

But  whilft  this  general  Joy 
In  every  Face  appear'd, 
All  bleft  with  Gloriana\  gracious  Eye  ; 

Who  pleas'd  with  what  lhe  faw  and  heard, 

With  Freedom  gave  her  Satisfaction  vent, 
And  full  of  eafy  Goodnefs  ftiew'd  her  Liking  and  Cont  f 

From  the  fwol'n  Bofom  of  a  gloomy  Cloud 

A  thunder  Clap  was  heard  fo  loud, 

With  fuch  a  frightful  Sound 

As  when  the  mighty  Saviour  dy'd, 

The  facred  Temple  did  divide  ; 
And  divine  Vengeance  rent  the  trembling  Ground. 
Amazing  Horror  ftraight  furpriz'd  each  Face, 

Nor  now  could  that  Majeftick  Grace 

That  late  in  Gloriana  flione,  appear, 

For  even  (he  grew  chang'd  with  Fear : 

Her  chearful  Face,  with  deadly  Pale  o'er-caft, 

Looktlike  a  fragrant  Flower  (truck  with  a  withering  BlafL 

Then  ftraight,  methought,  the  Roof  was  feen  to  cleave, 

Rafters  torn  out,  the  tott'ring  Building  leave, 
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Whilft  Eaftward  from  the  Sky 
A  Radiant  Form  defending  charm'd  each  Eye 

With  Glories  of  immenfe  Divinity  : 
Four  Cherubs  that  on  th'  Angel  came  to  wait, 
Whofe  Looks  a  Pow'r  difplay'd  fuperiof  to  Fate, 

Went  up  where  England' %  Guardian  Regent  fate  ; 

Her  feiz'd,  then  with  their  precious  Load  withdrew, 
And  thro'  the  wide  expanding  Air  to  their  third  Heaven  ftew; 

Whilft  Uriel,  for  now  might  each  one  fee, 
By  his  bright  glittering  Form,  and  Itfcid  Front*  'twas  he  ; 
-  One  of  the  glorious  Seven  that  always  ftand  ) 
In  fight  of  God's  high  Throne,  on  his  right  Hand,  L 
And  to  the  lower  World  ftill  bears  his  dread  Command  :  ) 
With  facred  Voice  thus  fpoke,  whilft  every  Stander  by 

On  the  bleft  Orator  fixt  a  heedful  Eye, 
All  charm'd  with  the  EmbafTador,  and  thirfting  all  to  hear 
his  Embafly, 

IV, 

Not  yet,  oh  finful  People,  are  your  Crimes 
Blotted  from  the  Eternal's  Memory  ; 
The  Faults  of  pall  and  prefent  l  imes, 
In  the  Omnipotent's  All-feeing  Eye,  7 ! 

Bear  yet  too  frefh  and  deep  a  Dye  > 
To  let  his  Juftice  grant  ye  true  Felicity  :  J 
In  (lead  of  that  your  vile  Offences  are 
Writ  in  fo  large  a  Roll,  he  do's  prepare 
Severeft  Vengeance,  greater  ftill,  and  more 
Then  e'er  yet  fcOurg'd  your  ftubbom  Land  i  or  Egypt 
heretofore. 

The  Plague  of  Frogs,  of  Locufts,  and  of  Lice, 
Or  chryftal  Currents  tnrn'd  to  Blood  j 
When  all  the  fetter'd  Fifli  in  vain  devis'd 
With  finny  Wings  to  Tcape  the  gory  Mud, 
Equals  not  half  the  Wrath  to  you  is  bent, 
Not  half  the  Curfe,  not  half  the  Pimifhmsnt. 
Your  Queen,  your  earthly  Goddefs  here  belowy 
To  whofe  excelling  Virtue  you  your  BkrTings  owe  -y 
Whofe  Smiles,  like  the  bright  Ruler  of  the  Day, 

Made  all  things  floimft,  all  things  gay  : 
Your  Glorianfy  whom  you  Fo  adore, 
Ah !  wretched  beyond  Thought*  fhall  blcfs  your  Eyes  no  more. 

tW. 
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Thus  has  the  angry  Maker  doom'd,  and  his  Decree 
Is  thus  pmnouuc'd  by  me, 
The  dear  lov'd  Genius  of  your  Land  ihall  die, 

"  And  pafs  thro'  N mm  to  Eternity  ; 
From  mortal  Cares  immortal  Bleiiings  prove, 
And  leave  a  fading  Glory  here  tor  lading  Joys  above. 
This  fpoke,  the  glittering  Angel  difappear'd, 

And  now,  methought,  was  heard  ■:. 
A  confus'd  horrid  Noife 

Of  Shrieks,  and  Groans,  and  Crie% 
The  glorious  Scene  too  chang'd,  and  in  its  (lead 
Infernal  Night  her  blacked:  Fogs  had  fpread 
Over  the  baleful  Place,  dark  as  the  Regions  of  the  dead* 

V, 

Till  by  fome  Flafhes  of  getherial  Fire, 

And  fatal  Fulgor,  glimmering  Light  was  lent ; 
Which  fhew'd  a  Cavern  where  the  Fates  retire, 
And  where  in  dreadful  Shades  their  horrid  Hours  are  {pent. 
Around  the  Place  where  ugly  Shapes  of  Death, 
Bare  Skelitons,  and  all  the  Floor -beneath 
With  Heaps  of  Skulls  and  Bones  wereTcatter'd  o'er, 
Of  Men  that  had  been  Mighty  heretofore, 
Mingled  with  Scrolls  of  human  Names  fpotted  and  ftain'd 
with  Gore ; 
Brought  thither  by  a  grizly  Train, 
Which  for  that  Work  the  Sillers  entertain 
Diseases  call'd,  a  foul  milhapeu  Crew, 
That  thoufands  daily  to  Dellru&ion  drew. 
Andfirft,  with  numerous  Scrolls,  came  Fever,  witfrer'd, 
lean, 

His  Heart  and  Intrails  fcorcht  within 
With  unfeen  Fire  that  long  haf  flaming  been  ; 
Next  him  remorfeleis  Plague,  nis  Charge  refign'd  ; 
Swol'n  Dropsy  then  with  flow  Consumption  join'd, 
Their  deadly  Labels  brought,  more  loiter'd  too  behind, 
Down  from  the  lowly  Country  Girl  up  to  the  Sovereign 
Queen. 

But  amongft:  ail  that  on  this  Office-  came, 

Death's  Friends  and  Agents,  Gouty,  Blind,  and  Lame, 

Methought  I  faw  one  bring  a  Scroll 

That  with  new  Terror  nll'd  my  Soul ; 
A  Scroll  where  in  large  Chsra&ers  was  Gloriana^s  Name. 
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Trembling  at  this  I  found,  as  near  I  preft, 
His  Title  wrote  in  Blood  upon  his  Breaft, 
Dead-doing  Appoplex,  whom  when  pleas'd  Cloth  faw 

She  ftraight  a  flender  Twine  was  feen  to  draw  ; 
Which  envious  Lachefis  foon  on  the  Diftalt  put, 

And  Atropos,  as  foon  prepared,  with  bloody  Shears  to  cut. 
Then  each  with  difmal  yelling  Voice, 
And  hellifh  Grin,  feem'd  to  rejoice 
To  know  the  World  Ihould  lofe  fuch  an  ineftimable  Prize. 

VI. 

'Twas  here  the  Virion  left  my  fetter'd  Senfe, 

Here  Fears  anew  'gan  to  commence, 
And  Grief  ftraight  follow'd  clofe  ;  for  fcarce  my  Eyes 
Had  made  their  Opticks  free  from  Sleep's  Surprize, 

But  to  my  Ears  the  Horror  enter'd  in 
Of  dreadful  News,  the  Sicknefs  of  the  Q  u  e  e  n. 

Too  true  'twas  found,  for  now  each  Hour  accurft 
Flew  with  more  fatal  Tidings  than  the  firft  ; 
From  bad  to  worfe,  'till  the  third  difmal  Day 
We  heard  the  Life  of  our  Britannia  lay, 
The  Prize  of  Death,  juft  languifhing  away  ; 
That  darling  Life,  more  precious  than  the  Store 
Of  Indies  Jems,  or  univcrfal  Ore. 
Oh  Heaven  !  maugre  all  our  Tears, 
Our  fervent  Wifhes,  and  our  Prayers ; 
The  Skill  which  all  the  skilful  Sons  of  Art 
With  niceft  Judgment  could  impart, 
One  fuddain  curft  Difeafe  had  Power 
In  a  few  Moments  to  devour, 
And  by  Commiflion  from  eternal  Will 

Mock  the  Divine's,  and  the  Phyrlcian's  Skill 
Thus  when  Omnipotence  do's  Blelfings  give 

He  thus  afTerts  his  high  Prerogative, 
When  ferv'd  bellows  the  Gifts  we  all  partake, 
And  when  his  Grace  we  lofe  he  calls  'em  back  ; 
Wifely  demonstrating  fuperior  Right, 
The  Creature's  Merit,  the  Creator's  Might. 
But  now,  oh  Mufe !  how  can  thy  Influence 
So  far  infpire  my  Senfe  ? 
How  fhall  my  ill-performing  Pen  and  Hand 
Defcribe  the  gufting  Sorrows  of  the  Land, 
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Shew  the  attending  Mourners  that  flood  by  ; 
Who,  each  with  frighted  Look  and  flowing  Eye, 

Made  the  vaft  Deluge  fwell  fo  universally, 

That  all  around  Grief  fo  immenfe  appears 
As  if  the  World,  a  modern  Way,  were  to  be  drown'd  in 
Tears  ? 

Our  haplefs  Land  a  Woe  particular, 
Beyond  the  reft  of  Nations  did  prefer; 
And  whilft  new  Seas  of  Brine  furround  our  chalky  Shore 
Albion  was  ne'er  fo  true  an  Ifle  before. 

VII. 

Oh,  Albion,  in  thy  Lofs  more  cufft  by  far 
Than  in  all  Ruins  of  thy  Civil  War  : 
Thy  florent  Soil's  a  barren  Defert  now, 
Sad  as  thy  Natives  Weeds,  and  clouded  as  each  Brow. 
Bend  thy  afpiring  Head,  let  Afhes  crown 
Thy  haughty  Front,  and  for  paft  Crimes  atone; 
That  like  offending  Nineveh  of  old, 
Dire  Defolation  by  this  Blow  foretold, 
May  by  thy  humble  Sackcloth  be  delay'd, 
And  Heaven's  confuming  Vengeance  by  Repentance  ftay'd. 
And  now  my  drooping  Mule  agen  is  at  a  ftand, 

My  Pen  (hakes  in  my  trembling  Hand 
At  my  bold  daring  thus  my  Thoughts  to  raife, 
On  Gloriana\  Theme  or  Praife  : 
Virtue  that  fcarce  has  equall'd  been,  or  will  in  future  Days. 
That  Royal  Virgin  that  fo  long  maintain'd 
The  Englijh  Crofs,  and  with  fuch  Judgment  reign'd, 
That  forty  Years  the  Joys  and  Toils  of  glorious  Empire 
knew, 

Ne'er  fuch  Applaufe  or  Adoration  drew 
As  matchlefs  Gloriana  in  her  few  : 

That  happy  Princefs  govern'd  when 
Obedience  was  a  Gift  in  Men  ; 
When  mild  Allegiance  bow'd  to  fovereign  Awe, 

And  E)uty  was  contiguous  with  Law. 
But  Gloriana  fated  to  put  on 

The  weighty  Trouble  of  a  Crown, 
In  a  hot  Ferment  found  the  State, 
Perplext  with  fa&ious  Jarring  and  Debate. 
Yet  (till  encourag'd  by  caeleftial  Aid, 
The  Royal  Shepherdefs  divinely  fway'd  ; 
Held  out  her  Crook,  and  the  rude  Herd  obey'd. 

And 
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_        And  as  the  famous  Thraaan  Poet  once 
Drew  to  his  Lyre  Birds,  Beads,  and  Trees  and  Stones, 
60  th'  favage  Inmates  by  mild  Arts  fhe  tam'd  ; 
Some  curs'd  the Caufe,  but  now  the  Condud blarnd  \ 
Her  {  oes  her  charming  Grace  fo  much  had  won, 
I  he  word:  but  faintly  envy'd  her  the  Throne. 

VIII. 

SoEfther,  who  her  Nation's  Rights  redor'd', 

r<or  P^ty  and  Wifdom  was  ador'd ; 
And  fo  will  Glortana\  Name  eterniz'd  be 

I  'hro'  future  Years  to  all  Poderity ; 
The  lad  of  Female  Sovereigns,  and  the  bed. 
iiut  ah !  the  Saint  is  gone,—- and  Miracles  are  ceas'd; 
And  well  might  Hie  the  Name  of  Saint  deferve, 
Who  the  Almighty  did  fo  truly  ferve  : 
Her  regular  Devotion  every  Day 
Might  even  teach  Piety  it  fclf  to  pray  ; 
None  could  be  wicked  in  her  Service  bled, 
Her  holy  Flame  divinely  warm'd  each  Bread, 
Example  firli  the  Good  began,  and  Shame  perform'd  the  red. 
Nor  was  her  Wife-like  Virtue  lefs  admir'd, 
But  every  Bread  where  Honour  was  infpir'd, 
So  much,  that  even  our  fenfual  Nation 
Began  their  brutal  Crimes  to  fee, 
And  honed  Wedlock,  Amity, 
.  Began  again  to  be  in  Faihion. 
Thus  all  her  Hours  did  drift  Goodnefs  fway: 

Angelically  thus  fhefpent  each  Day  ; 
Thoughtlefs  of  111,  unlefs  'twere  to  prevent; 
Her  mirthful  Minutes  too  fo  innocent, 
As  if  a  Life  Divine  die  meant  to  try 
Before  fhe  came  to  die, 
And  th'  great  Difpofer  of  her  Soul  was  always  Handing  by. 

IX. 

For  Pity  too,  for  heavenly  Clemency, 

None  ever  more  renown'd  than  fhe'; 
Who  Judice  Scales  fo  mildly  did  command,  S 

And  held  the  Sword  in  fuch  a  guiltlcfs  Hand,  L 
I  hat  even  the  Malefcdors  of  the  Land  \ 

In  Murders  train'd,  and  Traytors  made  for  hire  ; 
Nay  tho  they  durd  agajnd  her  precious  Life  confpire> 

And 
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And  thereby  Punirhment  more  juflly  drew 
Than  th'  reft  of  the  incorrigible  Crew  ; 
Yet  was  fne  never  found  the  more  fevere, 
Nor  ever  Death's  black  Warrant  fign'd  but  wet  it  with  a 
Tear. 

Oh  !  were  that  great  Apoftlc  here  to  fee, 
That  preach'd  Salvation  gain'd  by  Works  of  Charity, 

Her  wond'rous  Mercies  in  that  kind, 
And  the  unwearied  Bounties  of  her  Mind 
Far  above  all  the  reft, 
He'd  ftill  pronounce  her  bleft ; 
And  fix  for  her  a  heavenly  Seat  next  the  mod  high  Degree. 
She  needed  but  a  fmall  Tranflation  there, 
Half  of  Perfection  had  the  Angel  here. 
Poor  Proteftants,  by  foreign  Vilenefs,  driven 
From  their  Abodes,  for  the  dear  fake  of  Heaven  ; 
Forlorn  and  ftarving  in  the  Fields, 

Pier  pitying  Bofom  facred  Manna  yields. 
Thus  Numbers  from  the  giving  Saint  receiv'd ; 
Thus  Numbers  daily  her  bleft  Handreliev'd. 

Oh  !  facred  Virtue  there  is  .iiill  in  thee 
So  fweet  a  Charm,  fuch  true  Divinity, 
That  when  thou  wilt  unfold  thy  beauteous  Face, 
And  with  thy  Beams  frail  human  Nature  grace,  • 
How  pafl'd  to  thee  the  World's  vain  Plealiires  are, 
How  ikkly  do  they  taftc,  how  wretchedly  appear  } 
Thou,  divine  ElFence,..  always  didft  infpire 
Bleft  Gloriana  with  thy  hallow'd  Fire  ; 
The  Royal. Saint  was  ftill  a  Type  of  thee, 
As  thou  art  of  angelick  Piety. 

lM-  t 

Mighty  in  Power,  yet  mild  ftill  as  a  Dove, 
A  Temper  form'd  of  Piety  and  Love  ; 
Devout  as  Deborah  at  a  Sacrifice ; 
Chafte  like  Sufanna,  and  like  Sheba  Wife  ; 
Like  Michal,  kind  and  dutious  to  her  Lord, 
And  like  a  Saviour  loft,  lamented  and  ador'd. 

More  Attributes,  much  more  might  be  exprcft, 
But  Sorrow  llops  my  Pen,  and  hinders  all  the  reft  • 
♦My  Mufe  grows  weary  with  this  glut  of  Woe, 
V:  And  now  no  more  can  do. 
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Onely  nicthinks  I  fee  from  high 

A  radiant  Cherub  foaring  thro'  the  Sky, 

Saying,  Let  Women  be  no  more  defam'd, 
Nor  ever  henceforth  for  pad  Frailty  blam'd  ; 
Th*  unbounded  Virtues  of  this  One 
Do  amply  for  their  Faults  atone, 
With  the  eternal  Compenfation  make, 
And  all  the  reft  of  Female  Kind  are  pardon'd  for  her  fake. 
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E  LEG  Y; 

Oecafioned  by  the  much  lamented  Death  of  the 
Right  Honourable  Henry  Earl  ^Port- 
land, Vifcotmt  Woodcock  y  Baron  of  Ciren- 
cefter,  and  Knight  of  the  moft  Noble  Order 
of  the  Garter. 


R  ITA  IN  might  well  expe&  the  Sea  to  roar, 
And  rage  with  Tempefts  feldom  known  before; 
That  Comets  blading  in  the  Hemifphere 
Should  with  their  fatal  Light  raife  pan ick  Fear; 
How  comes  it  then  that  no  Irruption  was 
In  Heaven  nor  Earth  to  Ihew  our  mighty  Lofs  > 


■Nature  with  dreadful  Wreck  was  terrify 'd, 
Oaks  fell  uncut,  the  Storm  did  Rocks  divide 
gome  Years  ago,  when  a  Ufurper  dy'd  ; 
5*  now  whea  loYal  Portland  ceas'd  to  live, 
Who  was  a  Blcffing  great  as  Heaven  could  give 
tP?  Elements  are  Hill,  at  Peace  the  Winds ; 
I  he  Sun,  as  if  he  mockt  our  Grief  too,  fhines. 
JNay  dull  Batavia,  that  ungrateful  Soil, 
Once  honour'd  by  his  Birth,  is  grown  fo  vile, 
\  he  muddy  Floods  within  its  Dams  to  flow, 
I  hat  fliould  in  gufhing  Deluges  o'erflow. 
I  Bat  hold,  oh  Mufe,  let  not  thy  Sorrow  mM 
^onftru&ion  wrong,  perhaps  I  may  miftake*  • 
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Wife  Providence,  'tis  poffible,  intends 

Convulftons  in  the  Boibms  of  his  Friends, 

Of  fuch  ftrong  Force,-  that  being  beyond  Expreflioii, 

Shall  quite  furpafs  all  outward  Defolatiom 

Ah !  'tis  too  true,  the  Meteors  that  (hould  blaze 

Abroad,  arc  (hewn  in  every  mourning  Face  ; 

Continual  Sighs  fwell  to  a  blufhing  Gale, 

The  Mind  tormented,  and  the  Vifage  pale 

Creates  a  (tormy  Ferment  in  the  Blood, 

Great  as  what  rolls  the  Sea,  or  cracks  the  lofty  Wood. 
He's  gone  !  the  great  Example  of  our  Time, 

To  grace  the  eternal  Court  with  Worth  fublimc  ; 

Merit  uncommon  loon  attracts  the  Sky, 

Heav'n  marks  fuch  Men,  and  bids  'cm  quickly  die. 

The  Wife,  and  thofe  for  Juftice  famous  known, 

Are  fet  apart  as  its  peculiar  own  ; 

And  amongll  all  that  claim  a  Premium  there 

A  faithful  Statcfman  has  the  greateft  Share. 
And.  now  methinks  at  my  recording  this 

From  the  dark  Entrance  of  a  fam'd  Abyfs, 

Within  a  (lately  Dome  %  by  th'  Ancients  made, 

To  ferine  the  Allies  of  the  Royal  Dead, 

A  late  Triumphant b  Monarch  takes  new  Voice, 

And  from  his  facred  Cavern  loudly  crys ; 

Such  was  illuftrious  Bentmck^  whofe  great  Name 

I  think  it  now  my  Glory  to  proclaim, 

And  with  indulgent  Gratitude  commend 

A  faithful  Subject,  Counfellor  and  Friend. 

Thus  far  the  Monarch,  and  what  then  was  faid, 

.  Gave  juft  Occafion  for  the  Mufe  to  add, 
On  Themes  of  Prudence,  bleft  Fidelity, 
The  learned  Sifters  all  employ'd  fhould  be  ; 
No  Pen  be  idle,  nor  no  Brain  be  free 
From  Labour  on  a  Theme  of  fuch  Degree. 
Great  William  this  Encomium  bell  could  prove, 
Who  found  his  Loyalty  and  dutious  Love  ; 
Found  as  excelling  all  that  Verfe  could  praife, 
Done  to  his  Fellow  Kings  in  former  Days ; 
And  own'd  it  always  with  ferene  Regard, 
As  much  too  great  for  Thanks  as  for  Reward. 
Witnefs  the  firft  Performance,  c  and  mod  great, 
When  by  the  amorous  Hero  fent  to  treat 
n  Weftminfter-Abby.      .      b  King  William. 
c  His  firjl  prudent  Management  of ffl  Match  ketwm  thifrmce 
range  and  the  Friwefs  Mary.  ,^ 
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With  gracious  Mary  on  connubial  Love, 
A  Work  decreed  by  all  th'  Elecl  above  ; 
He  like  a  favourite  Cherubim  was  ferit 
To  a&  the  Order  of  thv  Omnipotent. 
Thus  taught  by  facred  Wifdom  to  proceed, 
Each  Word  fuccefsful,  he  pcrform'd  the  Deed  ; 
And  made  by  the  Difpatch  fo  well  addreft, 
His  Matter  happy,  and  three  Nations  blcft. 

So  when  of  old  the  Maker  of  Mankind 
To  Mortals  a  fuperior  Good  defign'd, 
To  blefs  the  Creature  with  th'  indulgent  Word, 
A  Michael,  or  a  Uriel,  was  impower'd  ; 
Who  by  cxleflial  Influence  and  Skill, 
With  Care  could  manage  the  eternal  Will* 

As  matchlefs  Prudence  thus  is  verify M, 
So  often  was  his  Faith  and  Duty  try'd  ; 
His  Hero  a  rais'd  by  Merit  to  a  Throne, 
When  many  wavering  Friends  around  were  fhewn  ; 
Whoever  faiPd  him  he  was  fure  of  one. 
Brave b  Portland,  Pilot  like,  would  Heady  be 
To  fleer  his  Veftel  in  that  rolling  Sea. 
Tho'  the  unfettled  Crowd  had  various  Ends, 
And  many  real  Foes  were  feeming  Friends, 
Still  did  the  noble  Bentinck  flem  the  Tide, 
With  Arms  and  Counfel  his  great  Mailer  guide, 
And  left  the  reft  for  Heaven  to  provide. 
cNor  did  his  Duty  fhew  its  conftant  Force 
In  happy  Times,  but  on  Occafions  worfe  ; 
When  Sicknefs  once  his  princely  Patron  vext, 
And  with  Difeafc  d  of  naufeous  kind  perplext ; 
When  pale  Attendants  flood  aloof  for  Fear, 
Who  Hack  in  Diligence  and  tender  Care 
Forfook  his  Room,  and  ilumn'd  the  fulfom  Air. 
This  brave,  couragious,  faithful  Friend  purfu'd 
The  highell  Sentiments  of  Gratitude, 
Offering  when  the  Diflemper  was  mod  great, 
In  Bed  to  nurfe  him  with  his  kindly  Heat  • 

a  His  Courage  and  Conduct. 
h  He  attended  King  William  at  the  Revolution,  and        eftezm'd  hU 
ablefl  Cow: feller. 
L  Hi-s  Fidelity. 

d  His  incomparable  Duty  and  Love  ,  he  fav'd  the  King's  life  by  ly.ng 
m  the  Bed  when  he  had  the  Small-Pox,  and  by  drawing  them  out. 


And 
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A  Wit  that  do's  with  clear  Politenefs  fhine, 

A'iixM  with  a  Temper  fccond  to  Divine. 

May  then  his  Scene  of  Sorrow  quickly  be 

Chang'd  to  a  Profpcfr  of  Felicity, 

And  for  a  filial  Duty  kindly  fhewn, 

A  Father's  unfurmounted  Joy  be  known  ; 

Whilft  his  fair  Confort  of  great  *  NoePs  Race 

With  a  bright  Offspring  {hall  his  Table  grace. 

A.nd  thus  as  in  a  Round  the  Ages  run, 

The  deceas'd  Parent,  and  the  living  Son 

Th'  eternal  Hand  with  high  Reward  Will  crown  ; 

And  with  a  Bounty  great,  as  Heaven  can  fliew, 

The  flrit  be  bleft  above,  the  laft  be  bleft  below. 

*  Marrfd  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  lady  E.  Noel,  ell 
to  the  late  Earl  ^Gainsborough. 
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FUNERAL  ELEGY: 

OR,  AN 

ODE, 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  my  late 
noble  Patron,  the  right  Honou- 
^Thomas  Lord  Leigh, 
of  Stoneleigh  in  the  County  of 
Warwick,  who  died  Novem- 
ber Anno  1 710. 

The  Muse  Addrefllng  to  Stoneleigh  Houfa 

I 

i>H  ftately  Pile,  where  oft  the  fprightly  Mufe, 
That  now  mvolv'd  in  Sorrow  lings, 
Infpir'd  with  Joy  did  often  life 
To  found  her  Lyre,  and  touch  the  tuneful  Strings ; 
What  Cloud  is  this  hangs  o'er  thy  Head, 
Like  Mountains  fhadowed  with  expected  Rain? 
Why  blaftcd  looks  that  flow'ry  Mead, 

That 
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That  by  thy  honour'd  Side, 
Wafht  by  the  charming  Avon's  Tide; 
So  fweetly  ftill  the  Eye  did  entertain  ; 
Ah !  now  alas,  too  well  I  guefs, 
Sadnefs  is  nat'ral  in  Diftrefs ; 
Thy  noble  Patron's  call'd  away 
To  change  for  State  Divine  his  mortal  Clay, 
And  this  forgetting  his  bled  State,  overwhelms  thee  with 
JDilmay, 

II. 

Mourn  then,  dejefted  Pile,  let  Grief  renew, 

And  as  Companion  take  me  too  ; 
Who  in  thy  fair  Apartment  late 

Fe  1  by  his  Bounty  nobly  great, 
With  Pride  and  Pleafure  faw  my  flouriftimgEftate: 
So  great  my  Joy  to  be  by  him  careft, 
Whofe  every  Look  and  Motion  was  a  Feaft ; 
That  I  can  fcarce  forbear 
To  wifli  him  once  more  here, 
From  lafting  Glory  and  eternal  Joy  ; 
Which  ftill  perpetual  is,  and  ne'er  can  cloy, 
For  worldly  felfifli  Ends 
To  be  agen,  as  once  he  was  on  Earth,  my  bed  of  Friends. 

[   Nor  did  on  me  alone  his  Bounty  fall, 
His  free  Indulgence  was  beftow'd  on  all ; 
That  ancient  City  harrafs'd  with  Dim-eft,' 
Where  Leofrick  of  old  exa&ed  Homages : 
Which  bleft  Godma  did  from  Tribute  free' 
At  Price  of  her  undaunted  Modefty, 
Shar'd  oft  the  liberal  Grace  of  noble  Leigh ; 
Exalted  J^arwkk  too,  that  (lands  fo  high, 
Proud  of  the  ancient  Monuments  of  famous  Guy* 

Often  oblig'd,  muft  juftly  own, 

His  Goodnefs  was  not  dol'd  alone; 
But  all  around,  dirfus'd  with  generous  Speed, 
As  facred  Manna  once  in  time  of  Need; 

Mechanic^  Traders  well  were  paid, 

And  Peafants  earn'd  with  Joy  their  Bread  ; 

Then  for  the  Alms  he  gave 
He  do's  no  Second  leave  ; 

Witncfi 
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Witnefs  the  daily  Loads  of  charitable  Meat, 

And  Troops  of  pamper'd  Beggars  crowding  at  his  Gate. 

IV. 

Who  all  with  dropping  Eyes  like  falling  Rain, 
Lament  their  Lofs,  a  Lofs  fo  much  his  Gain. 
Thus  erring  Nature  makes  us  wrong  our  Friends, 
We  grudge  their  Happinefs  for  our  own  Ends ; 
And  rather  wilh  that  here  they'd  (lay, 
Than  their  Tranflation  hence  to  Blifs  and  Time  without 
Decay. 

Since  this,  alas,  mud  be, 
And  that  profound  Philofophy, 
Wants  Power  to  contravert  the  Strife 
Between  our  Senfe  of  heavenly  Joys,  and  thofe  of  human; 
Life: 

Oh !  give  us  leave  to  mourn  great  Leigh's  Remove, 
Who  bleft  us  yearly  with  his  friendly  Love; 

Who  was  for  godlike  Temper  try'd, 
And  like  a  guardian  Saint,  fo  far  from  Pride, 
That  even  his  noble  Title,  Wealth  and  Place 
Was  16ft  in  the  familiar  Grafp  of  Amity's  Embrace, 
His  open  Hand  even  Bounty  did  foreftall, 
So  generous  and  fo  kind  to  all, 
That  weary  Strangers  travelling  by 

On  Bufinefs  or  Curiofity, 
Perhaps  that  hungry  were  and  dry, 
Need  not  with  piteous  Look  the  Patron's  Aid  implore, 
Kind  Invitation  dreft  in  Smiles  flood  always  at  the  Door. 

V. 

Mourn  too  ye  learned  Sons  of  bleft  Theology, 

Ye  fage  Profeflbrs  of  Divinity; 

Nor  think  a  tributary  Tear 

On  your  good  Patron's  Hearfe  too  dear ; 
Oft  at  his  Table  has  he  cheer'd  your  Hearts, 
And  made  his  Bounty  ftrive  to  equal  your  Deferts : 

A  Treat  fo  copious,  fo  immenfe  a  Mind  ; 

A  Heart  fo  free,  a  Look  fo  kind  ; 
The  Reverend  of  your  Tribe  will  feldom  find : 

For  tho'  the  firft  or  fecond  Courle 

Your  Inclinations  could  not  force, 

To 


\ 
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To  contradicl  your  Gravity, 
He  ftiJl  had  a  Defert  of  Loyalty. 

A  noble  Rclifih  for  the  Churches  Caufc, 
Ancient  Religion  and  the  Laws ; 
That  ftill  would  all  demure  Regard  controul, 
And  by  a  large  capacious  Bowl 
Begin  to  do  you  Right,  and  fhew  the  Greatnefs  of  his  Soul. 

VI. 

Nor  need  my  Mufe  thus  tedious  be 
In  praifing  his  known  Hofpitality, 

As  if  thatfpecial  Grace  was  all  his  Store; 
Alas !  he  had  a  thoufand,  thoufand  more, 

Excelling  even  the  Thought  of  any  Friend, 
As  now  they  do  my  Genius,  to  commend  ; 

Behold  they  fhine  in  glorious  Bloom  -n 
Like  Planets,  lighting  him  to  his  eternal  Home  \  L 
Whim  we  that  mourn  around  his  Tomb  J 
Should  even  our  felves  with  Grief  deftroy, 
Were  there  not  giv'n  one  Beam  of  Joy 
To  cheer  eaeh  weeping  Friend,  and  eafe  the  Mind, 
When  we  the  noble  Offspring  view  he  yet  has  left  behind. 

To  you,  Lord  Edward  then,'  the  noble  Hejr, 
That  equally  his  Worth  and  Honour  ihare, 
And  on  his  Hcarfe,  by  Duty  bound,  have  fhed  a  filial  Tear. 
I  conlecrrdc  this  Elegy  ; 
Which  your  Indulgence  will,  I  hope,  receive, 

And  at  the  inltant  too  believe 
The  Branch  I  Honour  to  a  high  Degree 
That  have  fo  long  revcr'd  the  Tree  ; 
As  then  you  like  the  Riling  Sun  appear, 

May  you  fhine  out,  and  influence  the  Year ; 

And  be  your  Morn  fo  bright  we  may  forget 
The  Evening  when  your  honour'd  Father  let  : 
Next  let  the  Mule  remember  too, 
The  Tribute  to  your  worthy  Confort  due  ; 
Good,^  Faithful,  Vertuous,  Rich  and  Wife, 
The  kind  Beginner  and  Prcfcrvcr  of  your  Joys ; 
May  (he  a  Series  of  long  Years  polfefs, 
Connubial  Love,  and  lafiing  Happincfs ; 


And 
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And  fee  her  charming,  Offspring,  now  in  Bloom, 
Grow  up  and  mellow  in  the  Years  to  come  ; 
May  Comforts  one  another  ftill  purine, 
You  bleit  in  her,  my  Lord,  and  He  in  you  ; 
'Till  by  eternal  Aid  you  baffle  Fate, 
And  Time  to  your  continu'd  Blifs  wants  Power  to  give  a 
Date. 

VIII. 

And  laftly,  tho*  not  leaft  in  Memory, 
Since  by  the  Mufe  admir'd  in  high  Degree; 

Since  too,  kind  Heaven's  bounteous  Hand  ^ 
Has  yet  more  BlefTings  at  Command,  L 
My  highly  valued,7  ever  honour'd  Friend  :  ) 
Moil  worthy  Charles,  I  next  condole  with  you, 
Who  know  for  your  dear  Parent's  Lofs  what  kindly  Grief 
is  due ; 

Whofe  Candor,  Wit,  and  Senfc  of  Amity 
Mull  filial  Duty  raife  to  a  fupremc  Degree, 
Prepare  to  take  the  Welt  Reward, 
Which  Heaven  to  Merit  gives  of  fuch  Regard; 
So  with  your  noble  Brother  ihall  you'prove 
Equality  in  HappinelV'as  Love; 
Fraterhar  Fnehdlhip  crowns  your  dear  Embrace, 

He  your  Ore/les,  yckf  his  V slides  : 
As  Brother,  aiid  as  Friend,  you"  Emulation  raife, 
And  by  it  merit  every  Good  Man's  Praife  ; 
Such  did  Uriel  Rules  of  "Amity  maintain, 
In  the  next  Age  to  that  when  God  corrected  Cam : 
And  tho'  as  to  his  elder  Birthright  due, 
In  a  good  Wife  he  claims  Precedence  now  of  you  ; 
He's  but  of  prefent  Happincfs  poffeft, 
Which  you,  whene'er  you  pleafe,  may  tafte ; 
Since  Heaven,  that  of  its  Favourites,  ItiilJ  takes  peculiar 
Care, 

Referves  for  you  the  fecond  Gift,  the  Rich,  the  Young, 
the  Fair. 

That  done,  thro'  Tracts  of  Time,  and  Scenes  of  Joy, 

Ye  noble  Friends,  united  Amity  employ  ; 

Let  each  the  others  Love  purine,  J 
Whiltt  we  that  joyfully  the  Concord  view,  V- 

With  happy  Luxury,  Regale  in  you.  } 

Then 
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Then,  (hall  the  awful  Sire  look  down, 
His  Head  impal'd  with  a  csleftial  Crown  ; 

And  with  a  fmiling  Grace, 
t  Such  as  he  pleas'd  us  with  in  tranfitory  Days 
Rejoice  to  fee  his  own,  by  Right  of  Blood, 
With  Pcrfons  fit  to  grace  a  Court,  arid  Parts ,to  do  then 
Country  good. 


f  i  n  I  s. 
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POEM  Elegiacal, 

On  the  Death  of  our  late 

Glorious  Monarch, 
King  WILLI  AM  III. 


Riumphant  Fate  had  with  fevered  Spite, 
Nowgiv'ntheWorld  Proof  of  its  envious  Might; 
The  facred  Urns  of  Monarchs  newly  built, 
Oft  fhew'd  the  Fines,  paid  Heaven,  for  Nature's 
Guilt:- 

Cajfillian  *  Royalty  in  Dull  was  laid  ; 
A  Britijh  Cafar  b  too,  by  Bigots  fway'd, 
And  theblind  Errors  of  his  Church  mifled. 
His  broken  Sceptre  dropt,  with  thefe  a  Flower, 
Juft  blooming  c  cropt  in  an  untimely  Hour ; 

51  King  of  Spain. 
b  Xm&  James. 
c  Duke  of  Glocefter, 

Which 
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Which  had  it  lpacc  its  Sweetnefs  to  difclofe, 
Might  have  excell'd  each  ancient  Englijh  Role  ; 
Nor  flopt  the  murd'rous  Head  of  Deftiny 
Yet  here,  kit  ravag'd  to  a  worfe  Degree  ; 
Eufebia's  *  Patron,  b  ftedfaft  Foe  to  Rome, 
Great  Umpire  of  the  Arms  of  Chriftendom  ; 
In'  whom  all  -'Europe's  Princes  fum'd  their  Hope, 
Spain's  Guardian,  Scourge  of 'Gallia,  and  the  Pope  ; 
Whole  Valour's  Beams  Ml  cheer'd  the  warring  bol-d, 
Who  in  the  Shade  now  fhivering  ftand,  and  cold. 
He,  he  who  yearly  crown'd  his  Subjects  Blifs, 
Not  only  fam'd  for  Conduct,  but  Succefs ; 
This  Mighty,  more  than  Man,  now  nothing  lies, 
This  Royal  Oak,  whofe  top  late  touch'd  the  Skies, 
Bows  his  high  Front,  ftirinlramt  the  blaft,  and  dies. 

Oh  !  who  could  count  that  Hour  the  Streams  of  Woe 
Nor  were  mine  lead,  which  from  my  Eyes  did  flow  ; 
Succeeding  Days  Hill  gave  frclh  Caufe  to  grieve  : 
We  walk'd,  and  look'd,  and  talk'd,  but  did  not  live  : 
Nor  was  the  Night  lefs  comfortlefs,  for  there 
The  Hero  (till  would  in  my  Dreams  appear  ; 
Some  glorious  Action  for  his  Albion  done, 
Prefs  my  relenting  Soul,  and  force  a  Groan  ; 
At  lad,  'monglt  various  Vifions,  this  was  one. 

Methought,  on  Helicon,  in  grand  Debate, 
Apollo  and  the  mourning  Mufes  fate  ; 
The  Fate  of  Monarchs  was  the  baleful  Theme, 
Each  for  her  Hero  forrowing  in  extreme  ; 
And  each,  by  Honour  bound,  in  Elegy 
Her  choicell  Genius  was  oblig'd  to  try  ; 
But  doubting  Skill  in  fuch  auguft  Effays, 
And  diffident  to  give  deferving  Praife, 
They  thus  invok'd  the  Patron  of  the  Bays. 

M  u  s  eY  Suit  ^Apollo. 

Great  Influencer-of  the  happy  Nine, 
Who  us'd  to  charm  the  Globe  with  Songs  Divine  ; 
Thcfc  mighty  Dooms  fo  much  our  Souls  affright, 
The  awful  Subject  makes  us  fear  to  write  : 
The  Gods  on  Earth,  lince  Monarchs  are  fo  call'd, 
Should  only  be  by  thofe,  like  you,  extoll'd  ; 


3  Proteftant  Religion. 
b  King  William. 
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For  us,  alas,  to  build  great  William's  Praife, 
Prefume  at  Altars  only  you  can  raife, 
Would  forfeit  all  our  Titles  to  the  Bays. 
His  bound lefs  Glory  claims  Apollo's  Wit, 
Th'  eternal  Theme  for  you  is  only  fit ; 
Sing  out  then,  oh  thou  Soul  of  facred  Arts  * 
And  let  the  mighty  Ode  tranfport  our  Hearts; 

Thus  fpoke  *  Caliope,  the  proftrate  reft 
Consenting,  joyn'd  to  fecond  her  Requeft, 
When  the  inspiring  Deity,  whofe  Eye 
Was  always  known  to  dart  a  Beam  of  Joy, 
Dejected  now,  and  gloomy  as  the  Grave, 
Their  Suit  refus'd,  and  thus  his  Reafon  gave. 

Apoll  o's  Anfiuer. 

His  matchlefs  Fame  is  fo  beyond  all  Praife, 
Nor  Gods,  nor  Men,  can  proper  Altars  raife ; 
Others,  by  Flights  of  yours,  will  famous  grow, 
My  Pegafus  no  middle  Trad  do's  know, 
Najfau's  a  The,me  too  high,  and  all  the  reft  too  low. 

f  Mufe  Heroick* 

FINIS. 
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A 

Funeral  Poem  or  Elegy, 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  my  mofi  Wor- 
thy and  ever  Honour" d  Patron  and 
Friend,  Sir  Humphry  Forster,  Bar. 
who  died  December,  Anno  Dom, 
1711. 

1. 

OW  was  the  beauteous  Summer  Seafon  paft, 
And  plenteous  Autumn  with  fucceeding  haft 
Unloaded  had  her  Stores,  and  bleak  was  gone 
To  tell  fad  Tales  of  Winter's  coming  on; 
When  from  the  Berkpire  *  Paradife,whofe  Name, 
And  ftately  Dome  the  Record  fills  of  Fame, 
That  near  the  lovely  Kenet  proudly  (lands, 
Whofe  argent  Purls  .enrich  the  verdant  Lands, 
Back  to  our  City  Defart  home  I  came. 

IL 

With  that  mean  Title  London  muft  difpenfe, 
Whilft  Eden  Aldermafton  charms  my  Senfe  ; 

*  Aldermafton. 

As 
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As  vulgar  Females  fcarce  are  Women  call'd, 
When  the  Beaumonde  appearing  are  extoll'd, 
Sweet  Aldermafton  do's  from  high  appear, 
For  choiceft  Pleafures  fam'd  both  far  and  near  ; 
And  like  Britannia's  Goddefs  fits  above, 
Bright  as  the  Palace  of  Olympick  Jove, 
Queen  of  her  own,  and  Chief  of  all  the  Shire. 

III. 

From  this  EUzium  beyond  Parallel, 
Where  Honour,  Virtue,  and  the  Lares  dwell  % 
Unlucky  Bufinefs  forcing  my  Retreat, 
Subject  of  mine  as  well  as  Cowley* s  Hate  ; 
With  clouded  Soul  I  went,  its  Patron  too,  J 
Generous  and  kind,  received  my  laft  Adieu. 
Oh !  fatal  Word,  iince  Heaven  had  then  decreedj 
To  raife  my  Grief,  it  fhould  be  fo  indeed, 
By  dreadful  Doom  that  did  too  foon  enfue. 

For  fcarce  had  I  my  Difcontent  fupprelr, 
And  freed  from  Loads  of  ominous  Care  my  Brealt  % . 
Scarce  in  Affairs  had  here  few  Days  employ'd, 
Affairs  that  Sweets  of  Country  Life  deny'd, 
When  the  dire  News  that  like  Contagion  fpread7 
Struck  like  a  Blaft,  my  honour'd  Friend  was  dead  ; 
The  Generous,  the  Wife,  the  Good,  the  Juft, 
Fell'd  like  a  lofty  Pine  by  fatal  Guft, 
And  all  dear  Hopes  of  future  Favours  fled, 

V. 

Ye  prudent  few,  that  can  that  Word  commend, 
And  know  by  Merit  how  to  prize  a  Friend, 
To  you  I  now  addrefs,  for  this  was  one 

Form'd  in  Perfection.  But,  alas !  he's  gone? 

Snacht  by  divine,  immutable  Decree, 

T'  improve  above  cseleftial  Amity ; 

Fruit  of  his  Virtue  had  fo  rich  a  talte, 

And  'mongft  Immortals  there  fa  highly  grae'd, 

The  heavenly  Seraphs  begg'd  at  laft  the  Tree. 

X  2  VI,  Mourn 
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IV. 

Mourn  then,  oh  Mufe !  and  aiding  what  I  write. 
Let  Grief  perform,  and  Gratitude  indite. 
Let  Honour,  Juftice,  Generofity, 
Each  with  a  proper  Tear  remembred  be  ; 
Or  if  'tis  not  by  watry  Woe  expreft, 
As  Woe  is  greateft  ftill,  when  Tears  are  leaft^ 
Let  dire  Affection  inwardly  controul 
The  thoughtful  Orders  of  the  anxious  Soul, 
And  Sighs,  as  well  as  mine,  fwell  every  Breaft. 

VII. 

Mourn  too,  ye  rural  Hinds,  that  near  him  dwelt, 
And  frequent  Doles  of  his  kind  Bounty  felt ; 
Shew  that  his  Memory  is  ftill  rever'd, 
Let  Hearts  ake  now  that  he  fo  oft  has  cheer'd  ; 
Who  with  a  free  and  open  Hand  on  all, 
Like  Heaven  on  Ifrael  let  his  Manna  fall : 
All  who  in  need  of  his  Afliftance  ftood, 
A  Patron  found  fo  noble  and  fo  good, 
The  great  were  not  diftinguifli'd  from  the  fmalL 

vrii. 

Grandeur  of  Soul  his  Actions  dignify'd, 
And  yet  tho'  great,  the  farther  ftill  from  Pride  \ 
The  Opulence  of  Power  or  Wealth  to  him 
Of  no  Regard,  did  always  Trifles  feem  ; 
But  modeft  Virtue  ever  was  rever'd, 
And  Learning's  Art  with  willing  Patience  heard : 
So  noble  Atticus  in  Rome  of  old, 
Extracted  ftill  from  Drofs  the  purer  Gold> 
And  thro*  divided  Factions  wifely  fteer'd> 

IX. 

Nor  with  the  reft  tfiat  confecrate  his  Urn, 
Canft  thou  (*  oh  Venerable)  ceafe  to  mourn, 
Thy  noble  Friend,  as  well  as  Patron's  lofs ; 
Pious  as  are  thy  Thoughts  'tis  no  flight  Crofs : 


*  His  worthy  Chaplain, 
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The  Rules  of  ftcred  Writ,  tho'  they  enjoin 
That  Creatures  to  the  Maker's  Will  rerign  ; 
Yet  human  Nature  is  not  fo  refm'd 
But  it  may  leave  fome  Ruft  upon  the  Mind, 
And  'mongft  the  reft  of  grateful  Hearts,  on  thine. 

'Mongft  which,  you,  honour'd  a  Matron,  who  have  feen 
His  Date  of  Time,  and  when  it  did  begin; 
That  prop'd  by  Providence  makes  Age  obey, 
And  Life  enjoy,  in  fpite  of  its  Decay  ; 
Whofe  Senle  is  quick,  whole  Fancy  young  appears  ; 
Whofe  fprightly  Judgment  feels  no  Doze  of  Years, 
Muft  own  a  Pang  for  him  whole  dutious  Love, 
Seem'd  as  'twere  copied  from  the  Saints  above. 
That  to  his  Maker  hourly  Altars  rears.  ^ 

XL 

Your  virtuous b  Daughter  next  large  Share  has  here? 
With  whom  muft  you  his  dear  lov'd  Niece  appear  ; 
The  noble  Heirefs  of  his  Family,  -\ 
To  whofe  fucceeding  bleft  Pofterity,  ( 
All  will  in  time  defcend  ;  who  as  you're  Chief 
In  near  Relation,  are  fo  too  in  Grief :  ;-: 
Nor  do  bleft  c  Sifters  you  your  felves  exclude, 
Who  fam'd  for  Goodnefs,  Beauty,  Gratitude, 
Your  Candor  pay,  tho'  nought  can  bring  Relief. 

XII.  .J 

Then,  ye  Domefticks,  whom  his  Goodnefs  fed, 
That  many  Years  were  cherifh'd  with  his  Bread ; 
Whofe  gentle  Rules  did  ftill  your  Service  crown, 
Cheer'd  with  his  Smiles,  but  never  faw  his  Frown :  ? 
With  clouded  Vifage  let  your  Grief  appear 
Black,  as  the  difmal  Livery  you  wear ; 
For  oh !  your  kind,  your  generous  Matter's  gone  ; 
He's  gone,  and  Seconds  like  him  there  are  none, 
To  blefs  your  Lives  with  fuch  Indulgence  here. 

a  The  Mttfe  addrejfing  to  Mrs.  For  Her,  hk  Mother. 

b  Lady  Forftcr,  and  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady  Stawell,  his  Niece, 

I  Mrs.  Chefliire  a  id  Mrs.  Codco,. 


XIII.  Yet 
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XIII. 

Yet  left  your  Sorrow  fhould  too  much  annoy 
Your  mourning  Duty  paft,  there's  yet  fomc  Joy  ; 
A  Female  Phoenix  rifing  from  his  Pile 
To  gild  your  Woes,  and  once  more  make  ye  fmile. 
Hail,  awful  Modefty,  a  let  thefe  Eftays 
In  Verfe  prefume  your  forrowing  Thoughts  to  rajfe  ; 
Excufe  me  if  I  prompt  your  pious  Ear, 
Juft  Characters  of  true  Defert  to  hear, 
And  give  my  Veneration  leave  to  praife, 

XIV. 

In  your  paft  Life  the  Candid  muft  confefs 
All  that  cah- -prove  the  Marriage  State  a  Blifs  ; 
Sprung  from  the  Loyns  of  honour'd  h!Vmch,  whofeFamc 
For  Wifdom  foar'd ;  you've  Title  to  the  fame  : 
And  thefe  rich  Gems  without  Reprifal  get, 
The  Father's  Worth,  and  the  good  Mother's  Wit; 
Virtue  innate,  and  Knowledge  well  acquir'd, 
By  all  below  belov'd,  by  all  above  infpir'd  ; 
Like  Efther,  perfect,  good,  and  like  wife  Deborah,  admir'd, 

XV, 

In  this  divine  Condition  long  both  liv'd, 
Thus  ftill  continue,  you  that  have  furviv'd. 
Farther  to  go  the  Mufe  in  vain  Eflays, 
A  State  fo  glorious  is  beyond  ail  Praife  : 
Reft  then  in  Peace,  thou  hallow'd  dear  Remains, 
Accept  my  Duty  in  thefe  humble  Strains. 
Oh  !  might  their  Value  but  obtain  to  keep 
Pace  with  thy  tow'ring  Fame,  I  then  fhould  reap 
The  nobleft  Harveft  for  Poetick  Pains. 

«  Ad dre fling  to  Lady  Forfter. 

J  Sir  Humphry  Winch,  her  Father, 
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Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  Ptousy  and 
highly  Honoured  Lady  Winc h,  and 
mofi  humbly  Dedicated  to  the  Lady 
Forster  her  Daughter. 


E  friendly  Mourners,  dry  your  trickling  Eyes, 
Sorrow  ftiould  ccafe  in  facred  Obfequies ; 
She's  gone  to  that  Empyreal  Manfion,  where 
Angelick  Souls  eternal  BlefTings  fliare, 
And  bright  Rewards  beyond  the  Art  of  Praife, 
For  virtuous  Deeds  done  in  their  mortal  Days : 
And  tho'  lamenting  Nature  bears  the  Crofs, 
With  Pain  for  an  indulgent  Parent's  Lofs ; 
Tho'  forrowing  Tears  feem  to  have  juft  Pretence 
To  raife  a  Flood,  and  Grief  afflicts  the  Scnfe  ; 
Yet  Reafon  argues  there's  fome  Caufe  for  Joy, 
Since  Heaven's  the  Purchafe  when  the  Pious  die. 

You  then,  her  honour'd  Daughter,  (whofc  Deecafe 
Has  given  her  Claim  to  cverlafting  Blifs) 


Whofe 
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Whofe  pregnant  Knowledge  in  what's  ftridly  Good, 
Defcends  into  your  Breaft  by  Right  of  Blood; 
I  he  mourning  Tribute  juftly  paid,  may  now 
With  decent  Grace  raife  your  dejeded  Brow. 
Let  this  atone  for  a  good  Mother's  Lofs, 
That  the  Tranflation'  fo  tranfcendent  was ; 
The  Joys  of  Heaven,  mould  Earth  compare  with  them, 
Are  Gold  to  Dirt,  a  Pebble  to  a  Gem  ; 
Advanc'd  too  now  in  that  coeleftial  Sphere, 
She  Leifure  has,  to  praife  your  Duty  here  ; 
Bleft  in  that  bright  angelick  Company, 
She  now  has  happy  Time  in  Hymns  of  Joy, 
To  recommend  your  filial  Piety, 
Approaching  near  the  Throne, 
To  parallel  your  Virtues  with  her  own; 
And  tell  her  Sifter  Saints,  who  joyful  gaze 
Upon  the  Glories  of  the  Maker's  Face  : 
There,  there,  Ihe  kneels,  who  lives  below  fo  well 
Seraphick  Dweller  fcarcely  can  excel. 

i  'his  Truth  of  you,  maternal  Love  would  fay, 
Let  us  be  grateful  then,  and  Truth  repay. 
Permit  me,  Madam,  and  my  humble  Mufe, 
By  you  infpir'd,  to  confecrate  her  Dues ; 
And  hnce  her  facrcd  Gifts  are  rarely  found, 
Thus  let  'em  be  in  hallow'd  Verfe  renown'd. 

Firft  let  her  charming  Godlinefs  take  place, 
Her  darling  Fav'rite  from  her  infant  Days, 
i  hat  here  the  mortal  Manfion  beautify'd, 
And  built  her  an  Eternal  when  Ihe  dy'd  ; 
That  thro'  the  Series  of  her  Years  lhone  bright, 
And  with  her  Offspring  fhar'd  the  glorious  Light, 
Which  in  her  Life  was  of  fo  high  Regard, 
Omnipotence  can  only  now  reward. 

Next,  wretched  Paupers,  fhed  your  briny  Flood, 
YouVe  loft  your  Alms,  that  charitable  Good, 
That  late  reliev'd  and  fed  ye  from  her  Store, 
Defcends  like  Manna  on  your  Heads  no  more; 
Rclentlefs  Fate  configns  ye  now  to  thofe 
For  Charity,  whofe  Charity  is  froze. 
Not  fo  the  Dame,  from  whom  you  now  mud  part, 
Her  Hand  was  alway  open  as  her  Heart ; 
Reflecting  in  her  Mind  the  facred  Word, 
Who  gives  the  Poor,  ftill  lends  it  to  the  Lord. 

Endlefs  her  PraifG  would  be  could  I  defign 
To  fum  the  total  of  her  Life  divine, 


the  Lady  W  i  n  c  h7 

Her  Wifdom,  Candor,  and  Indulgence  rare ; 
Her  Wic,  with  which  fcarce  any  could  compare 
Still  fatisfy'd,  the  Expectation  rais'd, 
And  ever  gave  occafion  to  be  prais'd  : 
But  oh,  ye  Mourners,  flie's  no  longer  here, 
No  more  then  can  thefe  Qualities  appear. 
The  bleffed  Soul  refts  in  its  State  fublime, 
Immortal  in  its  Joy  beyond  all  Time, 
Whi[|t  we  that  for  our  Lofs  feverely  grieve, 
Yield  up  with  Patience  what  we  can't  retrieve, 

f  i  %  j  s. 
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A 

FUNERAL  POEM, 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  late 
Right  Honourable ,  and  never 
enough  admird  and  lamented 
Philip,  Earl  of  Leicester, 
&c.  who  made  his  Country  un- 
happy by  his  Death,  March  the 
6th,  i69l. 

rapiHOU  proud  Dcftroyer  of  all  human  Things, 
pr^||j  From  lowed  Rabble  to  the  higheft  Kings ; 
'iji  1  m  Rclentlefs  Fate,  who  do's  no  Merit  fave, 
i±T^.^>  The  Young,  the  Fair,  the  Great,  Good,  Wife, 
nor  Brave  : 

Thy  cruel  Fury  now  we  fcorn  and  dare, 

Urg'd  by  the  fierce  Convuliions  of  Defpair; 

Glut  thy  Ambition,  dig  a  fpacious  Grave 

To  bury  Nature,  not  one  Creature  fave : 

For  fince  the  Bell  and  Worthielt  of  our  Race 

Given  us,  deprav'd  Humanity  to  grace; 

Since 
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Since  Learning's  Patron  by  thy  Doom  muft  die, 
How  bafe  a  State  is  poor  Mortality  ? 
How  Soui-lefs  now  appears  each  Mufe's  Son? 
What  can  Wit's  Fabrick  now  depend  upon, 
When  noble  Sidney,  its  belt  Arch,  is  gone  > 
The  Mailer  of  our  tuneful  Art  is  dead. 
From  hence  to  his  infpir'd  Relations  fled  ; 
And  Science,  that  did  late  the  World  controul, 
Is  dead  with  him,  a  Corpfe  without  a  Soul : 
Beauty  nor  Fame  can  now  the  Genius  fire, 
Nor  Phoebus  Beams,  or  Influence  infpire ; 
Sweet  Poetry's  foft  Charm  will  pleafe  no  more? 
Nor  Pegafus  o'er  Wilds  of  Fancy  foar  : 
But  "Griefs  fad  Lethargy  from  henceforth  blind 
The  Sehfe  and  trickling  Eyes  of  human  Kind. 

Methinks  I  fee  from  their  now  withering  Home? 
The  Mufes  Race  in  fad  Proccffion  come, 
In  Weeds  of  cuftomary  Sables  clad, 
And  Looks  fo  difmal  as  if  they  wTere  dead  ; 
A  Cyprefs  Wreath  each  drooping  Mourner  lays 
Upon  the  Brow  that  lately  wore  the  Bays, 
Prefer'd  to  Fame  by  mighty  Leicefter\  Praife: 
Their  Patron's  blafted  Glory  each  bemoans, 
Jn  Storms  of  Sorrow,  Tears,  and  Sighs  and  Groans. 

Their  2ealpus  Grief  even  blames  the  Deity, 
Why  Ihould  we  lofe  thee  thus,  great  Soul,  they  cry  ? 
What  dreadful  Crime  have  we  committed  here, 
That  Fate  do's  make  us  pay  a  Fine  fo  dear  ? 
The  Myfteries  above  no  Mortals  know, 
But  angry  Providence  now  feems  to  fhew 
Th'  Offence  uncommon  by  th'  uncommon  Blow, 
Our  boafted  Empire  mull:,  alas !  decline 
When  Phoebus  on  his  Race  do's  ceafe  to  fhine. 
Sydney,  the  great  Inftrucler  of  our  Times, 
Who'fe  matchlefs  Knowledge  his  fam'd  Life  fublimcs, 
Withdraws  his  Beams  that  nourifh'd  us  below, 
And  like  the  Sun,  made  Wit's  Plantation  grow. 

The  beft  M^cend's  of  the  learned  Kind, 
He  fed  at  once  the  Body  and  the  Mind ; 
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The  chiefeft  *  Bards  of  Albion\  happy  Land, 
That  felt  the  Bounty  of  his  generous  Hand  ; 
And  yearly  from  his  plenteous  Table  took 
The  kind  Regatta  grac'd  with  kinder  Look, 
I/nprov'd  were  too,  by  hjs  experienced  Wit, 
That  rich  Defert  ftill  adding  to  each  Treat. 

No  Flight  fo  lofty  but  his  Scnfe  could  reach, 
Nor  none  fo  Learned  known  but  he  could  teach ; 
From  Youth  he  labour'd  in  the  golden  Mines 
Of  wife  Philofophers,  and  grave  Divines, 
And  as  bright  Reafon  did  his  Soul  direct,' 
Digefted  both,  to  both  gave  due  Refped ; 
But  ftill  his  Senfe  fo  wife  a  Medium  chofe, 
The  firft  could  not  delude,  the  laft  impofe  : 
But  where's  the  Worth  that  Envy  will  not  blame, 
Or  Ignorance  with  its  vile  Breath  defame? 
Some  Novices,  in  the  Soul-laving  Art, 
Againft  great  Leicefter's  Fame  their  Nonfenfe  dart ; 
Whofe  mellow'd  Reafon  could  not  theirs  obey, 
Nor  chufe  the  Road  to  Heaven  the  common  Way : 
For  as  we  fee  fome  fam'd  Aftronomers 
Can  thro'  their  GlaiTes  mid  out  Spots  in  Stars ; 
So  fome  Church  Errors,  by  his  Judgment  known, 
Made  him  reject  their  Rules  to  keep  his  own. 
But  to  the  Learn'd  and  Wife  gave  due  Regard, 
His  Purfe  was  open,  and  his  Praife  not  fpar'd ; 
Their  niceft  Tenets  he  both  read  and  knew, 
Not  only  faw  with  them,  but  farther  too. 
Nor  to  the  all-commanding  Deity, 
Did  he  refufe  to  bend  the  willing  Knee; 
And  tho'  there  are  a  poor  unthinking  Crew, 
For  even  the  Clergy  have  their  Rabble  too, 
Who  in  his  awful  Face  the  Dirt  of  Atheifm  threw ; 
The  Hypocrites  found  only  his  Difdam, 
Who  pray  for  Cuftom,  and  who  preach  for  Gain. 

Kow  has  this  fatal  Stroke  his  People  gor'd  > 
How  do  the.y  groan  for  their  departed  Lord  ? 
The  Genius  of  old  ftanch  Nobility, 
For  ever  loft  within  his  Grave  do's  lie. 
The  Will  that  Charity  fo  nobly  fpar'd  ; 
The  Hand  that  Service  did  fo  well  reward  ; 

*  Five  Days  in  the  Week,  all  the  Tear,  he  treated  the  Lords  and  Gen- 
try., and  every  Saturday  the  Poets, 

The 
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The  Heart  that  fo  much  Goodnefs  did  retain ; 
The  Tongue  that  never  fpoke  a  Word  in  vain, 
Taught  by  the  Art  of  his  feraphick  Brain, 
To  curfe  their  future  Days  by  Fate's  ftrong  Power, 
Muft  do  their  heavenly  Offices  no  more. 

Long,  long  with  Diligence  and  Induftry, 
A  Family's  beft  prov'd  Oeconomy  ; 
With  active  Eagernefs,  and  dutious  Will, 
EtTe&s  of  their  great  Matter's  Influence  ftill ; 
An  eafy  Service  bleft  their  happy  Days, 
A  Nod,  a  Look,  a  Word,  in  order  fways ; 
One  Note  from  Orpheus,  the  whole  Grove  obeys. 
But  now,  alas !  that  Scene  is  plaid  no  more, 
The  Duty's  paft,.  and  the  Indulgence  o'er  : 
Now  all  confus'd  perform  a  different  part, 
Tho'  fruitleis  is  their  Labour,  and  their  Art ; 
In  vain  they'd  hinder  the  laft  running  Sands 
Of  that  unvalu'd  Ore  that  Fate  Commands. 
For  now  th'  Immortal  Spirit  muft  be  gone 
To  be  adorn'd  with  an  eternal  Crown  ; 
Tho'  Kindred,  Servants,  Friends,  to  fave  him  (trove, 
All  Ihew'd  their  Weaknefs,  tho'  all  fhew'd  their  Love, 

And  now  the  Scene  of  Horror  is  prepar'd, 
Nothing  but  Tears  are  feen,  and  Sighs  are  heard. 
Now,  now  the  Thought  of  each  bleft  Quality 
That  bleft  the  Body  that  do's  breathlefs  lie, 
Draws  full-grown  Drops  from  every  Blood-ftiot  Eye. 
His  Patience,  Kindnefs,  Bounty,  frefli  in  view 
Appear,  and  every  Moment  ufher  new  ; 
Unnumber'd  Words  they  to  his  Praife  apply, 
And  every  Word  is  ended  with  a  Sigh  : 
Yet  one  chief  Mourner  all  the  reft  excell'd, 
Whom  a  too  pond'rous  Bulk  of  Sorrow  filPd ; 
Related  nearly  to  his  noble  Blood, 
And  like  him  too,  Kind,  Patient,  Wife,  and  Good, 
To  her,  methinks,  I  fee  the  awful  Shade, 
With  a  paternal  Bleffing  bow  his  Head, 
And  with  a  Godlike  Grace  accoft  the  weeping  Maid. 

No  more,  dear  Saint,  afflict  thy  precious  Soul, 
Let  Sighs  blow  off,  and  Tears  no  longer  roul  \ 


5  34       ^  Funeral  Poem,  &c. 

Thy  Sorrow  ceafe,  let  it  fufficient  be, 
Thou  fnatchlefs  Virtue,  'tis  declar'd  by  me, 
That  all  thy  Sex  may  Duty  learn  of  thee. 
Thou  that  in  Youth  would'ft  lofe  its  deareft  Gains 
Of  Pleafure,  rob  thy  felf,  to  eafe  my  Pains ; 
Employ  thy  Time  ftill  to  allay  my  Care, 
MyNurfe,  Phyfician,  Comfort,  Year  by  Year, 
In  Will  obedient,  and  in  Heart  fincere  ; 
That  when  I  feem'd  at  Eafe,  would  ft  be  fo  too, 
And  when  I  groan'd  a  Sigh,  foft  Pity  knew ; 
Do  hourly  Deeds  to  fliew  true  filial  Love, 
But  never  any  Fault  I  could  reprove  ; 
What  were  the  Pleafures  of  the  World  to  thee, 
Thy  Pleafure  ftill  was  in  attending  me. 
On  blooming  Youth  the.Sun  ill  vain  did  fnine, 
Thy  Youth  feem'd  Age  by  influencing  mine. 
Thus,  thus,  methinks,  he  fpeaks  from  Heaven  above, 
Charm'd  with  Remembrance  of  her  dutious  Love  ; 
For  which  a  thoufand  Blelfings  will,  fucceed 
Each  other  ftill,  and  hourly  crown  her  Head ; 

And  now  behold  a  Troop  of  Mourners  come 
To  bear  the  Body  to  its  lateft  Home, 
A  Hearfe  enfhrines  it,  and  with  proper  State 
Makes  its  flow  Exit  from  his  Palace  Gate, 
To  Penjhurft  now  the  noble  Relick's  drawn ; 
"Penjhurft,  where  Woes  are  young,  and  Grief  is  yet  in  Dawn  5 
But  will,  when  the  fad  Pomp  of  Death  they  view, 
Grow  up  to  our  Meridian  Sorrow  too  ; 
The  unhappy  Tenants  all  diflbive  in  Tears, 
And  moan  with  Grief  when  their  dead  Lord  appears. 
The  Trees  their  Sap  forc'd  down,  nor  Buds  will  (hew 
Nor  from  their  Banks  the  Flowers  peep  out  to  grow  ; 
Bnt  backward  Spring  anew  feel  Winter's  Breath, 
Whilft  Nature  mourns  for  noble  Leicefterh  Death. 
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POEM  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Right  Honourable 

Sir  Thomas  Parker,  Bar. 
Lord  Chief  Juftice  of  England, 

Now  Lord  High  Chancellor. 
Upon  his  Creation  of  Lord  Chief  Juftiee* 

S  fr°m  the  Trees  that  did  in  Eden  ftand, 
Well  fixt  and  planted  by  th'  eternal  Hand, 
1  he  Maker  chofe  out  one  with  lacred  Skill 
Whofe Fruit  totaftegaveSenfe  of  Good  and  111  • 
Which  thus  prefer'd,  and  eminently  plac'd  I 
With  Reverence  was  diftinguifli'd  from  the  Reft : 
oo  our  bleft  Sovereign  who  wifely  faw 
And  judg'd  the  awful  Sages  of  the  Law; 
Her  Kingdoms  Int'reft  having  too  in  Vie'w?  -> 
Wanting  a  Worthy  the  great  Work  to  do,  L 
Mongft  all  the  Reft,  my  Lord,  feleded  you,  5 
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The  noble  anxious  Weight  with  her  to  ftiare, 
And  eafe  her  Bofom  from  its  Load  of  Care. 

Heaven  that  to  Merit  does  Reward  bellow, 
Wifely  thinks  fit  to  give  fome  Trouble  too, 
To  keep  within  due  Bounds  the  Grace  aiiign  d, 
Deprefs  Ambition,  and  to  poize,  the  Mind. 
Thus  happieft  Mortals  have  their  troubled  Days, 
And  even  Empires  Joys  have  their  Allays. 

Bleft  with  fuch  Candor,  and  fuch  learned  Skill, 
Well  were  you  chofe  the  Judgment-Seat  to  fill ; 
The  prudent  Sovereign  who  refolv'd  the  Deed, 
Forefaw  he  belt  could  judge,  who  bed  could  plead  ; 
And  that  great  Office  mod  politely  knew, 
Who  fpoke  with  Rhetorick  and  Reafon  too. 
This,  tho'  in  Seafons  paft  'twas  often  known, 
u  thefe  prefent  Times  more  amply  lhcwn ; 
•  Witnefs  the  fam'd  Oration  lately  made. 
When  Pa/Jive  Duty's  Cafe  was  open  laid 
And  Tyranny  with  Freedom  nicely  weigh  d  : 
Not  more  from  great  Quintilian^  Mouth  could  come, 
Nor  greater  fully  fo  rever'd  in  Rome. 
Each  folemn  Paragraph  with  Influence 
■Such  Preflure  made  upon  the  Hearer  s  Senfe  ; 
None  knew,  who  there  the  graceful  A&ion  faw, 
If  'twas  moil  Wit,  mod  Reafon,  or  moft  Law. 
In  vain  did  fcanty  Sophiftry  maintain 
Oppofing  Notions  in  a  Cafe  fo  plain; 
1  ho'  ftrong  Philofophy  fhew'd  Difference  rare 
Between  a  Pulpit  Speech,  and  at  the  Bar; 
The  tender  Fair  too,  that  were  m  fuch  1  am, 
Pour'd  out  their  Non-refitting  Tears  m  vain; 
Your  Anfwer  turn'd  the  flowing  Tide  again : 
And  whilft  their  moving  Orator  they  prais  d,  # 
Your  Speech  admir'd,  tho'  his  their  Liking  rais  d  , 
In  which  did  Art  or  Verity  excel, 
There,  as  it  oft  in  Tragedies  befel, 
They  wept  becaufe  the  Scene  was  acted  well. 

Here  then  let  Pegafus  more  lofty  fly, 
Purfuine  glorious  Trads  fublimely  high, 
And  grave  Law  Volumes  for  a  while  lay  by. 
Your  Genius,  my  good  Lord,  can  mount  a  Sphere, 
Diviner  ftill,  and  nobly  make  appear  ; 
You  Man's  Art,  as  well  as  Keyltng  s  ftiare : 
When  to  unbend  the  Mind  with  Bufinefs  cloy  d, 
From  golden  Profits  fcidom  well  enjoy  & 
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You  grace  the  Mufes  with  Poetick  Strains, 

With  artful  Numbers  charm  the  learned  Swains, 

And  fteady  hold  the  volant  Courfer's  Reins : 

Thus  as  your  Leifure,  and  Affairs  agree, 

In  Bufinefs  folid,  in  Diverfion  free  ; 

For  Turns  of  fprightly  Wit  none  more  renown'd, 

Nor  none  in  grave  Solutions  more  profound. 

Inlpiring  Mufick  too  delights  your  Ear;  ' 

True  Proof  of  him  who  do's  bleft  Temper  bear  : 

Dull  Sons  of  Earth,  who  flight  feraphick  Sound, 

Like  fruitlefs  Trees,  incumbring  ftill  the  Ground  ; 

Curft  from  Creation,  can  no  Kindred  claim, 

But  their  vile  Parent  Earth  from  whence  they  came 

Whilft  you,  my  Lord,  tranllated,  foar  on  high 

Amongft  the  radiant  Seraphs  of  the  Sky, 

Who  charm  caeleftial  Ears  with  Wit  and  Harmony. 

May  then  the  Honours  you  now  juftly  wear, 
New  Bleffings  yield  in  each  fucceeding  Year  ; 
May  frefh  and  blooming  Comforts  daily  grow, 
May  Ages,  Troubles,  gently  come,  and  flow ; 
And  may  you  juftly,  as  alternate  due, 
Beholding  be  to  Time,  as  Time  to  you. 

Fame  in  our  Days  new  Wonders  fhall  rehearfe. 
Our  gracious  Sovereign  Lady  do's  difperfe 
Her  Arms,  as  Umpire  o'er  the  Univerfe. 
And  whilft  our  Gen'ral  too  o'ercomes  abroad, 
And  France  looks  pale,  that  late  all  Europe  aw'd  ; 
You  in  your  Station  here,  ferenely  wife, 
Quell  the  outragious  Fires  of  fpreading  Vice  ; 
To  Guilt  a  dreadful  Inftrument  of  Fate, 
To  Innocence  a  friendly  Advocate ; 
'Till  by  Example  of  your  Virtue  fliewn, 
Decreafing  Mifchiefs  clear  th'  infefted  Town, 
And  Maiden  Seflions  frequently  are  fliewn. 

And  now,  tho'  for  our  prefent  Benefit, 
You  rife,  my  Lord,  let  not  my  Mufe  forget 
Uncommon  Merit,  fo  reverM  of  late. 
Tho'  learned  Holt  lies  low  within  his  Tomb, 
And  Nature  moulders  ftill,  his  Virtues  bloom  ; 
And  like  the  verdant  Laurel,  frefh  will  grow, 
'Spight  of  all  Blafts  that  Envy  e'er  can  blow : 
His  Fame  unfoil'd  o'er  Albion  long  has  fpread, 
Which  yours,  with  equal  Luftre,  do's  fucceed  ; 
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And  if  Degrees  can  in  Perfection  be, 
And  Excellence  increafe  in  Dignity, 
May  that  Renown  he  has  acquired  fo  well, 
And  nobly  gain'd,  in  you,  my  Lord,  excel, 
like  th'  Royal  Teacher  may  your  Wifdom  flow, 
®Till  try'd  in  all  you  have  no  more  to  know  ; 
And  as  the  facred  Prophet,  mounting  high, 
DoFd  to  his  Friend  the  heavenly  Myftery  : 
May  you,  like  honoured  Holt,  record  your  Name, 
And  gain  a  double  Portion.of  his  Fame. 
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POEM  Congratulatory 

On  the  Right  Honourable 

William  Lord  Cowper,' 
Late  Lord  High  Chancellor, 


i. 

H  E  N  Pfck  cheers  us  with  a  Morning  Ray, 
And  thence  proceeds  a  bright  and  beauteous  Day  : 
I  he  mounting  Lark  exalted  on  the  Wing, 
Prepares  its  pretty  tuneful  Voice  to  fing  • 

Bv  PnWi  r  M  10  mJ  .Mufe»  when  greatDefert  is  rais'd, 
£y  Koyal  Bounty,  and  in  general  prais'd, 
Infpir'd  begins  her  Harmony, 
And  makes  her  Lyrick  Numbers  fly 
Around  the  Globe  of  Earth,  and  fcale  the  Iqfty  Sky, 

ii 


ttn:°^i^  0mens  point  our  future  Joys, 
When  Merit  is  obfcrv'd,  at  Court,  to  rife  ; 
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The  Iron  Age  wears  out,  thefe  latter  Years, 
And  now  the  Golden,  once  agen  appears. 
The  ftupid  Sons  of  fordid  Ignorance  ^ 
No  more  (hall  own  their  Greatnefs  to  blind  Chance , 
But  Arts  and  Sciences  (hall  be 
Diftinguifti'd  in  their  high  Degree, 
And  flourifh  in  judicious  Law,  and  artful  Poetry. 

III. 

To  you  then  (Wife  and  Great)  tho*  prefs'd  with  Fear, 
Which  do's  my  Duty  and  mv  Reverence  bear, 
I  confecrate  thefe  Lines,  and  beg  the  Grace, 
Amongft  the  num'rous  OfPrings  of  juft  Praife, 
They  may  in  your  indulgent  Favour  lhare, 
x\nd  gain  a  Wreath  beyond  a  Laurel  there  :  ; 

Superior  Wits  frill  grace  a  Mufe, 

And  tho'  indulgent,  kindly  ufe, 
Who  bed  knows  how  to  write,  knows  belt  how  to  excuw 

IV. 


Let  then  the  Influence  that  fb  bright  do's  flnne, 
Fated  to  nourilh  Arts,  enlighten  mine; 
Let  him  who  knows  by  Skill  maturely  wife, 
When  Pegafus  do's  flag,  and  when  he  flies  5 
In  great  Apollo's  Hall,  deign  to  appear, 
And  form  a  florid  Court  of  Chanc'ry  there  ; 
Aloft  on  Wit's  Tribunal  be, 
The  Poet's  Caufes  mildly  fee,  p 
And  there,  as  wifely  here  below,  diltribute  Equity. 


Divinely  has  bleft  Providence  deflgn  d, 
For  Bufinefs,  as  for  Wit,  your  copious  Mind  j 
As  the  vail  Globe  is  form'd  of  Earth  and  Sea, 
So  is  your  Head  the  World's  Epitomy : 
In  each  firm  Part  material  Subftance  grows, 
Whilft  round  it  the  Caftalian  Ocean  flows. 

This  famous  Bards  (hall  chant,  and  long 
The  Theme  be  of  each  Poet's  Song  I  . 
Decrees,  like  learned  Bacon's  wife,  proaoune'd  by  « 
Tongue, 


VI.  He 
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VL 

Here  too,  left  generous  Aclions  in  Extreme 
Should  be  negle6ted  in  this  glorious  Theme, 
Applaud  (oh  Mufe)  a  Soul  fo  nobly  Great, 
Profits  their  Virtue  lofe,  and  Gold  its  Weight ; 
No  Bribe  can  move,  nor  State  Allurement  bind 
TV  unbounded  Candor  of  your  ftedfaft  Mind; 
Since  royally  you  can  forget 
The  prime  of  Office  Benefit, 
And  Monarch  like,  with  Scorn  refufe  the  golden  Peiqiiifite> 

VII. 

Thus  ftill  the  truly  Great  will  greatly  do, 
A  Grace  Divine  giv'n  to  peculiar  few ; 
You,  Eagle  like,  can  gaze  on  folid  Light, 
Whofe  Rays  are  too  extreme  for  vulgar  Sight; 
And  what  belt  proves  the  Firmnefs  of  your  Eyes, 
Is  the  late  happy  Confort  made  your  Choice; 
Whole  Qualities  and  Virtues  joyn'd, 
Enriching  her  caeleftial  Mind, 
Complete  the  Joys  that  bounteous  Heaven  to  make  you  ble# 
dehgn'd. 

VIII. 

Well  may  her  hourly  Joys  feraphjek  be, 
Whofe  Soul  compounded  is  of  Harmony  ; 
When  Wit  and  Mufick  jointly  ftrive  to  pleafe, 
Well  may  the  Bridegroom  boaft  Content  and  Eafe; 
The  charming  Baniftier  of  worldly  Care, 
To  drive  out  anxious  Crofs  is  always  near, 
In  tuneful  Strains  her  Love  to  fhew, 
When  Bufinefs  furls,  to  clear  your  Brow, 
And  Angel-h>e,  prove  Wedlock  State  a  Paradife  below. 

IX, 

Oh !  may  my  happy  Verfe  prophetick  be, 
And  to  Time^  end  may  laft  your  Melody : 
Blelt  Pair,  whom  Nature,  perfecT:  in  her  Trade, 
And  taught  by  Heaven,  for  one  another  made ; 


Z4 
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Fruits  of  your  Wifdom  are  her  Virtues  due, 
Her  Wit  and  darling  Gifts  are  chofe  for  you. 
Thus  bleft  in  Hymen's  facred  Art, 
And  Love  conjoin'd,  you  make  one  Heart, 
And  one  another's  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  Part. 

X. 

So  much  the  grateful  Mufe  dares  boldly  fin? 
And  to  the  World  in  Lyrick  Numbers  bring  ; 
Truth  without  Flatt'ry  paint,  and  juftly  prove 
As  once  Appelles  did,  the  Queen  of  Love: 
Or  write  what  fading  Colours  cannot  fhew, 
Great  Anna's  Juftice,  and  her  Judgment  too; 

Seleding  one  to  mend  each  Flaw 

In  the  fo  long  perverted  Law, 
Whofe  Equal  the  contentious  World  fo  rarely  ever  faw, 

XI. 

For  as  when  the  Creator  made  the  Earth, 
And  allt  hings  had  from  Chaos  Form  and  Birth  ; 
The  glorious  Sun  with  dazling  Luftre  dreft 
Of  new  Pcrfe&ion,  was  efteem'd  the  beft  : 
So  you,  my  Lord,  whofe  fprightly  Genius  frees 
Prom  dark  Oblivion  obfolete  Decrees ; 

Like  that  indulgent  Light  appear, 
The  Truth  from  Clouds  of  Error  cheer, 
And  gain  the  Prize  from  Ages  part  in  one  propitious  Year. 

FINIS. 
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VERSES  Congratulatory, 

To  the  Honourable 

William  Bromley,% 

On  his  being  chofen  Speaker  of 
this  prefent  Parliament. 


S  when  Hyperion  with  victorious  Light 
Expels  invading  Pow'rs  of  gloomy  Night," 
And  vernal  Nature  youthful  drefs'd  and  gay, 
Salutes  the  radiant  Power  that  forms  the  Day  • 
The  mounting  Lark  exalts  her  joyful  Note  ' 
And  (trains  with  Harmony  her  warbling  Throat  • 
So  now  my  Mine  that  hopes  to  fee  the  Day, 
When  cloudy  Fa&ion,  that  do's  Britain  fway 
Shall  be  o'ercome  by  Reafon's  dating  Ray  ; 
Applauding  Senates  for  their  prudent  Choice, 
The  Will  of  Heaven  by  the  Peoples  Voice, 
Firit  greets  ye,  Sir,  then  gladly  do's  prepare, 
In  tuneful  Verfe,  your  Welcome  to  the  Chair 

Awful  th'  Affembly  is,  Auguft  the  Queen, 
In  whofe  each  Day  of  Life  are  Wonders  fcen  • 
The  Nation  too,  this  greateft  of  all  Years, 
Who  watch  to  fee  blelt  Turns  in  their  Affairs  : 
Slighting  the  Tempelt  on  the  Gallick  Shore, 
Hope  from  the  Senate  much,  but  from  you  more : 

Whole 
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Whofe  happy  Temper  Judgment  cultivates, 
And  Forms  fo  fit  to  aid  our  Three  Eftates. 

The  Change  of  Miniftry  late  order'd  here, 
Was  fated  fure  for  this  aufpicious  Year ; 
That  you  prcdeftin'd  at  a  glorious  Hour, 
To  be  chief  Judge  of  Legiflative  Power, 
Might  by  your  Skill  that  Royal  Right  afTerts, 
Like  Heaven,  reconcile  the  jarring  Parts. 

Nor  fhines  your  Influence,  Sir,  here  alone, 
The  Church  muft  your  unequall'd  Prudence  own, 
Firm  to  fupport  the  Caufe,  but  rough  to  none. 
Eufebia's  Sons,  in  Laws  divine  poiTeft, 
Can  learn  from  you  how  Truth  fhould  be  expreft  ; 
Whether  in  modeft  Terms,  like  Balm,  to  heal ; 
Or  raving  Notions,  falfely  counted  Zeal. 
Our  holy  Writ  no  Rule  like  that  allows, 
Np  People  an  enrag'd  Apoftle  chofe, 
l^or  taught  our  Saviour,  or  St.  Paul,  like  thofe, 
Reafon  was  mild,  and  calmly  did  proceed, 
Which  harfh  might  fail  to  make  Tranfgreflbrs  heed  ; 
This  Saint  your  Rhet'rick  belt  knows  now  to  prove, 
Whofe  gracious  Method  can  inform,  and  move  ; 
Direc~l  the  Elders  that  fuch  Errors  make, 
And  fhew  both  how  to  preach,  and  how  to  fpeak. 

Oh !  facred  Gift,  in  publick  Matters  great, 
But  in  Religious  Tra&s  divinely  Sweet ; 
Since  to  this  Grace  they  only  have  Pretence 
Whofe  happy  Learning  joins  with  a  coeleftial  Senfe: 

That,  Sir,  you  (hare  both  thefe,  the  Mufe  forgive, 
If  I  prefume  to  write  what  all  believe. 
Your  Candor  too,  and  charming  Courtefy, 
Rever'd  by  them  is  juftly  fo  by  me, 
Let  me  not  then  offend  your  Modefty, 
If  now  my  Genius  to  a  Height  I  raife, 
Such  Parts,  and  fuch  Humanity  to  praife. 

This  ancient a  Baginton  can  witnefs  well, 
And  the  rich  b  Library  before  it  fell ; 
The  precious  Hours  amongft  wife  Authors  paft, 
Your  Soul  with  their  unvalued  Wealth  polfeft  ; 
And  well  may  he  to  heights  of  Knowledge  come, 
Who  that  Panthaon  always  kept  at  home. 

*  The  ancient  Seat  of  the  Bromley  s  in  Warwickfliire, 

*  Afamom  library  burnt  there. 
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Thus  once,  Sir,  you  were  bleft,  and  fure  the  Fiend 
That  firft  entail'd  a  Curfe  on  Human-kind, 
And  afterwards  contriv'd  this  fatal  Crofs, 
Dcfien'd  the  publick,  by  your  private  Lofs. 

Oh'  who  had  feen  that  Love  to  Learning  bore, 
The  matchlefs  Authors  of  the  Days  of  yore  ; 
The  Fathers,  Prelates,  Poets,  Books  where  Arts 
Renown'd  explain'd  the  Men  of  rareft  Parts, 
Shrink  up  their  fhrivcll'd  Bindings,  lofe  their  Names, 
And  yie!4  immortal  Worth  to  temporary  Flames, 
That  would  not  figh  to  fee  the  Ruins  there, 
Or  wilh  to  quench  'em  with  a  flowing  Tear. 

But  as  in  Story,  where  we  Wonders  view, 
As  there  were  Flames,  there  was  a  Phoenix  too  ; 
An  Excellence  from  the  burnt  Pile  did  rife, 
That  ftill  aton'd  for  pad  Calamities  ; 
So  my  prophetick  Genius  in  its  Height, 
Viewing  your  Merit,  Sir,  foretels  your  Fate. 
Your  valiant  *  Anceftors,  that  bravely  fought, 
And  from  the  Foe  the  Royal  Standard  got ; 
Which  nobly  now  adorn  your  Houfhold  Coat, 
Penotes  the  former  Grandeur  of  your  Race  ; 
Your  prefent  Worth  fits  you  for  prefent  Grace. 

The  Sovereign  muft  efteem  what  all  admire, 
Bromley  and  Baginton  fliall  both  raife  higher, 
Fate  oft  contrives  Magnificence  by  Fire. 

*  VideH^efWarwickfliire. 
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VERSES, 

Humbly  Addrefs'd  to  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM  BROMLET,  E% 

Speaker  oftheHoufe  of  Commons. 

Occafioned  hy  his  generous  giving  me  Pro- 
priety to  a  Lodge  fiandmg  where  once 
was  the  famous  Baginton  Cafile. 

[HIS  little  Pfe„  Fabrick  rifing  from 
i  1  he  Ruins  of  the  former  fiatelyDome 

And  fiHa,LinJtS  Dimenfi°ns,  ^  compieat, 
And  fills  the  Fancy  with  what  once  was  great. 

Ar  r  n     T,ere  our  ancient  Authors  heard  to  lav 
There ,N*f»  arm'd  and  here  King  Richard  lay,  h 
When  two  great  Dukes,  pofleft  with  fatal  Prided 
Black  Treafotf  s  Cafe  by  Combat  would  have  try'd  ■ 
The  glonous  Caftle  then  afpiring  flood,  7  ' 

I  ill  m_d  by  Time,  and  a  rebellious  Brood; 
Wnen  afterwards,  in  fpite  of  barb'rous  Foes 
0  caufc  new  Fame,  this  pretty  Manfion  ro'fe  ; 

Devouring 
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Devouring  Time  nor  Chance  could  not  controul, 
Since  thus  appears  a  part  ftill  of  the  whole ; 
And  by  the  honour'd  Bromley  rais'd  from  thence 
A  Monument  of  old  Magnificence. 

You  likewife,  Sir,  to  celebrate  your  Name, 
And  add  a  new  Addition  to  your  Fame, 
Have  given  it  to  a  Mufe  whofe  lab'ring  Brain 
Its  long  loft  Honour  (hall  revive  again. 

The  Scituation  of  the  verdant  Wood, 
That  feems  the  Court  of  fome  great  Sylvan  God, 
And  thro'  the  Trees  by  charming  Prolpec"t  leads 
The  well-pleas'd  Eye  down  to  the  flow'ry  Meads, 
Near  which  a  chryftal  Current  glides  along, 
Gives  tuneful  Theme  to  each  fam'd  Poet's  Song. 
My  Genius  on  th'  Occafion  rifes  higher, 
Fam'd  Baginton  my  Mufe  ftiall  ftill  infpire ; 
Fam'd  Baginton  with  Bromley  join'd ,  fliall  ever  tune  my 
Lyre. 

And  tho'  a  dreadful  Flame  did  late  intend 
To  give  its  blooming  Glory  fatal  End, 
The  noble  Pile  do's  timely  rife  again, 
And  its  once  famous  Splendor  well  maintain  ; 
Then  when  the  lofty  Pillars  (hall  be  plac'd, 
The  Pile  with  curious  Architecture  grac'd ; 
When  ableft  Art  adorns  your  Rooms  of  State, 
And  the  great  Standard's  waving  at  your  Gate : 
When  far  as  our  Metropolis  we  hear 
The  ecchoing  Voice  of  thofe  your  Worth  revere, 
I  fitting  in  my  fmall  Retreat  with  Joy, 
My  little  Ilium  in  the  view  of  Troy, 
Shall  with  my  pretty  Neighbours  on  each  Bufh3 
My  kindred  Linnet,'  Nightingal  and  Thrufli, 
Your  Fame  in  fweet  united  Confort  raife, 
And  in  harmonious  Carrols  chant  your  Praife 
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VERSES. 

Humbly  Addrefsd  to  the  Wife  , 
Virtuous,  and  Honourable  Mrs. 
Bromley,  on  her  prefenting 
me  her  worthy  Husband  Mr. 
Speaker^  Pifture. 


OUR  Prefent,  Madam,  generoufly  defign'd, 
Moft  amply  fliews  the  Bounty  of  your  Mind  ; 
Goodnefs,  and  graceful  Condefcention  too, 
Indulgent  Courtefy,  beft  (hewn  in  you. 
With  his  aufpicious  Form  you  nobly  give, 
Nor  could  I  mifs  the  Pleafure  to  receive. 
Tho'  like  a  Mifer,  griping  ftill  at  Store, 
I  knew  the  Inftant  I  was  taking  more, 
His  Portraiture  was  in  my  Heart  before : 
Which  by  the  Opticks  of  the  Mind  I  view 
More  perfect  than  Appelles  ever  drew ; 
The  gracious  Features  that  adorn  the  Face, 
Full  of  ferene,  and  yet  delightful  Grace, 
That  long  have  bred  a  dutious  Zeal  in  me, 
As  well  as  Pleafure  in  all  thofe  that  fee ; 


And! 


Mrs.  Bromley. 


And  in  my  Bofom  now  fo  brightly  fhine, 
Nought  but  a  Glory  want  to  feem  Divine. 

Like  me  too,  Crowds  of  Lookers  on  admire, 
If  then  a  Shadow  can  fo  much  infpire, 
How  daily  would  the  graceful  Subftance  charm., 
Where  folemn  Senfe  is  equal  to  the  Form? 
Ah !  were  they  with  my  happy  Chance  pollen^ 
And  with  his  pleafing  Converfation  bleft, 
They  would  in  Flames  of  ardent  Paflion  burn, 
And,  Madam,  (all  that  heard)  your  Rivals  turn. 

But  Pardon,  awful  Goodnefs,  I  pretend 
To  that  Prefumption  only  as  a  Friend  ; 
Let  me  that  valued  Honour  but  obtain, 
And  long  may  you  in  your  bleft  Empire  reign, 
The  facred  Spirit  of  Connubial  Love, 
Like  Eagles  out  of  Sight,  ftill  foars  above  ; 
My  Dove  flies  lower,  which  in  humble  Senfe, 
The  Merit  that  you  love  I  reverence. 
Thus  weak  Philofophy  can  Nature  trace, 
But  Heaven's  Empyreum  has  too  vaft  a  Space. 

And  well  did  facred  Providence  forefee, 
You  only  bleft  could  in  each  other  be ; 
The  Mild,  the  Modeft,  Conftant,  and  the  Good, 
Noble  as  well  in  Nature  as  in  Blood  ; 
Mature  in  Judgment,  Juft  without  Difeuife, 
Like  Hefter  Pious,  and  like  Deborah  Wife ; 
Long  doom'd  by  Fate,  had  a  predeftin'd  Birth, 
By  Heaven's  Decree  to  match  great  Bromley's  Worth 

And  long  may  Joys  reciprocal  fucceed, 
Long  may  ye  Turtle-like  together  feed  ; 
The  Blifs  of  Marriage  you  divinely  prove, 
Equal  your  Tempers,  equal  is  your  Love  ; 
And  thus  whiift  pleas'd  with  one  another's  View, 
You  leave  the  Fiction  to  enjoy  the  true. 
I  gazing  on  the  Picture  once  a  Day, 
In  joyful  Tenders  Gratitude  will  pay ; 
And  pride  my  felf  whiift  I  in  Lyrick  Song 
Can  praife  the  Subftance  whence  the  Figure  fprung. 
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THE 

Royalis  t's  Address, 

Congratulating  her  facred  Maje- 
flfs  refior'd  Health,  and  ex- 
pr effing  in  Verje,  with  humblefi 
Duty,  her  Welcome  home  from 
Windfor. 

Nfpir'd  by  fome  Cseleftial  Influence, 
That  more  than  Phoebus  charm' d  my  happy  Senfe, 
As  the  tun'd  Lark  expands  her  tow'ring  Wings! 
So  mounts  my  Mufe  aloft,  and  thus  flie  lings. 


As  to  the  poor  affli&ed  Patient,  Eafe, 
Long  robb'd  of  Reft  by  violent  Difeafe ; 
As  to  the  Gaily  Slave,  half  dead  with  Pains, 
A  joyful  riddance  from  his  grinding  Chains  * 
As  to  the  frozen  Plants  th'  indulgent  Sun, 
That  bids  the  beauteous  vernal  Queen  come  on  : 
So  gracious  Sovereign,  Goddefs  of  each  Year, 
So  Welcome  are  ye  to  your  Loyal,  here  ; 
To  all  true  Hearts,  in  general  Degree, 
And  in  particular,  as  Health,  to  me : 

2  -Long 


to  her  late  Majefty  Queen  Anne  .      §  5  f 

Long  have  we  pin'd  with  defolating  Woes, 
By  Winter,  and  your  Abfence,  doubly  froze : 
Lorig  has  our  Genius,  whole  celeftial  Face, 
Us'd  to  refrefti  us  with  indulgent  Grace^ 
Been  like  the  Sun  in  cold  bleak  Greenland  loft; 
And  like  that  wretched  Soil,  our  Britifi  Coait, 
In  vain  we  hope  to  fee  the  infant  Year, 
Propitious  in  her  vernal  Drefs  appear  : 
In  vain  expected  Comforts  fhould  increafe 
By  joyful  Benefits  of  welcome  Peace, 
When  late  in  our  Metropolis  there  rofe 
Nothing  but  factious  Storms  and  cloudy  Woes  I 
The  fair  Augufta  moum'd  each  lucklefs  Day 
Her  Queen  of  Confolation  was  away  ; 
Nor  was  fhe  for  a  Seafon  loft,  but  worfe, 
A  fad  for  Ever  had  improv'd  the  Cnrfe  ; 
For  foon  a  fecond  Tribe  otEeliaTs  Brood 
Rebels  by  Nature,  *  foreign  to  all  Good, 
To  revel  in  their  wifli'd  Impiety, 
And  crown  their  Hopes,  had  made  an  Angel  die  ; 
Sent  her  with  Envy  to  that  glorious  home 
Where  they  themfelves  mult  ne'er  expect  to  come : 
But  gracious  Providence  that/had  ordain'd 
Uncommon  Joy  to  our  diftracted  Land, 
Soon  check'd  th'  Aguifh  111,— cheer'd  us  that  mournM, 
And  their  expe&ed  Curfe  a  Bleffing  turn'd. 
So  once  when  Balav  execrably  bad, 
Oppugnant  to  the  Power  and  Will  of  God, 
Dilpatcht  the  holy  Seer  with  fell  Defign, 
To  curfe  the  favour'd  Troops  of  IfraeTs  Line ; 
The  Champion  Angel  charm'd  the  Prophet's  Bread* 
And  thofe  he  journied  to  deftroy, — were  bleft. 

So,  mighty  Sovereign,  may  you  ever  be, 
And  as,  inftead  of  Death,  your  Health  we  fee, 
Reftor'd  by  Heaven  to  a  more  large  Degree; 
May  it  increafe  each  Day  to  blefs  your  lfle, 
And  baulk  the  Expectations  of  the  Vile; 
May  Eafe  and  Comforts  crown  each  joyfal  Year, 
So  bleft  fo  long  as  may  make  thofe  defpair 
Who  wifti  to  fee  your  Tomb,  and  curfe  your  Regal  Chair, 

*  The  fictions  Report  of  the  Jjteeen's  Beatk 


A  a 


TO 


3  5  2  Verfes  Congratulatory  on 


To  his  Grace  the 

Duke  of  BEDFORD, 

Verses  Congratulatory,  on  the 
Birth  of  his  Son,  the  Marquis 
o/^Taviftock. 

N  fweet  Retirement,  freed  from  anxious  Care, 
From  Court  Delufions,  and  the  noify  War  ; 
From  Bufinefs  that  difturbs  the  tranquil  State, 
And  palls  the  belt  Contentment  of  the  Great; 
From  Town  Diforders,  and  infe&ious  Wine ; 
From  Libertines  who  live  by  bafe  Deiign ; 
Wifely  your  Grace,  and  worthy  of  all  Praife, 
Has  chofe  to  confecrate  your  happy  Days. 
Oh !  lucky  Change,  a  Bleffing  only  due, 
By  Heaven's  peculiar  Bounty,  to  a  few. 

Here  in  ambro'fial  Bowers  you  entertain, 
With  varied  Joys,  the  Body  and  the  Brain ; 
Sweet  Contemplation  gains  the  foremolt  Place, 
Whilft  Books  inftru&ively  do  Science  raife : 
Sports  too,  for  Relaxation  of  the  Mind, 
The  Seafon  fit  are  proper  in  their  kind  : 
Nor  is  the  Bleffing  only  on  your  Part, 
..13ut.(hajr*d  b#  te  who  wholly  ftares  your  Heart, 


Your 


the  Ttuke  ^/Bedford* 

Your  virtuous  Confort,  of  Elizium  Dreams, 

Here  pregnant  with  connubial  Love  flie  Teems ; 

And  that  concording  Comforts  may  not  fail 

T'  inlarge  your  noble  Race,  brings  forth  a  Male, 

Thus  has  eternal  Providence  decreed, 

To  grant  the  only  Bleffing  you  could  need. 

Take  it,  my  Lord,  as  'tis  divinely  meant, 
A  Gift  peculiar,  from  Heaven  fent ; 
A  Sanction  to  promote  your  Happinefs, 
And  crown  your  Solitude  with  lading  BhTs  i 
To  pleafe  a  Parent  Plants  may  kindly  flioot, 
But  Children  are  the  quinteiTential  Fruit: 
The  charming  Prattle,  and  the  Tales  they  tell, 
By  Nature  taught,  all  Mufick  far  excel. 
May  then  th'  illultrious  Babe  with  fpeedy  Growth 
Stretch  out  his  Infancy,  and  hafte  to  Youth ; 
From  Youth  to  Manhood  may  his  Years  improve, 
Bleft  with  a  Father's  Joy,  a  Mother's  Love, 
And  facred  Gifts  defcending  from  above. 
The  Eternal  in  your  Favour  do's  beftow, 
A  Comfort  glitt'ring  Courts  but  feldom  know; 
A  quiet  Life  from  proud  Ambition  free, 
An  Heir  too,  to  fupport  your  Family, 
Sent  to  exalt,  and  make  your  Pleafures  great, 
In  the  calm  Halcyon  Days  of  your  Retreat. 

So  in  the  Roman  State,  when  Civil  War 
Harrailed  the  Natives  by  inteftine  Jar ; 
When  Rage  in  Triumph  rode  thro'  ev'ry  Street, 
And  he  whofe  Arm  was  ftrongeft  had  molt  Wit. 
The  noble  Atticus,  in  rural  Bowers, 
Part  with  fele£ed  Friends,  and  Books,  his  Honrs, 
Sometimes  his  beauteous  Spoufe  too,  would  improve 
The  Day  with  Tales  of  Conftancy  and  Love  ; 
But  yet  no  Males  could  bring  till  Juno,  prone 
To  Pity,  fum'd  at  laft  all  Joys  in  one, 
Heard  her  devoted  Prayers,  and  bleft  her  with  a  Son. 


Aa«        ,  VERSES 


354      .Verses  Congratulatory  on 


VERSES  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Right  Honourable  the 

Earl  of  DORSET, 

At  his  Election  and  Inftalrnent  as 
Knight  of  the  Garter. 

OST  by  ill  Miniftry  in  Anna's  Reign, 
Your  Honours  with  Addition  you  regain } 
Thus  Merit  in  its  facred  Virtue  great,  i 
Fixt  like  a  Star,  continues  in  its  height,  > 
Clouds  may  obfcure,  but  ne'er  can  diffipate.    J  i 
Permit  me  then,  my  Lord,  with  grateful  Heart, 
Railing  an  Altar  to  your  true  Defert, 
Amongft  the  joyful  Croud  that  daily  wait, 
Your  riling  Glory  to  congratulate. 
Far  has  great  George  already  fixt  Renown, 
His  Valour,  Virtue,  and  his  Juftice  fhewn ;  ,( 
Amongft  the  other  Graces  that  excel, 
He  gives  beft  Proof  he  can  diftinguifh  well. 
The  valued  Dorfet  is  to  Ages  known, 
And  priz'd  as  the  chief  Jewel  in  the  Crown ; 
Witnefs  your  noble  Father  fam'd  of  late 
For  poinant  Wit,  fuperlatively  great?; 


Whoft 


the  Earl  ^Dorset. 

Whofe  Senfe  (till  charm'd  us  with  feraphick  Grace, 

Whilft  brilliant  Glory  circled  round  his  Face: 

Like  him  you  fhine,  but  your  propitious  Ray 

Extends  his  equal — a  more  folid  way. 

Your  Genius  is  for  weighty  Bufinefs  fit, 

And  Policy  is  temper'd  with  your  Wit, 

Thus  proper  Judgment  with  quick  Fancy  meet. 

So  thought  the  awful  Regents  of  the  State, 

Who  fent  you  with  the  News  of  Anna's  Fate; 

Adroit  for  that  Affair,  they  wifely  knew, 

Your  loyal  Candor,  and  to  prove  it  true 

Your  Zeal  was  eager,  and  your  Duty  flew  : 

You  flew  with  fo  much  Speed, — the  Meffage  told, 

Warm'd  the  King's  Cheeks  e'er  fcarce  the  Queen  was 

Which  rifing  Grandeur  (timely  brought  from  far, 

To  crown  the  Illuftrious  Heir  of  Hanover; 

Now  Charms  in  kind)  to  make  you  more  fubliir% 

The  Morning  Planet  Phofper  of  your  Time ; 

Who  brightned  by  his  Lufter  will  appear, 

Serenely  blazing,  like  the  Star  you  wear. 


Aa  3  Tq 
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To  my  dear  MOTHER, 
Mrs.  Frances  D'Urfey. 


A  N 

HYMN  on  PIETY. 

Written  at  Cullacombe,  the 
Day  of  September,  1 698. 

H !  facred  Piety,  thou  Morning  Star, 
That  ihewft  our  Day  of  Life  ferene  and  fair  : 
Thou  milky  Way  to  everlafting  Blifs, 
That  feed  ft  the  Soul  with  Fruits  of  Paradife; 
Unvalu'd  Jem,  which  all  the  Wife  admire, 
That  well  canft  bear  theTeftof  Time  and  Fire: 
By  thee  the  Jars  of  Life  all  end  in  Peace, 
And  unoffended  Confcience  fits  at  Eafe. 
Thy  Influence  can  human  Ills'  aflwage,  "s ' 

Quell  the  worft  Anguifh  of  Misfortune's  Rage,  C 
Pangs  of  Diftemper,  and1  the  Griefs  of  Age.  3 
Since  thou,  the  Mind's  caeleftial  Eafe  and  Mirth,  -> 
The  greateft  Happinefs  we  have  on  Earth,  C 
By  heaven  art  fix'd  in  her  that  gave  me  Birth3  y 


My 


An  Hymn  on  Piety. 

My  Life's  dear  Author,  may  your  virtuous  Soul 

Purfue  the  glorious  Race,  and  win  the  Goal. 

Thus  may  your  true  Defert  be  dignified, 

To  Age  Example,  and  to  Youth  a  Guide. 

Laftly,  to  wifh  my  felf  all  Joys  in  one, 

Still  may  your  Bleffing,  • — when  your  Life  is  done 

As  well  as  now,  defcend  upon  your  Son. 


A  Divine  Poem  on 


ANEW 

DIVINE  POEM, 

In  VERSE. 

I) one  from  the  Prose  of  that  Excellent 
and  Majefiick  Prophet  and  Poety  King 
David,-  being  his  hundred  and  fourth 
Pfalm.  Explaining  the  Magnificence 
and  Power  of  Almighty  God >  and  his 
miraculous  Works.  Beginning  with  the 
facred  Anthem  herein  embellij}jedy  in 
the  firfl  Stanza.  Dedicated  to  the 
Dut chefs  of  Chandois. 

*jfbe  Anthem,  containing  three  firftVerfes  of  the  104th  Pfalm. 

I. 


Raife,  oh  my  Soul,  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
Let  thy  caeleftial  Judgment  fee 
Thofe  dazling  Rays  of  Majefty ; 
Power  only  can  to  him  afford. 


IL  Noise 


the  104th  Psal  m, 


359 


It 

None  with  fuch  Glory  fhines  as  he, 
Nature  he  forms,  and  can  controul ; 
Praife  then  the  Almighty  Lord,  my  SouL 

IIL 

f-.  2.  When  radiant  Light  adorns  thee  round, 

The  Heavens  thy  Curtains  are ; 
f.  3.  And  when  thoul't  range  in  Waves  profound^ 

A  Cloud's  thy  Chariot  there  ; 

Aloft  the  Winds  their  Wings  dilplay, 

And  great  eternal  Will  obey. 

End  of  the  A  N  t  H  E  M. 
IV. 

^.4.  Bright  Angels  all  are  Spirits  made, 

His  Saints  attend  with  dutious  Love  : 
f.  5*.  The  Earth's  Foundation  firm  he  laid, 

So  lledfaft  it  can  never  move. 

V. 

f.  6.  A  foaming  Flood  th'  Eternal  makes, 

High  Hills  the  Water  deep  retains  ; 
f,  7.  And  when  fierce  dreadful  Thunder  breaks, 

Afraid,  at  his  Rebuke  it  Rains. 

VI. 

f.  8.  Streams  mount  o'er  many  a  lofty  Seat, 
Then  down  the  Vales  large  Billows  flow ; 
The  Waves  ftill  feeking  a  Retreat 
Where  thou  appointed  them  to  go. 

VII. 

f.  9.  Thus  bounded  by  the  King  of  Kings, 

They  ftiall  no  more  the  Earth  deftroy ; 
$%IO.  Thou  fendeft  to  make  Rivers,— Springs, 

That  purl  among  the  Hills  with  Joy. 

viii.  f.u: 


A  Divine  Poem  on 


VIII. 

ffih  The  m»I  Beafts  their  Thirft  may  flake, 
And  the  wild  AiTes  freely  graze ; 

y.  12.  Whilft  Birds  on  Trees  that  Nefts  do  make 
In  Branches  fing  their  Maker's  Praife, 

IX. 

f.13.  The  Mountains  dry  are  cool'd  with  Rain. 

The  Lawns  beneath  thy  Works  do  know  : 
f,  14.  Thou  giv'ft  green  Herbs  for  Ufe  of  Men, 

And  Grafs  to  make  their  Cattle  grow. 

•  X. 

f.  if.  Thus,  Father-like,  he  feeds  his  Race, 
And  giv'ft  us  Wine  the  Heart  to  glad ; 
Oil  too,  to  make  a  chearful  Face, 
And  daily  ftrengthens  us  with  Bread, 

XI. 

f.  16.  With  Sap  are  fill'd  the  Cedar  Trees, 
Old  Libanus  bears  heavenly  Plants  : 
^.17.  Tall  Firrs  too  with  the  Stork  agrees, 

Whofe  top  gives  dwelling  that  he  wants. 

XII. 

f  .l&  The  lofty  Hills  a  Refuge  are 

For  all  wild  Goats  and  Sylvan  Flocks, 
And  as  they  think  they're  happy  there, 
So  Conies  leap  o'er  Irony  Rocks. 

XIII. 

f.ig.  Great  are  the  Works  of  thee,  O  God, 
For  certain  Time  thou  giv'ft  the  Moon  ; 
The  Sun  too  mounts,  and  fhines  abroad, 
Yet  timely  knows  his  going  down. 


XlV.t.ao, 


the  1 04th  f  $  a  h  m. 
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XIV. 

20.  Thou  mak'ft  it  dark,  and  then  'tis  Night? 
When  Human  Kind  betake  to  reft ; 
Yet  in  that  Station  of  Delight 
There  wakes  and  roves  each  Foreft  BeafL 

XV. 

fr.ii.  The  Lion  roars  to  find  his  Prey, 

And  feeks  from  Qod  his  Comfort  then  ; 

$\  22.  But  when  the  Sun  arifes  gay, 

Retreats,  and  lays  him  in  his  Den, 

XVI, 

$\  23.  Man  early  in  the  Morn  begins, 

Then  'till  the  Evening  Labours  hard, 

^.24.  And  in  large  Doles  he  Bleffings  wins, 

Whofe  Wifdom  makes  him  praife  the  Lord. 

XVII. 

f.  25-.  And  as  thy  Wealth  the  Earth  do's  bound, 
So  wond'rous  is  the  fpacious  Sea, 
Where  Fifh  enumerate  are  found, 
And  fmall  and  great  depend  on  thee, 

xyin. 

f.  26,  There  fail  the  Ships  for  Pearl  and  Ore, 
There  that  Leviathan  is  made 
Who  waits  for  thee  with  all  the  Store 

f.iy.  Of  lefs,  by  thy  great  Order  made. 

XIX. 

They  gather  when  thou  giv'ft  it  them, 
f,  it.  And  when  thou  fpread'ft  thy  plenteous  Store, 
They  gratefully  thy  Doles  efteem, 
And  praife  the  Gulphs,  tho'  Tempcfts  roar. 


xx.  f.ip: 


30*2        ^  Divine  Poem  ^ 

xx. 

f.  29.  But  when  thou  hid'ft  thy  Face,  O  Lord, 
Their  Breath  is  loft,  they  pine,  they  die; 
And  to  their  Duft,  in  Death  abhorr'd, 
Forfake  the  Light  with  clofing  Eye. 

XXI. 

fr,  30.  When  this  (hall  be  they  are  no  more, 
But  if  thou  giv'tt  Command  they  live ; 
One  Look  renews,  and  fhall  reftore 
What  Blefllngs  the  whole  World  can  give, 

XXII. 

f-,  31.  The  Majefty  fupreme  of  God, 

Shall  to  the  Date  of  Time  be  known, 
And  whilft  Men  Wonder  fpread  abroad, 
He  fhall  rejoice  as  they  renown. 

XXIII. 

ft  32.  The  earthly  Race  fhall  tremble  all, 
Whene'er  he  deigns  to  caft  a  Look ; 
Hills,  if  on  them  his  Touch  do  fall, 
Innately  fhall  with  Fervour  fmoke, 

XXIV. 

^.33.  Oh !  let  me  fing,  whilfl  ring  I  may, 

Since  he  has  Voice  and  Judgment  given  ; 
To  God  I'll  Verfion  raife  each  Day, 
Chanting's  a  glorious  Gift  in  Heaven. 

XXV. 

$\  34.  So  fhall  my  facred  Stanza's  pleafe 
My  awful  Matter's  Ear  and  Sight, 
And  I  afcend  to  high  Degrees 
Of  more  than  Mortals  call  Delight. 


XXVI.  faf. 


the  104th  Psalm. 


XXVI. 

f.  35".  Thy  Doom  all  Sinners  can  confound, 
Yet  for  Repentance  Grace  afford  ; 
And  let  my  Voice  for  ever  found 
Praife,  O  my  Soul,  th' Almighty  Lord. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

LIONEL  CRJNFIELD, 
Earl  of  Dorfet  and  Middle/ex, 

AND  HIS 
Highly  Honoured  and  Deferving  Lady, 

VERSES  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Birth  of  their  Son  the  Lord 
B  uck.h  URST,  born  February 
the  6th'  Anno  Dom.  1 71.0;  he* 
ing  alfo  the  Birth-day  of  her  fa* 
cred  Majefly  §yeen  Anne. 

ND  now  the  Hour,  an  Hour  long  wifh'd  for 
came, 

Bleft  to  relieve  the  beauteous  pregnant  Dame; 
Great  Goddefs  Nature  fent  her  timely  Aid, 
And  diligent  Lucina  Duty  paid, 
n'lft  on  the  happy  Day  that  once  gave  Birth 
Anna,  the  mod  glorious  Queen  on  Earth ; 

Apollo, 


Verses  Congratulatory, 

Apollo,  that  on  her  his  Radiance  threw, 
Regal'd  with  fmiling  Beams  this  Infant  too, 
Then  dol'd  his  Rays  of  Joy,  my  Lord,  to  you* 
Who  the  fam'd  Buckhurft  haVe  retriev'd  once  more* 
A  Title  rev'renc'd  in  the  Days  of  Yore. 

And  as  your  Joys  are  great,  for  who  can  guefs, 
Much  lefs  defcribe,  a  Father's  Happinefs, 
When  the  illuftrious  Family  Affair 
Exacls?Devotion  to  implore  an  Heir? 
So  is  the  general  Satisfaction  known, 
So  great,  it  even  afcends  to  reach  the  Throne : 
The  Sovereign  who  commands  our  Brhijh  Ifle, 
Gracing  the  happy  Tidings  with  a  Smile. 

Well  fhe  remembers  when  paft  Tract  of  Time 
Had  fram'd  her  Actions  Royal  and  Sublime  ; 
In  Virgin  Years,  e'er  Days  of  Woman-hood, 
The  now  glad  Mother  at  her  Elbow  flood, 
Serenely  Modeft,  and  difcreetly  Good  ; 
And  for  fuch  Worth  mult  condefcend  to  grace 
The  Infant's  Birth  with  Joy,  the  Parent  with  her  Praife. 
So 'mongft  the  Groves  of  Peace,  and  rural  Bowers, 
Within  a  Garden  deckt  with  fragrant  Flowers ; 
Where  in  their  primitive  Perfection  grows 
The  JeiTmine,  and  delightful  Tuba  Rofe. 
The  Patronnefs  that  opportunely  found 
A  Plant  of  rarer  Kind  within  the  Ground, 
That  long  her  Senfes  had  with  Pleafure  crown'd 
Hearing  from  one  who  to  delight  her  fought,  ' 
Another  young  one  from  the  Root  had  foot ; 
Joys  to  indulge  both  tender  Sprout  and  Stem, 
And  thinks  Ihe  ne'er  can  have  too  much  of  them. 

The  Sovereign's  Favour,  and  a  Son  and  Heir, 
Are  Bleilmgs  with  which  very  few  compare  ; 
Since  both  EfTential  when  ordain'd  by  Fate 
To  crown  the  Happinefs  of  Human  State  : 
You  to  the  firft,  my  Lord,  have  juft  Pretence, 
For  Virtue,  Prudence,  and  judicious  Senfe; 
That  wifely  can  your  VefTel  fteer  fo  well, 
Where  jarring  Winds,  and  raging  Billows  fwell ; 
And  to  the  laft  for  Love  extreme  purfu'd, 
'Mongft  tender  Sentiments  of  Gratitude; 
When  by  the  Fair  eftcem'd  your  generous  Heart, 
Tho'  lefs  than  all,  too  mean  for  her  Defert. 
And  here  might  Pegafus  his  Wings  extend, 
In  noble  Flight,  your  Merit  to  commend ; 


3  6<S         Verses  Congratulatory, 

The  Mufe  infpir'd,  my  Lord,  inclines  to  tell 

In  what  renown'd  Perfections  you  excel ; 

But  folid  Judgment,  great  Humanity, 

Your  charming,  as  uncommon  Courtefy 

Are  Themes  on  which  lhe  dares  not  make  Eflaysy 

The  greateft  Minds  are  flail  leaft  fond  of  Praife : 

Yet  tho'  my  failure  in  Poetick  Skill 

Leave  off  Encomiums,  free  are  Wifhes  ftill ; 

Which  are,  that  all  your  Blefllngs  be  fublimej 

Succeeding  this  to  the  laft  Date  of  Time. 


(  3*7  ) 


VERSES  Epiftolary, 

To  my  ever  Honoured  and  Worthy  Friend  j 

Dr.  William  Gibbons, 

As  a  grateful  Acknowledgment 
for  his  Care  and  Skilly  in  lately 
curing  me  of  a  very  dangerous 
Diflemper. 


"^generous  Man  that's  truly  great  in  Mind,  \ 
And  knows  the  facred  Office  of  a  Friend  i 
Great  Deeds;of  Charity  his  Duty  calls, 
And  Ieflens  Bounties  that  the  World  extols 
0f,,.  ,  .  ,  YourGo°dnefs,honour'dDoaor, lately fliewn 
X*   fright  Kind,  Igratefully  mull  own  ;   '  * 
Obhg  d  in  Praife  and  Thanks  for  Good  receiv'd, 

LTP l0y.thatDLlfe>  (next  Heaven)  your  Skill  'retriev'd ; 

Apollo,  radiant  Patron  of  the  Nine              '  ' 
Your  Parent  with  whofe  Arts  improv'd  you  fliine 

Muft  gracioully  excufe  this  Atfion  done;  7          '  - , 

W  pubhfhing,  what  true  Defert  has  won'  ? 1 

My  grateful  Duty  now  prefers  the  Son  •  j* 

3                      Bb                      •  Whoft 
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Whofe  facred  Judgment  timely  did  prevail, 

When  all  that  he  infpir'd  me  with  did  fail, 

You  from  whofe  learned  Store,  who  wants,  may  find 

True  Med'cines,  both  for  Body  and  for  Mind ; 

And  what  do's  total  Merit  comprehend, 

A  wife  Inftru&er  in  a  generous  Friend. 

Great  Efculapius,  thus  you  are  to  me, 

Who  fhew'd,  by  Proof,  your  Godlike  Quality, 

And  dol'd  Life-faving  Art  without  a  Fee. 

Like  th'  good  Samaritan  in  Parable, 

Greatly  fatigu'd  your  felf  to  make  me  well ; 

And  for  Reward  of  all  your  Pains  and  Care, 

Would  take  no  Payment  but  your  Patient's  Prayer. 

Thus  always  may  we  prove  a  noble  Mind, 

The  Virtuous  only  feek  Returns  in  kind  ; 

With  others  worldly  Profit  has  Regard, 

With  you  the  doing  Good  is  the  Reward : 

Whofe  Candor  helps  your  poor  complaining  Friends, 

Whilft  Heaven  is  only  left  to  make  Amends. 

May  then  th*  Eternal  on  your  Head  decree 

£arge  Bleffings,  as  a  full  Return  for  me  ; 

To  Time's  laft  Date  may  you  Content  receive, 

Which  to  infure,  may  your  dear  Confort  live ; 

The  pious  Partner  of  your  happy  Days, 

Whofe  Wife-like  Virtues  foar  beyond  all  Praife ; 

Be  bleft  with  you,  to  Years  beyond  your  Hope, 

And  tafte  Life's  Cordial  to  the  lateft  Drop, 

In  perfect  Marriage-Blifs  which  here  below 

To  the  vile  World  you  fo  divinely  (hew. : 

Whijft  happy  I,  by  Heaven  reliev'd  fome  time, 

And  your  indulgent  Care,  and  Art  fublime ; 

To  the  extremeft  Height  your  Fame  fhall  raife, 

And  in  moft  tuneful  Lyrick  fing  your  Praife. 
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H  E  a\  T  H 

To  his  Grace  the 

Duke  of  WH ART 0  Ny 

AND 

Upon  Brimmer-Hall  in  the  Gar- 
den at  Winchendon. 

i 

F  Gardens  mod  rare,  when  the  Court  will  comoaft 

They  extol  glorious  Kenfington\ 
But  with  Thoughts  ferene, 

In  Bucks  County  have  been, 
And  muft  Praife  lofty  Winchendon, 
All  Riders  agree 
Forty  Miles  you  may  fee 
O'er  the  Hills  flow'ry,  great  and  fmall, 
And  when  finiih'd  your  LooJcT 
Go  and  wait  on  the  Duke,  1 
You'll  be  Welcome  to  Brimmr-Hall 

II. 

Oh !  let  me  adore 

What  I  ne'er  faw  before, 
A  Garden  fo  heavenly  made ; 

As  if  I  had  been 

And  old  Adam  had  feen 
Whom  his  Maker  had  learnt  the  Tiale  : 

If  the  Lab'rinth  you'll  choofe, 

Your  felves  you  will  lofe; 
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The  Meander  your  Thoughts  will  pall, 

But  with  Roving  about 

If  the  Door  you  find  out 
You'll  be  happy  at  Brimmer-Hall. 

III. 

Some  Walks  there  are  found 

When  a  Trumpet  did  found 
The  clear  Echoes  would  doubled  be, 

The  TriMs  fo  fweet, 
•  -  That  when  Art  did  repeat, 
You'd  have  thought  there  were  two  or  three : 

Some  Nymphs  did  appear 

When  the  Dutchefs  was  there, 
Might  have  grac'd  a  Celeftral  Ball ; 

Who  had  blcfs'd  fome  few  Hours  f 

'Mongft  the  Plants  and  the  Flowers, 
And  return'd  from  fweet  Brimmer-HalL 

IV. 

Now  'mongft  jolly  Days 

That  the  Summer  do's  raife, 
E'er  the  Winter  pulls  down  its  Pride,  44 

The  Duke  there  will  Treat 

I         Roving  Hill  h  the  Great, 

And  fome  more  of  King  George's  fide  ; 

Now  will  he  avoid 

Sprightly  D  r  or  Fl  d, 

When  his  Grace  orders  that  Regale  : 

Who,  whene'er  they  retrain 

Teaming  fweet  Miftrefs  Jane, 
Drink  her  Health  at  dear  Brimmer-HalL 

V. 

•And  now  'tis  proclaim'd, 

Since  a  Health  there  is  nam'd, 
Great  Duke  Wharton's  can  do  no  Wrong ; 

In  whom  you  (hall  meet 

Valu'd  Learning  and  Wit, 
And  this  Brimmer  concludes  my  Song. 

Let  IVinchendon  rife, 

Let  the  Dutchefs's  Eyes, 
As  they're  Sweet,  to  Decay  ne'er  fall; 

Let  the  Gardens  be  bleft, 

In  all  Britain  the  beft, 
Whilft  including  dear  Brimmer-HalL 
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On  the  Incomparable 

STRONG  BEER, 

A  T 

KNOLL  in  KENT. 


I 

Y  Mufe  already  has  given  Content 
In  praifing  the  Gentry  and  Yeomen  of  Kent, 
And  now  good  Natur'd,  no  fmart  Story  tells 
Of  odious  fat  Bell,  and  her  Tribe  at  the  Hrelh, 
But  to  Strong  Beer  my  Verfe  I  mull  raife, 
That  do's  the  Gentry  and  Yeomen  fo  pleafe ; 
Penjhurft,  the  Moat,  ne'er  can  rouze  up  my  Soul, 
But  the  Fountain  that  charms  me  nowfprings  at  fweet  Knoll 

ii 

There's  Adams,  hoping  to  pleafure  his  Town, 
Declares  the  bed  French  Wine  is  fold  at  the  Crown  ; 
And  well  it  may  be,  for  he  takes  good  Rates, 
And  fo  do's  my  jolly  fleek  Friend  at  the  Cats  : 
But  to  ftrong  Beer  my  Praifes  muft  come. 
Leave  them  to  Ifing-glafs,  Egg-whites  and  Stum, 
Beer  fine  as  Burgundy  lifts  high'my  Soul, 
When  *  Jourdain  perks  up  for  the  Honour  of  Knoll 


*  The  Butler. 
B  b  2 


III.  The 
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ill. 

The  hardy  Tenants  in  ev'ry  fat  Soil, 
That  come  oft  from  Buckhurft,  and  oft  from  the  Broylc ; 
The  frowzy  StlfFfhood  meet  foftly  and  flow, 
But  oh !  with  rare  Stingo,  they  reel  when  they  go  ; 
With  my  Lord's  Health  they  Liquor  their  Chops, 
He  gives  good  Malt,  my  fweet  Lady  good  Hops ; 
This  makes  fuch  Beer,  that  all  Wine  muft  controul 
When  Bumpers  are  fill'd  for  the  Glory  of  Knoll 

IV. 

Knoll  mod  famous  in  Kent  {till  appears, 
Were  Manfions  furvey'd  for  a  thoutand  long  Years ; 
In  whofe  Dome  mighty  Monarchs  might  dwell, 
Where  five  hundred  Rooms  are,  as  *Bofwell  can  tell : 
But  they  like  Trifles  meanly  do  fnew, 
Unlefs  you  reckon  the  Palace  below ; 
Where  fpritely  Hogftieads  with  Strong  Beer  {till  full, 
Give  Horns  all  around  for  the  Honour  of  Knoll 

Vt 

Praife  to  the  Empire  where  Jourdain  do's  fway, 
And  raife  my  Lord's  Triumph  on  every  Birth-day  ; 
Like  God  Bacchus  he  briskly  do's  ftand 
To  drink  my  Lord's  Health,  with  a  Flute  in  his  Hand  ; 
Gentry  and  Yeomen  all  take  it  round, 
Some  leap  and  dance,  and  fome  bend  to  the  Ground  ; 
Lord  Buckhurft,  the  Lady's  Healths,  cherifti  each  Soul, 
When  Conference  is  clear'd  for  the  Glory  of  Knoll 

*  Groom  of  the  Chambers, 


(  373  ) 


THE 

Happy  Country' Gentleman, 

A  Song,  made  to  a  Divifion  up- 
on a  Ground. 

i. 

,'Tubborn  Church  Divifion, 
£"18!     Folly  and  Ambition, 
Shew  with  great  Derifion 
Poor  England's  fad  Condition. 

II. 

Princes  leave  their  Stations 
By  ftrange  Abdications, 
New  ones  come  to  eafe  us, 
Yet  no  one  e'er  can  pi  eafe  us. 

III. 

Happy's  the  Man  then  that  fliuns  the  Great, 
Fhat  pleafes  himfelf  in  a  rural  Seat, 
With  Eafe  and  Content  in  a  fweet  Retreat, 
Abhors  aU  Jars  and  Fa&ion. 

Bb  4  IV  fijj 
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IV, 

In  hfs  fmall  Dominion 

Vents  no  falfe  Opinion, 
Nor  deferts  the  true 

For  the  Papift  or  Sociman. 

V. 

But  fits  down  with  his  Friends  around, 
Where  the  Glafs  is  crown'd, 

And  the  Healths  go  round 
To  the  King,  the  Queen,  the  beft  in  Town, 

The  Fleet  or  Army's  A&iom 

Argues  ftill  with  Reafon, 

Speaks  nor  hears  no  Treafon  ; 
Nor  arraigns  the  Senfe 

Of  five  hundred  Heads  to  plcafe  one, 

VII. 

Plaintiffs  or  Defendants 

Ne'er  get  his  Attendants, 
He  wifhes  well  to  all 

That  are  in  Whitehall, 
But  he  loves  no  Court  Dependance. 

VIII. 

Books  admires  when  witty, 

Good  Mufick  and  a  Ditty  ; 
And  takes  a  Spoufe 

To  adorn  his  Houfe 
That's  rich,  and  kind,  and  pretty. 

IX. 

Merry,  merry,  merrily  difcards  all  Sorrow, 
Warily  do's  never,  never  lend  nor  borrow  ; 
Generoufly  entertains  his  Friend  to  Day, 
And  is  the  fame  to  Morrow. 

The 


) 
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The  Scotch  Bridegroom. 

A  New  Scotch  Song. 

i. 

N  this  Rofie  Day, 

E'er  the  Sun  flion  bright  and  gay. 
One  like  Aurora  Ife  gang  to  Wed ; 
Cawd  Storms  blow  no  more, 
Gentle  Yarrow  waft  me  o'er, 
Then  Ife  foon  Store  the  Marriage  Bed. 
Cbloe,kmd  and  killing 
Bonny  is,  and  willing ;  a 
Willy too,  gud  Faith,  to  her  mun  conftant  prove. 
Ah!  never,  never  Mother 
Coupled  two  together, 
Who  have  fworn,  whilft  Time  do  laft,  to  live  and  love 
Who  have  fworn,  &c. 

Willy,  Wtllfs  witty, 
Chloe,  C kibe's  pretty  ; 
Aw  the  Beauties  of  the  World  can  ne'er  his  Faith  remove 
Aw  never,  never  Mother 
Coupled  two  together, 

Wwk*T  fTni'  WSft  Time  d0  laft>  t0  live  and  Love. 
Who  have  fworn,  &c. 

II. 

'Tis  a  wily  thing, 

it7l     •  Thoufands>  Thoufands  take  the  Ring, 
Who  withFreedom  purfue  their  Leagues  ■ 
One  proves  Tory  high, 
T'other  high  Kirk  do's  defie, 
She'll  what's  Reform'd  try 
Amongft  the  Whigs. 

Cbloe 
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Chloe  that  way  guided. 
Is  from  me  divided ; 
Yet  whate'er  our  Tongues  do  fay  our  Hearts  will  join. 

My  lovely,  lovely  Chloe, 

O'er  a  Difh  of  Bohea, 
Soon  I'll  make  to  leave  her  Sea,  and  join  with  mine. 

Chloe,  Chloe's  witty, 

Willy,  milfsvrttty; 
Awe  the  Beauty's  of  the  kind  can  ne'er  his  Faith  remove. 

Oh  !  never,  never  Mother 

Coupled  two  together, 
Who  have  fworn,  Whflft  1  ime  do's  laft,  to  live  and  love. 
Who  have  fworn,  &c. 
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THE 

Plagues  of  the  Town  and  City  Trade. 

A  New  SONG/»  Two  Movements. 
The  Words  Tung  by  a  Country  Gentleman  to  his  Wife. 
Made  to  a  New  Minuet^  and  a  Country  Dance. 

i 


m 

mm. 


ET  the  dull  Town  pretend  to  their  filly  Vanity, 
And  wear  Ideots  Caps  in  City  Affairs, 
I'll  Plato  take,  and  manage  my  frail  Humanity, 
Thus  make  ftill  my  Head  much  wifer  than  theirs. 
Lotteries  I'll  ftirle, 
For  who'd  feek  a  Trifle , 
Where  five  is  to  one  to  fend  up  a  Prize? 
And  tho'  few  may  win  it, 
Yet  Thoufands  are  in  it 
Who  find  themfelves  Affes,  and  far  from  Wife. 

II. 

If  e'er  I  fraflick  I'll  fhew- Veracity, 

And  Men  for  my  Dealing  honeft  (hall  call, 

I'll  choofe  no  Brokers,  nor  hear  their  bold  Audacity, 

That  plague  ye  with  Lyes  when  Stocks  rife  and  fall. 

Stock-jobbers  Folly, 

Cry  up  the  'Change  Alley, 
That  banters  the  Kingdom,  as  all  agree; 

For  tho'  Gain's  endearing, 

Yet  nothing's  appearing, 
And  this  Plot  now  tricks  us  about  the  South-Sea 


III  Britain 
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A  New  Song, 


Britain,  fince  Trade  deep  Cunning  advances, 
Like  thofe  Abroad,  in  new  Methods  join ; 
Get  fome  rare  Scot,  as  now  there  in  France  is, 
That  taking  Gold  can  vend  Paper  Coin ; 

Let  foreign  Nations 

Prize  thy  loud  Relations, 
The  grand  MiffiJJippi  fhews  now  the  way, 
,    'Till  too  long  repeated, 

When  ail  rind  they  are  cheated, 
Th'  Regent  muft  fight  thofe  he  ne'er  can  pay. 

Second  Movement. 

Then  Chloris  we'll  Jeave  off  this  Hurry, 
And  into  the  Country  will  go  ; 

We'll  ogle  each  blooming  gay  Cherry, 
And  hear  the  fine  Oxen  low ; 
Each  Day  we'll  like  Thrufties  be  merry, 
Each  Night  too  we'll  prove  our  Flame, 
Our  Joys  (hall  flow  till  Cocks  do'  crow, 
And  when  Love  exceeding 
With  Turns  makes  thee  Breeding, 
My  Dear  never  blufh  for  Shame. 

We'll  bring  in  our  frolickfome  Neighbours, 
Fine  Dances  we'll  caufe  to  be  made, 

Smug  Clowns  with  their  Pipes  and  their  Tabers, 
Shall  make  it  a  new  Mafquerade. 

The  Farmers  will  come  from  their  Labours, 
And  tho'  there  no  Cafar  be, 

Nor  Domine\  made,  fweet  Flowers  we'll  fpread, 
And  frisk  in  our  Glory, 
Without  Whig  or  Tory, 

And  all  be  as  great  as  he. 


HiHorical 
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Hiftorical  REMARKS 

On  late  foreign  Occurrences,  and 
the  fudden  Fate  of  the  late  King 

r  o 

Of  O  W  E  DEN. 


I. 


Urope  will  now  great  Monarchs  need, 
The  King  of  Spam  o'ertakes  the  Swede  ; 
The  Grandees  too  are  all  agreed 
To  Stint  their  .bold  Bravado. 
Stan—p,  who  would  have^ndear'd  their  King, 
Hurry'd  away  as  upon  the  Wing, 
And  left  the  brave  EngUjh  Admiral  Bing 
To  rout  their  rtrong  Armado. 

IL 


Britain's  Hopes  then  to  advance, 
War  we  proclaim,  and  fo  do's  France; 
On  him  our  League  difcountenanc'd, 

The  Alliance  great  difdaining; 
Some  private  News  declare  he's  Dead, 
And  leaves  off  Warring,  as  late  the  Swede  ; 
Caftile  then  will  timely  be  &appy  made, 

fried  Alberoni  reigning. 

Ill,  Well 
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Hijlorkal R  eMarks. 


III. 

Well  may  the  hot  Pretender  Rave, 
He  never  could  fuch  a  Madman  have, 
The  Swede  his  Kingdoms  loft  regave, 

And  bade  him  hope  for  reigning. 
Late  too  in  Norway  he  made  fome  Sport, 
Charging  the  Danes  thro'  the  Mire  and  Dirt, 
Not  giving  a  Seafon  to  Ihift  his  Shirt, 

Or  let  his  Boots  have  cleaning. 

At  Fredrickfal,  with  martial  Might, 
The  Fortrefs  befieg'd  he  makes  us  right, 
Regal'd  the  Trenches  every  Night, 

Tho'  Danes  with  Fnry  brave  us : 
But  once  when  rambling  madly  there 
A  Bullet  came  whittling  thro'  his  Ear, 
And  down  then,  like  fome  poor  Grenadier, 

Fell  one  would  be  Guftavus. 


\ 


The 
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The  Tender  LOVER. 

With  REMARKS  on  our  Affairs. 

A  New  S  O  N  G. 

The  Words  made  to  a  pretty  Tune. 

i. 

E  T  George  Regale  Hanover, 
Sway  Pruffia's  bold  Affairs ; 
Let  Sweden's  Queen  recover 
Her  Harms  from  Rujjian  Bears : 
Let  Poles  their  Brains  think  clearefr., 
Let  Danes  in  War  grow  great ; 
We'll  live  and  love,  my  deareu\ 
In  this  our  fweet  Retreat. 

II. 

Let  Gallies  fail  for  Money, 
Pretend  t'  invade  let  Spain ; 
Let  Statefman  Alberoni 
Think  Stanhope  Plots  in  vain ; 


Let 


3  Sa  The  Tender  L  o  v  E  Ri 

Let  our  grand  Expedition 
Prefs  on  fome  Overthrow, 
We'll  Love  without  remiffiom 
Tho  Eaftern  Winds  dp  blow. 

in. 

Sfea^r^wnS)  when  Proud  oncs  meet  'em. 

The  bed  Extream  do  prove ; 

Yet  Cbloe  do's  exceed  'em 

That  Beauty  gives  with  Love. 

Let jSg*in  the  Empire  covet* 

Its  Title  Grand  prefer, 

I  reign  much  more  above  tef 

All  Empire  lies  in  her. 

•  .c  ;.;    '  '  to  :  '   IV*     \  j  ;  g. 

So  when  two  Hero's  hoping 
A  Kingdom  large  to  gain, 
With  ftrong  Batallions  trooping 
Are  fighting  on  the  Plain, 
Two  feather'd  Lovers  wooing 
Jn  fome  near  blooming  Grove, 
Ne'er  mind  what  they're  a  doing* 
But  hourly  ling  and  love. 


finis. 


